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INTRODUCTION 


By EDWIN PERCY WHIPPLE 


Tue first number of the romance of “Little Dorrit ” 1 was 
issued on January 1, 1856, and was concluded in June (a 
double number), 1857. The work has a twofold interest: first, 
because, in writing it, Dickens had begun to doubt the fertility 
of his genius in creating new forms of character; and, secondly, 
because he was discontented with his home, and was brooding 
over the ideal ills which led to his separation from his wife. 

It may be said also that his misgivings regarding the con- 
tinuance of his creative impulse were connected with his 
domestic disappointments. Both seem to have sprung from 
a pervading restlessness of body and mind, beginning about the 
year 1854, and culminating in the breaking up of his home 
in May, 1858. As his representations of life and character 
increased in earnestness and depth with the growth of his 
genius, they required more and more isolation of mind to be 
adequately embodied; and this isolation he either found it 
difficult to secure, or was indisposed to make sacrifices in order 
to obtain it. Apart from social distractions interfering with 
his serious work, he threw himself with ardor into political 
agitation for administrative reforms, and engaged heartily in 
“quasi-public” private theatricals for charitable objects, This 
mode of life, however consistent with the comparatively super- 
ficial characterization of ‘‘ Pickwick” and ‘‘ Nickleby,” spring- 
ing as it did from the happy combination of spontaneous genius 
with glad animal spirits, was not favorable to the more in- 
tense and profound characterizations of his later works, which 
exacted complete and long-continued self-absorption in the 


1 Dickens at first purposed calling the book Nobody’s Fault. 
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imagined persons whose interior and external life he aimed to 
realize and make actual. He thought his genius was deserting 
him when he should have seen that he was rather deserting his 
genius. The root of the difficulty was in his domestic discon- 
tents. He felt ‘‘an unhappy loss or want of something;” his 
imagination pampered this sense of loss and want by suggesting 
ideals of wives and children which were perfect in themselves ; 
and hence, in the words of David Copperfield, he began to 
live, mentally, in the “so happy and yet so unhappy existence 
which seeks its realities in unrealities, and finds its dangerous 
comfort in a perpetual escape from the disappointment of heart 
around it.” To this mood of mind we undoubtedly owe such 
beautiful embodiments of domestic perfection as Florence Dom- 
bey, Agnes, Esther Summerson, and Little Dorrit; but the 
period when he realized these ideals in his imagination was 
the same period in which his morbid discontent with his own 
domestic establishment was most marked. MHarriet Martineau, 
in a letter dated March 20, 1873, referring to Forster’s Life of 
Dickens, says: ‘‘In the second volume, I am much struck by 
Dickens’s hysterical restlessness. Jt must have been terribly 
wearing to his wife. His friends ought to have seen that his 
brain was in danger, —from apoplexy, not insanity. To how 
great extent the women of his family are ignored in the book! 
The whole impression left by it is very melancholy.” Yet 
Miss Martineau had in her Autobiography — written in 1855, 
when she felt she was under sentence of death — previously 
declared: ‘‘Every indication seems to show that the man 
[Dickens] himself is rising. He is a virtuous and happy 
family man, in the first place. His glowing and generous 
heart is kept steady by the best domestic influences; and we 
may fairly hope now that he will fulfil the natural purpose of 
his life, and stand by literature to the last; and again that he 
will be an honor to the high vocation by prudence as well as 
by power; so that the graces of genius and generosity may rest 
on the finest basis of probity and prudence, and that his old 
age may be honored as heartily as his youth and manhood have 
been admired. Nothing could exceed the frank kindness and 
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consideration shown by him in the correspondence and the 
personal intercourse we have had; and my cordial regard has 
grown with my knowledge of him.” 

Miss Martineau, as a critic of persons she knew, never 
sinned on the side of toleration. Her picture, however, of 
Dickens as a husband and father, was altogether too flattering 
at the time (1855) she wrote the panegyric. A year at least 
before this period his morbid discontent with matters connected 
with his household had flashed out in his correspondence with 
his father-confessor, John Forster. His restlessness then, and 
for nearly four years afterwards, is evident in his private 
letters. “Too late,” he says, in reply to Forster’s monitions, 
“to put the curb on. I have no relief but in action. I am 
incapable of rest. I am quite confident I should rust, break, 
and die if I spared myself. Much better to die, doing. What 
I am in that way, nature made me first, and my way of life 
has of late, alas! confirmed. . . . I have felt of myself that I 
must, please God, die in harness. . . . It is much better to 
go on and fret, than to stop and fret. As to repose —for 
some men there’s no such thing in this life. . . . The old 
days—the old days! shall I ever, I wonder, get the frame of 
mind back as it used to be then? Something of it perhaps— 
but never quite as it used to be. J find that the skeleton in 
my domestic closet is becoming a pretty big one.” Again he 
writes, in 1857: “Poor Catherine [his wife] and I are not 
made for each other, and there is no help forit. It is not 
only that she makes me uneasy and unhappy, but I make her 
so too—and much more so. She is exactly what you know, 
in the way of being amiable and complying; but we are 
strangely ill-assorted for the bond there is between us. God 
knows she would have been a thousand times happier if she 
had married another kind of man, and that her avoidance of 
this destiny would have been at least equally good for us both. 
I am often cut to the heart by thinking what a pity it is, for 
her own sake, that I ever fell in her way; and if I were sick 
or disabled to-morrow, I know how sorry she would be, and 
how deeply grieved myself, to think we had lost each other. 
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Her temperament will not go with mine. It mattered not sa 
much when we had only ourselves to consider, but reasons 
have been growing since which make it all but hopeless that 
we should try even to struggle on.” . . . “You,” he replies 
to Forster’s remonstrance, ‘‘are not so tolerant as perhaps you 
might be of the wayward and unsettled feeling which is part 
(I suppose) of the tenure on which one holds an imaginative 
life, and which I have, as you ought to know well, often only 
kept down by riding over it like a dragoon — but let that go 
by. I make no maudlin complaint. I agree with you as to 
the very possible incidents, even not less bearable than mine, 
that might and must often occur to the married condition when 
it is entered into very young. Iam always deeply sensible of 
the wonderful exercise I have of life and its highest sensations, 
and have said to myself for years, and have honestly and truly 
felt, this is the drawback to such a career, and is not to be 
complained of. I say it and feel it now as strongly as ever I 
did; and, as I told you in my last, I do not with that view 
put all this forward. But the years have not made it easier 
to bear for either of us; and, for her sake as well as mine, the 
wish will force itself upon me that something might be done. 
I know too well it is impossible. There is the fact, and that 
is all one can say. Nor are you to suppose that I disguise 
from myself what might be urged on the other side. I claim 
no immunity from blame. ‘There is plenty of fault on my 
side, I dare say, in the way of a thousand uncertainties, 
caprices, and difficulties of disposition; but only one thing will 
alter that, —the end that alters everything.” 

These private confidences to Forster are valuable as exhib- 
iting Dickens’s moral and mental condition during the four 
years preceding his final separation from his wife. In March, 
1858 when he had concluded to give public readings from his 
works for his own benefit, as he had given them before for 
charitable objects, he wrote to Forster: “Quite dismiss from 
your mind any reference whatever to present circumstances at 
home. Nothing can put them right, until we are all.dead 
and buried and risen. It is not with me a matter of will, or 
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trial, or sufferance, or good humor, or making the best of it, 
or making the worst of it, any longer. It is all despairingly 
over. Have no lingering hope of, or for me, in this associa- 
tion. A dismal failure has to be borne, and there an end.” 
The formal separation occurred in May, 1858. ‘‘ Hencefor- 
ward,” says Forster, “he and his wife dwelt apart. The 
eldest son went with his mother, Dickens at once giving effect 
to her expressed wish in this respect; and the other children 
remained with himself, their intercourse with Mrs. Dickens 
being left entirely to themselves. 

If we read Dickens’s confessions to Forster in connection 
with numerous passages in “David Copperfield,” ‘“ Bleak 
House,” and ‘Little Dorrit,” we have little trouble in decid- 
ing that the cause of the separation between husband and wife 
was ‘‘incompatibility ” of disposition and character. It will 
be remembered that Miss Martineau, after reading Forster’s 
biography of her friend, speaks of his ‘hysterical restlessness ” _ 
as something which must have been “terribly wearing to his 
wife.” From this we are led to suppose that Mrs. Dickens, 
no less than Mr. Dickens, had reasons for believing that each 
would be happier by living apart from the other; and the 
separation itself was the result of a mutual agreement. There 
was no evidence presented at the time, and no evidence has 
since been brought forward, that the husband was guilty of 
that crime which, in England, is vaguely indicated in the 
phrase of keeping “‘two establishments.” There was nothing 
in the case which could have justified a suit for divorce, on 
the part of either husband or wife. Forster, who was the 
friend of both, had exerted all his influence to prevent the 
separation; and, when his endeavors proved fruitless, he de- 
clared it to be an “‘arrangement of a strictly private nature,” 
and ‘‘that no decent person could have had excuse for regard- 
ing it in any other light.” But the fact was that, as soon as 
the “arrangement ” was known, persons who would have been 
shocked at not being classed among decent people, began at 
once to circulate rumors invented by indecent persons, as to 
the true cause of the separation. Now Dickens was known 
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wherever the English language was read, and it therefore took 
but a very short time to make a world-wide scandal out of this 
“strictly private ” affair. In India, Australia, and the United 
States, as well as in Great Britain, the news was industriously 
circulated that the great romancer, whose special distinction it 
was that he had shed new consecrations around the fireside and 
the home, was a hypocrite and an adulterer, who had imposed 
on the public by a Pecksniffian pretension to sentiments of 
purity and honor which his conduct belied. As the lies were’ 
in some degree circumstantial, they became a matter of wonder 
for a fortnight or a month, and were then consigned to the 
social gutters from which such lies commonly originate. Burke 
speaks somewhere of those occasions which furnish delicious 
opportunities for “low, sordid, ungenerous, and reptile souls 
to swell with their hoarded poisons;” and the moment that 
Dickens’s separation from his wife was known, such creatures 
began to distribute their poisonous gossip through the whole 
community of Dickens’s readers. ‘The present editor clearly 
remembers with what a shock of painful surprise he first heard 
a circumstantial statement of these horrible calumnies, and how 
eager he was for an authoritative denial of them. Forster, in 
his biography, thinks that Dickens made a mistake in printing 
in “Household Words” his reply to these aspersions; but 
Dickens knew, as by a sort of subtle freemasonry, that his 
readers all over the world would hear of the scandal, and 
would demand some explanation. As he was on the point of 
appearing in person before the public as a Reader, it was 
specially important that his audiences should know that he did 
not submit to the imputation of being a heartless adulterer 
without a sturdy protest. The additional “private letter,” 
given to Mr. Arthur Smith ‘fas an authority for correction of 
false rumors and scandals,” was published against his wish and 
intention. He always referred to it afterwards as the ‘“‘vio- 
lated letter.” 

In the communication printed in ‘Household Words,” 
Dickens says little which the libels on him did not compel 
him to say. The periodical itself might have been banished 
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from all respectable families, had its editor, by his silence, 
given a kind of sanction to the calumnies noised about him. 
The calumnies, to be sure, were the creations of that body of 
scandal-mongers who have been aptly classed as “intermediate 
- links between man and the baboon;”? but still, in his case, 
they were calculated to have a pernicious effect on his reputa- » 
tion and popularity; for he had, by his works, domesticated 
himself as a member of the countless families that rejoiced in 
his genius, and an indelible stain fixed on his domestic charac- 
ter would have closed against him the doors which had previ- 
ously gladly opened to receive him as an ever welcome ideal 
guest. The tone of the letter in which he made his direct 
communication with the public was that of a wronged man, 
suffering under partially suppressed impulses of moral irritation 
and moral wrath. ‘Some domestic trouble of mine,” he says, 
“of long standing, on which I will make no further remark 
than that it claims to be respected, as being of a sacredly 
private nature, has lately been brought to an arrangement, 
which involves no anger or ill-will of any kind, and the whole 
origin, progress, and surrounding circumstances of which have 
been throughout within the knowledge of my children. It is 
amicably composed, and its details have now but to be for- 
gotten by those concerned in it. By some means arising out 
of wickedness, or out of folly, or out of inconceivable wild 
chance, or out of all three, this trouble has been made the 
occasion of misrepresentations, most grossly false, most mon- 
strous, and most cruel — involving not only me, but innocent 
persons dear to my heart, and innocent persons of whom I 
have no knowledge, if, indeed, they have any existence — and 
so widely spread, that I doubt if one reader in a thousand will 
peruse these lines, by whom some touch of the breath of these 
slanderers will not have passed, like an unwholesome aizr. 
Those who know me and my nature, need no assurance under 
my hand that such calumnies are as irreconcilable with me, as 
they are, in their frantic incoherence, with one another. But 
there is a great multitude who know me through my writings, 
and who do not know me otherwise; and I cannot bear that 
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one of them should be left in doubt, or hazard of doubt, 
through my poorly shrinking from taking the unusual means 
to which I now resort, of circulating the truth. I most sol- 
emnly declare, then, —and this I do, both in my own name 
and in my wife’s name, — that all the lately whispered rumors 
touching the trouble at which I have glanced are abominably 
false. And that whosoever repeats one of them after this 
denial will lie as wilfully and as foully as it is possible for any 
false witness to lie, before Heaven and earth.” 

All this was thoroughly manly, resolute, and noble. There 
was no reference to the interior, the real causes of discontent 
between the husband and wife, such as were stated in the 
private letters (from which we have already largely quoted) of 
Dickens to Forster. But Dickens conceived that something 
further must be done to vindicate his character. Mr. Arthur 
Smith was the person selected to be the business manager of 
his public readings; and he wrote to him an elaborate, half 
defiant, half apologetic letter, containing the private reasons 
which led to his separation from Mrs. Dickens. This letter 
was accompanied with a note to this effect: ““You have not 
only my full permission to show this, but I beg you to show 
it to any one who wishes to do me right, or to any one who 
has been misled into doing me wrong.” Mr. Smith not only 
showed it to individuals whose false impressions he desired to 
correct, but gave a copy of it to the London correspondent of 
the “New York Tribune,” in which paper it was published in 
full, and thence made the tour of the world. Such letters, 
indeed, written to be shown to this person and that, but not to 
be published, ever end in getting into print. Rufus Choate, 
in a Whig speech delivered during the excited period when 
Polk was a candidate for the Presidency of the United States, 
had occasion to quote almost the whole of a private letter 
signed by prominent Anti-slavery democrats, which had been 
“surreptitiously ” published in a New York journal. When 
he had completed the reading of it, he affected to be suddenly 
startled, and, holding the newspaper up before the eyes of the 
immense audience, he added, with an inimitable look of mock 
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gravity: “By the way, gentlemen, I find that this document 
is marked ‘private and confidential,’ and such, I trust, you 
will all consider it!” So it may be said in regard to Dick- 
ens’s “‘violated” letter to Arthur Smith, that it contained 
information which invited violation, and which was sure to fall 
into the hands of some one who would violate it. Before 
commenting on this letter it is but just to reprint it: — 


Lonpon, W. E., TAvistock Hovusz, TAvistock SquaRE, 
Tuesday, Twenty-fifth May, 1858. 

To ArtHur SmitH, Esq.:—Mrs. Dickens and I have 
lived unhappily together for many years. Hardly any one 
who has known us intimately can fail to have known that we 
are, in all respects of character and temperament, wonderfully 
unsuited to each other. I suppose that no two people, not 
vicious in themselves, ever were joined together who had a 
greater difficulty in understanding one another, or who had 
less in common. An attached woman servant (more friend to 
both of us than a servant), who lived with us sixteen years, 
and is now married, and who was and still is in Mrs, Dickens’s 
confidence and mine, who had the closest familiar experience 
of this unhappiness in London, in the country, in France, in 
Italy, wherever we have been, year after year, month after 
month, week after week, day after day, will bear testimony to 
this. 

Nothing has, on many occasions, stood between us and a 
separation but Mrs. Dickens’s sister, Georgina Hogarth. From 
the age of fifteen she has devoted herself to our house and our 
children. She has been their playmate, nurse, instructress, 
friend, protectress, adviser, companion. In the manly consid- 
eration towards Mrs. Dickens which I owe to my wife, I will 
only remark of her that the peculiarity of her character has 
thrown all the children on some one else. I do not know — 
I cannot by any stretch of fancy imagine — what would have 
become of them but for this aunt, who has grown up with 
them, to whom they are devoted, and who has sacrificed the 
best part of her youth and life to them. 
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She has remonstrated, reasoned, suffered, and toiled, and 
came again to prevent a separation between Mrs. Dickens and 
me. Mrs. Dickens has often expressed to her, her sense of 
her affectionate care and devotion in the house — never more 
strongly than within the last twelve months. 

For some years past Mrs. Dickens has been in the habit of 
representing to me that it would be better for her to go away 
and live apart; that her always increasing estrangement was due 
to a mental disorder under which she sometimes labors; more, 
that she felt herself unfit for the life she had to lead, as my wife, 
and that she would be better far away. I have uniformly re- 
plied that she must bear our misfortune, and fight the fight out 
to the end; that the children were the first consideration; and 
that I feared they must bind us together in “appearance.” 

At length, within these three weeks, it was suggested to me 
by Forster that, even for their sakes, it would surely be better 
to reconstruct and rearrange their unhappy home. I empow- 
ered him to treat with Mrs. Dickens, as the friend of both of 
us for one and twenty years. Mrs. Dickens wished to add, 
on her part, Mark Lemon, and did so. On Saturday last 
Lemon wrote to Forster that Mrs. Dickens “gratefully and 
thankfully accepted” the terms I proposed to her. Of the 
pecuniary part of them I will only say that I believe they are 
as generous as if Mrs. Dickens were ‘a lady of distinction, and 
I a man of fortune. ‘The remaining parts of them are easily 
described — my eldest boy to live with Mrs. Dickens and to 
take care of her; my eldest girl to keep my house; both my 
girls, and all my children but the eldest son, to live with me 
in the continued companionship of their Aunt Georgina, for 
whom they have all the tenderest affection that I have ever 
seen among young people, and who has a higher claim (as 
I have often declared, for many years) upon my affection, 
respect, and gratitude than anybody in this world. 

I hope that no one who may become acquainted with what 
I write here, can possibly be so cruel and unjust as to put any 
misconstruction on our separation, so far. My elder children 
all understand it perfectly, and all accept it as inevitable. 
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There is not a shadow of doubt or concealment among us, 
My eldest son and I are one as to it all. 

Two wicked persons, who should have spoken very differ- 
ently of me, in consideration of earnest respect and gratitude, 
have (as I am told, and, indeed, to my personal knowledge) 
coupled with this separation the name of a young lady for 
whom I have a great attachment and regard. I will not repeat 
her name —I honor it too much. Upon my soul and honor, 
there is not on this earth a more virtuous and spotless creature 
than that young lady. I know her to be innocent and pure, 
and as good as my own dear daughters. 

Further, I am quite sure that Mrs. Dickens, having received 
this assurance from me, must now believe it in the respect I 
know her to have for me, and in the perfect confidence I know 
her in her better moments to repose in my truthfulness. 

On this head, again, there is not a shadow of doubt or con- 
cealment between my children and me. All is open and plain 
among us, as though we were brothers and sisters. They are 
perfectly certain that I would not deceive them, and the con- 
fidence among us is without a fear. C. D. 


The essential wrong committed in this letter consisted, not 
so much in its publication, as in its composition. The mutual 
agreement between the parties to the separation proceeded on 
the ground that there should be no statement of the reasons for 
the separation. That agreement was practically broken by 
Dickens when he placed such a garrulous and querulous letter 
in the hands of Mr. Arthur Smith, to be “shown” to persons 
who credited the current rumors against his character. In 
defending himself he assails his wife. He gives the reasons 
why he can no longer live with her/ one naturally asks for 
the reasons why she cannot live with him. ‘There was no 
guilt on either side; but Mrs. Dickens, had she chosen to 
reply, might doubtless have shown that, as a family man, he 
developed qualities of temper and disposition which, from her 
point of view, were as repugnant to domestic happiness and 
harmony as any which, from his point of view, appeared to 
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make her an unsympathetic, unsatisfactory, repellent wife. 
The whole matter should have rested on the original statement 
of “incompatibility ;” but if the husband entered into details, 
the wife would have been justified in following his example. 
From Mrs. Dickens, however, proceeded no word of remon- 
strance and complaint; yet by submitting to the imputations 
conveyed or implied in her husband’s unfortunate letter, she 
placed him unavoidably in a position repugnant to the feelings 
of a gentleman and man of honor. Without any malicious 
purpose, he was heedlessly impelled, by the atrocity of the 
libels against himself, into making explanations which injured 
her in public estimation; and her silence must have self-con- 
victed him, when the heat and irritation of the hour had 
passed away, of a violation of that sense of chivalry towards 
women which was as much a permanent sentiment of his heart 
as it was a constant inspiration of his genius. In truth, the 
circumstances connected with his separation from his wife 
exhibited Dickens in his most ungenial and unamiable mood. 
The same force of will which made so effective all his good 
qualities, both of disposition and of genius, was subject at 
times to strange fits of wilfulness, when he became altogether 
unmanageable and defiant of external control, even of that 
control which the love, the reason, and the prudence of his 
nearest and dearest friends brought to bear on his headlong 
self-assertion. Against the admonitions of Forster, to whom 
he opened his heart, he persisted in pushing his domestic dis- 
contents to the point of separating from his wife; and, until 
the scandals arising from that act were forced on his attention, 
he thought the public would not trouble itself with his domes- 
tic concerns. Up to this point he had carried out his will 
freely; the reaction against him was terrible, but it only 
stimulated his combativeness; his combativeness intensified his 
will into self-will; and the result was the letter to Mr. Arthur 
Smith, in which he forgot the rights of his wife in emphasiz- 
ing his own. The whole thing is a wretched episode in Dick- 
ens’s life; but we must still remember that it was an aberra- 
tion of character, and not an example of its normal and healthy 
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exercise. For years after this unfortunate event, as for years 
before it, Dickens showed that his character was sound at the 
core. He was betrayed into injustice by the perversion of 
qualities excellent in themselves. 

It has been considered proper to refer to the subject of 
Dickens’s separation from his wife in the Introduction to the 
present novel, because in writing it he was specially under the 
influence of the feelings which led to that important event in 
his life. 

The story of “Little Dorrit” is but a thin thread on which 
to hang so many characters and incidents. Dickens’s original 
intention was ingenious. ‘It struck me,” he wrote to Forster, 
“that it would be a new thing to show people coming to- 
gether, in a chance way, ignorant of one another, as happens in 
life; and to connect them afterwards, and to make the waiting 
for that connection a part of the interest.” Thus when Mr. 
Meagles, in the second chapter, bids good-by to Miss Wade, 
and adds, “‘We may never meet again,” the haughty self- 
tormentor replies: ‘In our course through life we shall meet 
the people who are coming to meet ws, from many strange 
places and by many strange roads; and what it is set to us to 
do to them, and what it is set to them to do to us, will all be 
done.” Then turning to Pet Meagles, she says: ‘ You may 
be sure that there are men and women already on their road, 
who have their business to do with you, and who will do it. 
Of a certainty they will do it. They may be coming hun- 
dreds, thousands, of miles over the sea there; they may be 
close at hand now; they may be coming, for anything you 
know, or anything you can do to prevent it, from the vilest 


-sweepings of this very town.” At the conclusion of the 


chapter comes this remark: “And thus ever, by day and 


-night, under the sun and under the stars, climbing the dusty 


hills and toiling along the weary plains, journeying by land 
and journeying by sea, coming and going so strangely, to meet 
and to act and to react on each other, move all we restless 
travellers through the pilgrimage of life.” Dickens considered 
that he had missed an effect by making the “ fellow-travellers ” 
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in the Marseilles boat known to each other, and thought of 
rewriting the chapter. ‘‘Last night and this morning,” he 
wrote to Forster, ‘‘I had half a mind to begin again, and work 
in what I have done, afterwards;” but he shrank from the 
labor of recasting his material, and left the chapter as it stands. 
As there were thirty persons in the company on board the 
steamer, and as only Arthur Clennam, Miss Wade, and the 
family of the Meagleses became afterwards connected in their 
fortunes, the general idea was not much impaired by putting 
it into the mouth of Miss Wade, as a scornful and defiant 
rebuff to the exuberant kindness of her accidental acquaintances. 
The ominous fact remains, that the conditions on which indi- 
vidual life is held are beyond individual control. The man of 
the largest intelligence cannot discern, foresee, or evade the 
apparent accidents which may eventually bless or blast his 
fortunes. This vague sense of the mystery of human life, as 
far as it is independent of human will and contrivance, filled 
Dickens’s imagination while he was writing the early portions 
of “Little Dorrit;” and the first chapter, picturing the villain 
Blandois in his Marseilles dungeon, ignorant of the influence 
he is to have on the fortunes of the seven strangers fretting 
under the inconveniences of being detained in the harbor of 
Marseilles, is the fit prelude to the second. But Dickens 
gradually lost hold of his central idea; and, as usual with him, 
he multiplied characters so interesting in themselves, that what 
they do to carry on the original plan of the work is subordi- 
nate to their special attraction as individuals, seemingly bent 
on expressing their own idiosyncrasies at all risks of interfer- 
ing with a clear perception of the main design. It may be 
said that three quarters, nay, seven eighths, of the story have 
no direct relation to the plot except to retard the catastrophe. 
It cannot be affirmed that any prominent personage or incident 
is introduced without a purpose; but, as far as regards the 
development of the story, paragraphs might have been substi- 
tuted for chapters. 
Yet the general reader finds little fault with that over rich. 
ness in details which sometimes displeases the critic; for in 
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“Tittle Dorrit,” as in the other novels of Dickens, he is intro- 
duced to a new world of realistic romance, peopled with new 
inhabitants, and abounding in new stimulants to his heart and 
imagination. Considered as a whole, “Little Dorrit” is infe- 
rior to ‘“‘Dombey and Son,” “‘ David Copperfield,” and “ Bleak 
House ;” but its inferiority is not so much due to a decay of 
power in the indefatigable discoverer and explorer of Dickens- 
land, as it is to the inferior interest and value of the new prov- 
ince he has added to that delightful domain. In originality 
and novelty it is equal to the other settlements established 
in that heretofore undiscovered region of the imagination; 
but the inhabitants are less pleasing, the soil less productive, 
and the atmosphere less bright and bracing. If Dickens, 
like Balzac, Thackeray, and Anthony Trollope, had repeated 
in each successive romance the characters which had most 
impressed the public imagination in its predecessor, — had he 
insisted on pushing Tony Weller, or Mr. Pickwick, or Mrs. 
Gamp, or Captain Cuttle, into romances where they were 
neither necessary nor new, —he might doubtless have done 
what Balzac, Thackeray, and Trollope have succeeded in doing, 
that is, he might have established a kind of relationship 
between his different works. In reading ‘‘La Coméddie Hu- 
maine” we become accustomed to tolerate the reappearance of 
Henri de Marsay, Maxime de Trailles, Nucingen, Rastignac, 
and Bixiou, as observers or actors in romances widely different 
in plot from those in which they made their first appearance. 
After “Vanity Fair” and ‘‘ Pendennis,” we never lose sight of 
the family of the Crawleys and the Warringtons, of Arthur 
Pendennis and Laura, not to mention others. The last result 
of this method is seen in Trollope’s novel of ‘The Prime 
Minister,” a work as long as “Daniel Deronda,” but in which 
there are only three or four comparatively insignificant charac- 
ters, which are not prominent in the author’s previous novels. 
But each of Dickens’s romances is a little world within itself, 
having no connection whatever with any little world portrayed 
in any other. In the design of ‘‘ Master Humphrey’s Clock,” 
Mr. Pickwick and the Wellers were introduced anew, but so 
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slightly that few readers now dream that “The Old Curiosity 
Shop” and “Barnaby Rudge” were at first published under 
the general title of ‘Master Humphrey’s Clock.” 

The central figure in the novel of ‘Little Dorrit” is the 
brave, affectionate, patient, unobtrusive, thoughtful, modest, 
self-denying girl who bears the name. All her virtues seem to 
meet and unite in one, namely, fortitude. As the ideal em- 
bodiment of filial affection, placed amid sordid surroundings 
which make her father, brother, and sister hopelessly selfish 
and petulant, she rises superior to them all, and surprises us, 
not so much by what she actively does, as by what she quietly 
endures. Such a quaintly beautiful example of strong, uncom- 
plaining, invulnerable fortitude, — unconscious of any merit in 
self-sacrifices which spontaneously spring from a sense of duty 
vitalized by an all-engrossing filial affection, —is hardly par- 
alleled in the literature of romance. ‘There is also a subtle, 
indescribable pathos connected with the exquisite moral beauty 
of the character, —something plaintive, beseeching, — some- 
thing which irresistibly appeals to all persons with whom she 
comes in contact, and softens folly, ruffianism, and _hard- 
heartedness into involuntary respect, — something which con- 
ducts us into the unexpressed and inexpressible depths of the 
human heart, and which converts even seeming hopelessness 
and helplessness into magnetic forces. Arthur Clennam, of 
course, feels this influence; but Pancks also feels it; Flora 
Casby, in spite of her superficiality,! Mrs. Clennam, in spite 
of her iron bigotry, feel it; and if Little Dorrit had come into 


1 Mr. Forster asserts that an early love of Dickens’s sat for the portrait, first 
of Dora in David Copperfield, and later of Flora in Little Dorrit. ‘‘ The fancy,”’ 
he says, ‘‘had a comic humour in it he found it impossible to resist, but it was 
kindly and pleasant to the last; and if the later picture showed him plenty to 
laugh at in this retrospect of his youth, there was nothing he thought of more 
tenderly than the earlier, as long as he was conscious of anything.’? Dickens 
himself, in a letter to the Duke of Devonshire, says: ‘‘I am so glad you like 
Flora. It came into my head one day that we have all had our Floras, and that 
it was a half-serious, half-ridiculous truth which had never been told, It is a 
wonderful gratification to me to find that everybody knows her. Indeed, some 
people seem to think I have done them a personal injury, and that their indi- 
sheen ae (God knows where they are, or who!) are each and all Little 

orrits !’’ 
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relations with Miss Wade, she would have succeeded in doing 
what Pet Meagles, with all her lovely innocence and affection- 
ateness, failed to accomplish, that is, she would have convinced 
that perverse maiden that she had a soul. It will be observed 
that throughout the varied scenes in which she appears, Dick- 
ens never loses his hold on the depth of her nature, and eve1 
succeeds in conveying to the reader an impression of her ex- 
ceptional goodness, not so much by what she says, or even by 
what she does, as by what she zs. Her intrinsic excellence 
is invested with a pathetic charm which sends happy tears 
into all sympathetic eyes. Forster thinks she is unreal, — an 
unfortunate criticism on a character which is so easily and 
thoroughly realized by the heart and imagination. We do not 
of course meet such daughters in actual life, but we sometimes 
meet young women whose filial love suggests the ideal which 
she- attains; and Dickens’s conception of the character is so 
intense, that she becomes more real to the mind than even 
those actual persons who exhibit some of her qualities. The 
marvel of the whole representation is, that it seems so natural, 
as we read, that this ‘‘child of the Marshalsea,” born and 
bred in a debtors’ prison, should not yield to the bad influences 
of the place. Her brother Edward becomes a vicious vaga- 
bond, and her sister Fanny a shallow, selfish, impudent hoy- 
den, through the mere fact of being the children of an im- 
prisoned father, and thus left to win or lose their way in the 
world, without even such weak control as he might have 
exerted over them had he been free to assume paternal author- 
ity. Forster thinks that Edward and Fanny are real enough, 
—real to the point of being unattractive; but in denying 
reality to Amy, he forgets that the whole power of the writer 
is exerted to show how insensibly and inevitably the circum- 
stances of her prison life strengthen her sense of duty to her 
father, and how naturally she is developed into the perfection 
of simple, homely goodness of heart and integrity of mind, by 
transmuting, through the inborn felicity of her nature, the 
influences calculated to corrupt ordinary children into the 
nutriment of disinterested affection and unrepining endurance. 
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It is a great mistake of criticism to call unnatural a nature 
which simply embodies the best human qualities in a most 
beautiful and persuasive form. Little Dorrit, indeed, is thor- 
oughly practical. She indulges in no fine sentiments — and 
is the least romantic of heroines. She is not even “clever” 
in the intellectual sense of the term. In fact she is a mere 
drudge, working with her needle outside the prison, and toil- 
ing hard within it, in order that her weak father may not be 
deprived of any comforts to which he has been accustomed. 
Her beautiful soul finds expression only in homely acts of daily 
self-denial; she is unconscious that there is anything merito- 
rious in what duty and affection prompt her to do; and she 
is equally unconscious that her father, or brother, or sister, 
owe her any debt of gratitude, merely because her life is 
passed in unrequited devotion to their interests and needs. 
Arthur Clennam, when he first meets her in his mother’s 
house, where she is engaged as a seamstress, is impressed by 
her contrivances to secure the eating of her meals alone, — he 
only learning afterwards that her object in this is to have the 
means of carrying to her father the best portions of the food 
intended for herself. He finds that “it was not easy to make 
out her face; she was so retiring, plied her needle in such 
remote corners, and started away so scared if encountered on 
the stairs. But it seemed to be a pale, transparent face, quick 
in expression, though not beautiful in feature, its soft hazel 
eyes excepted. A delicately bent head, a tiny form, a quick 
little pair of busy hands, and a shabby dress —it must needs 
have been very shabby to look at all so, being so neat — were 
Little Dorrit as she sat at work.” 

The father who was the object of her measureless love and 
constant care was known, through his long confinement of over 
twenty years in the debtors’ prison, as “‘the Father of the 
Marshalsea”’ as she was known as its “‘child.” We have had 
repeated occasions to point out how thoroughly Dickens identi- 
fies himself with his prominent personages — how, in his own 
words, he lives for the time ‘inside of them” — how watchful 
he is of every movement of their souls—and how his faculty 
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of psychological analysis is ever shown in connection with the 
external marks and signs he selects as expressions of their 
internal moods of mind and vacillations of character. His 
power in this respect is limited to what may be called the 
lower classes and the middle classes of the world of romance ; 
he cannot dwell “inside” of a Faust or a Hamlet; and the 
native, inborn, ideal aristocrats of intellect and character, such 
as are represented by the greatest romancers, poets, and drama- 
tists, demanding, as they do, in their creators immense range, 
elevation, and fertility of thought, are characters that he, like ~ 
the rest of us, must be content to look upon from the outside; 
but in descending from the heights of imaginative creativeness, 
where can we find a superior to him, considered as a represen- 
tative genius of the bourgeoisie? Certainly nothing of its 
kind can be better than the internal and external representation 
of William Dorrit, from the time he enters the Marshalsea 
prison to the time he leaves it; and the “jail rot” upon him, 
studiously covered over as it is by the affectations of gentility 
which his after prosperity leads him to adopt, breaks out 
anew in a terrible fashion when death suddenly beckons him 
to the Marshalsea of the grave. The amount of intellect and 
imagination expended on the delineation of this character is so 
great, that the reader feels it to be disproportioned to the 
essential value and’ importance of the character itself, looked 
at as an addition to the population of Dickens-land. Nothing 
can be more masterly than the power exhibited by Dickens in 
the clutch he constantly holds on the inmost soul of the man, 
while he indicates the most evanescent shades of impulse, 
feeling, thought, and purpose, which the varying circumstances 
of the story awaken in his consciousness. The scenes in which 
his heart unveils itself in the presence of his self-immolating 
child, have a pathos finer than that of the old classical tradi- 
tion of the daughter who feeds her imprisoned and famine- 
doomed sire with milk from her own breast. Byron, address: 
ing this prototype of Little Dorrit, exclaims: — 


“The starry fable of the milky way 
Has not thy story’s purity; it is 
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A constellation of a sweeter ray, 
And sacred Nature triumphs more in this 
Reverse of her decree, than in the abyss 
Where sparkle distant worlds.”’ 


But Dickens rightly declares that his heroine, “though of 
the unheroic modern stock, and mere English, did much more 
in comforting her father’s wasted heart upon her innocent 
breast, and turning to it a fountain of love and fidelity that 
never ran dry or waned, through all his years of famine.” 

In the nineteenth chapter of the book, where the father 
begins by reproving Amy for not doing some unmaidenly thing 
which might increase his comforts at the expense of her truth- 
fulness, and ends in breaking down in an agony of self-reproach 
and shame, nothing can be more heart-touching than the 
daughter’s efforts to coothe him, and to restore the self-esteem 
which a sudden vision of his degradation had shattered. And 
then, after he was quietly laid asleep, what a prayer was that 
which rose up to Heaven from his bedside! ‘‘O spare his life! 
O save him to me! O look down on my dear, long-suffering, 
unfortunate, much-changed, dear, dear father! ” 

In the thirty-fifth chapter, where Mr. Dorrit is informed 
of the change in his fortunes, Dickens shows himself a master 
in his art. When his daughter speaks to him, with tears in 
her eyes, of the “joyful and wonderful intelligence” she has 
to tell him, and asks him to be prepared to receive it, he puts 
“his hand suddenly to his heart”? and looks at Arthur Clen- 
nam, and while Clennam anxiously informs him that he must 
expect one of those surprises of joy that sometimes happen in 
life, he still keeps his left hand over his heart, while, with 
his right hand, he puts his spectacles ‘exactly level on the 
table.”” No romancer who was not present im the character, 
as well as present at the scene itself, would have thought of 
recording the latter involuntary movement. When he asks 
what surprise is intended for him, he slowly stretched out 
‘the hand that had been upon his heart, and pointed at the 
wall.” ‘It is down,” said Clennam, — “gone.” Then, after 
a few words of explanation, the daughter, laying her face 
against the face of her still wondering and uncertain father, 
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“encircled him in the hour of his prosperity with her arms, as 
she had in the long years of his adversity encircled him with 
her love and toil and truth; and poured out her full heart in 
gratitude, hope, joy, blissful ecstasy, —and all for him. ‘I 
shall see him, as I never saw him yet. I shall see my dear 
love, with the dark cloud cleared away. I shall see him, as 
my poor mother saw him long ago. O my dear, my dear! O 
father, father! O thank God, thank God!’ He yielded 
himself to her kisses and caresses, but did not return them, 
except that he put an arm round her. Neither did he say one 
word, His steadfast look was now divided between her and 
Clennam, and he began to shake as if he were very cold.” 
It is evident, from these touches, that Dickens really saw Mr. 
Dorrit under the circumstances enumerated, and might have 
sworn to the accuracy of his description before any justice of 
the peace. : 

Next to the Dorrit family, the most prominent characters in 
the book are Arthur Clennam, Mrs. Clennam, Mr. Flintwinch, 
and his wife Affery. Arthur is a man of over forty years of 
age whose youth was crushed out of him by the harsh training 
of his boyhood, and the best part of whose life has been passed. 
in a mercantile employment in China. He brings back to 
England a sensitive heart, an upright conscience, a clear in- 
telligence, and a will which has lost the spring and motive 
of energetic activity. On his way home, he meets with Mr. 
Meagles, and his wife and daughter. It is the boast of this 
family that they are thoroughly practical people. Mr. and 
Mrs. Meagles indulge in all the ideal sentiments, and practice 
all the harshest requirements of philanthropy, under the 
impression that what they feel and what they do are distin- 
guished by eminent good sense. When the heart of Mrs. 
Meagles overflows with tenderness in looking at the children 
in the Foundling Hospital, she selects one of them to be the 
little maid to her little daughter. And Mr. Meagles tells the 
story in this way: ‘‘‘Oh, dear, dear!’ cried Mother, ‘when I 
saw all these children ranged tier above tier, and appealing 
from the father none of them has ever known on earth, to the 
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great Father of us all in Heaven, I thought, does any wretched 
mother ever come here, and look among those young faces, 
wondering which is the child she brought into this forlorn 
world, never through all its life to know her love, her kiss, 
her face, her voice, even her name!’ Now that was practical 
in Mother, and I told her so. I said, ‘ Mother, that’s what 
I call practical in you, my dear.’” Arthur Clennam is moved 
' to confide in this peculiar specimen of a practical man the 
experiences of his early life. “I am,” he tells him, “the son 
of a hard father and mother. I am the only child of parents 
who weighed, measured, and priced everything. . . . Austere 
faces, inexorable discipline, penance in this world and terror 
in the next—nothing graceful or gentle anywhere, and the 
void in my cowed heart everywhere — this was my childhood, 
if I may so misuse the word as to apply it to such a beginning 
of life.” The practical sense of Mr. Meagles is shocked at the 
unpracticality of such a system of education, and can only 
advise that Arthur must now study and profit by all that lies 
beyond such a tough commencement of life, “like a practical 
man,” — which, it must be admitted, Arthur does. 

Mrs. Clennam, the supposed mother of Arthur, is a carica- 
ture of Calvinism, —a creed that specially repelled Dickens. 
The plot of the story is based on the inexorable determination 
of this self-accusing, self-righteous woman, to refuse to admit 
the fact that she is not the real mother of Arthur, and to 
conceal the wrong she has done to Little Dorrit. Chapter 
after chapter in the novel are devoted to her and the Flint- 
winches, her attendants. There can be little doubt that they 
occupy too large a portion of the story, and that Dickens 
employed on them a vast amount of imaginative toil which 
might have been profitably exercised on more pleasing crea- 
tions. Affery, especially, is spun out to the point where she 
becomes absolutely wearisome. The villain of the story, Blan- 
dois, holds the documents which convict Mrs. Clennam of 
doing some things which sinful worldlings call crimes, but 
which are justified to her conscience by motives which she 
considers religious, and which, in fact, spring from wofully 
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perverted maxims of her religious creed. But she is really 
surprised, after preaching all her life the doctrine of the utter 
depravity of human nature, to meet, in Blandois, an utterly 
depraved man. Yet is not Dickens himself, while holding up 
Mrs. Clennam as a horrible example of the inhumanity of the 
Calvinistic dogma, guilty of being an accomplice of Calvin? 
If there is any passage in his works which most intensely 
exhibits his abhorrence of the criminal nature, it is the speech 
which Blandois hears from the lips of the landlady of the 
obscure inn, where he stops for the night. His crime is the 
subject of discussion among the guests of the common room of 
the tavern, and one philosophical philanthropist, calmly smok- 
ing, suggests that the scoundrel might have been the victim of 
unfortunate circumstances, and that there may have been 
“some good in him, if any one did but know how to find it 
out.” ‘Hold there, you and your philanthropy,” exclaimed 
the landlady; “I know nothing of philosophical philanthropy. 
But I know what I have seen, and what I have looked in the 
face, in this world here, where I find myself. And I tell 
you, my friend, that there are people (men and women both, 
unfortunately) who have no good in them—none. That 
there are people whom it is necessary to detest without com- 
promise. That there are people who must be dealt with as 
enemies of the human race. ‘That there are people who have 
no human heart, and who must be crushed like savage beasts, 
and cleared out of the way.” What, to a professional philan- 
thropist, can be more horrible than this blunt denial of any 
possible moral or human instinct in a whole class of men? 
Even Mrs. Clennam would not have gone so far in condemning 
any son of Adam. She would have insisted that there was 
left in the basest, most beastly nature, some faint recognition 
of a moral law revealed in consciousness by the fact of its 
violation. Dickens dehumanizes the criminal he denounces — 
denies that he has soul enough to qualify him for the dignity 
of being everlastingly damned — and declares that he should be 
killed at sight, as we would kill a tiger or a rattlesnake. The 
theology of Mrs Clennam, harsh as it is, would be shocked by 
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the principles announced by the landlady of the Break of Day. 
Indeed, in dealing with depravity, the champions of the ami- 
able view of human nature are ever liable to the weakness of 
expelling conspicuous scoundrels, like Blandois and Merdle in 
the present narrative, from any connection with humanity. 
Calvinism, with an austere view of human nature in the 
abstract and in the concrete, never hesitates to grapple, through 
its doctrine of grace, with the wickedness of the worst crimi- 
nals, — criminals whom Dickens would wish to annihilate, 
body and soul. 

Blandois was suggested probably by what may be called 
Dickens’s favorite villain, Thomas Griffiths Wainwright, the 
forger, poisoner, and man of letters, the associate of Charles 
Lamb and of the other eminent contributors to the “‘ London 
Magazine”? —a man who was, to all appearance, utterly desti- 
tute of any inward restraint which interfered with his commis- 
sion of ingeniously calculated murders. Dickens, by the very 
fullness of his own benevolent instincts, was strangely attracted 
to this abnormal specimen of criminal humanity. He wrote 
an article on him, detailing the peculiarities of his crimes as 
distinguished from the crimes of ordinary poisoners and forgers, 
and he made him the chief personage in his thrilling story of 
‘“‘Hunted Down.” Wainwright was a fop as well as a forger, 
and the homicide ever kept up the manners of the coxcomb. 
As a gentleman, he professed a profound contempt for the 
lower classes, and always prided himself on keeping them in 
an inferior position. In Newgate he occupied a cell with a 
bricklayer and a sweep for companions. When questioned as 
to his crimes, he complacently asserted that in one thing he 
had succeeded from first to last. ‘‘I have,” he declared, 
“been determined through life to hold the position of a gentle- 
man. I have always done so; I do still. It is the custom 
of this place that each of the inmates of a cell shall take his 
morning’s turn in sweeping it out. I occupy a cell with a 
bricklayer and a sweep. But, by G—, they never offer me 
the broom!” It will be remembered that John Baptist, in 
the present novel, instinctively becomes the servant of Blan- 
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dois, on all the occasions where he is brought into abhorred 
relations with him. In the twenty-eighth chapter, the little 
Italian obeys the commands of Blandois in minor matters of 
attention to his wants, even after he has hunted him down, 
and brought him as a captive before Arthur Clennam. In 
compounding the character of this ideal villain, Blandois, 
Dickens seems to have kept some of the peculiarities of the 
actual Wainwright steadily in view. 

The satire of the novel of “Little Dorrit ” is even superior 
to the majority of its elaborate presentations of individual 
character. Nothing of its kind can be more lively and bril- 
liant than the assault on the Circumlocution Office, which 1s, 
in effect, an attack on the whole system of English govern- 
ment.! It is now affirmed that the civil service of Great 
Britain is the most perfect in the world. No person can be 
made a clerk in any department of the government (except the 
diplomatic), until he has been subjected to a severe examination 
as to his qualifications for the particular post he is ambitious 
to occupy. The salaries are small; the tests of merit are terri- 
bly severe; and the Prime Minister himself, — he who is for 
the time the practical king of Great Britain and Ireland, and 
the practical Emperor of India, —is impotent to bestow the 
most insignificant clerkship on an incompetent applicant for it. 
This complete revolution in the English civil service has 
occurred since “Little Dorrit” was written; but the principle 
that minor offices were not the spoils of contending politicians, 
to be scrambled for at each change in the administration of 
the government, was accepted at the period when Dickens 
denounced the civil service of his country as consisting of a 
pack of aristocratic imbeciles, destitute of sense and judgment, 
and depending for the offices they held, not on their own 


1 In a letter to Macready, written just after he had introduced the Circumlo- 
cution Office into his novel, Dickens says: ‘‘In No. 3 of my new book I have 
been blowing off a little of indignant steam which would otherwise blow me up, 
and with God’s leave I shall walk in the same all the days of my life; but I have 
no present political faith or hope —not a grain.’”? A review of Little Dorrit in 
the Edinburgh Review, touching upon this subject, called out a rejoinder by 
Dickens, under the title Curious Misprint in the Edinburgh Review, which will 
be found infra, pp. xli.-xlviii. 
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merits, but on the patronage of the lordly Barnacles who fast- 
ened on the ship of state. It is obvious that, if Dickens’s 
representation was true, it would have required but a very 
few years to ruin a nation, where a stupid Lord Decimus was 
at the head of affairs, where a set of buttoned-up Barnacles 
affronted good sense in their speeches to a stupid parliament 
which submitted to the despotism of their foolish phrases, and 
where such an idiot as Mr. Sparkler was made a Commissioner 
of the Treasury. No government, whether European or 
Asiatic, could exist for a score of years, under the lead of 
such fatwitted heads directing underwitted subordinates. The 
whole representation is therefore extravagantly satirical, and 
was intended to strike at and emphasize the abuses of the 
system attacked. As in “Bleak House” Dickens had assailed 
the whole system of Equity Jurisprudence, by vividly depict- 
ing some of the bad consequences resulting from exceptional 
cases of delay in the judgments of the Court of Chancery, so 
in “Little Dorrit’ he made war on all the checks which the 
experienced intelligence of mankind has devised to prevent folly 
and rascality from plundering the public. Dickens fastens on 
the delays of the Circumlocution Office, as he had previously 
fastened on the delays of the Chancery Court, in order to 
show that these delays sometimes work cruel injustice te 
individuals; as far as he goes he carries the sympathies of the 
public with him; but how few of his readers stop to reflect 
what an opening for knaves would be afforded by a year’s ces- 
sation of those stringent, roundabout rules, which check scoun- 
drels in official place! For one plain, honest man, who is 
exasperated by the “circumlocution” which enters into the 
transaction of public business, there are twenty rogues who 
hate it mortally as an obstruction to the easy realization of 
their knavish schemes. 

But Dickens, as we have said, was chiefly bent on exposing 
the abuses of the ‘‘Circumlocution Office,” and it must be 
admitted he does it incomparably well. That he delighted in 
the work is evident by his letter from Paris to Forster, dated 
January 30, 1856. “I have,” he says, ‘“‘a grim pleasure upon 
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me to-night in thinking that the Circumlocution Office sees the 
light, and in wondering what effect it will make.” While 
engaged on the sixth number of the story, he writes: “I had 
the general idea of the Society business before the Sadleir 
affairs, but I shaped Mr. Merdle himself out of that precious 
rascality. Society, the Circumlocution Office, and Mr. Gowan, 
are of course three parts of one idea and design.” Mr. Gowan, 
who unworthily becomes the husband of Pet Meagles, is the 
type of a young gentleman who is the object of Dickens’s 
special aversion, —an aristocrat who adopts painting as a pro- 
fession, who is more or less bolstered up by his aristocratic 
friends, who has no talent, much less genius, for his work, 
who decries himself from the mere excess of self-esteem, and 
who is tolerant of all artistic mediocrities, while he sneers 
spitefully at all artists whose merits eclipse his own. The 
mother of this estimable young man, one of the genteel paupers 
lodged in Hampton Court, is only less hateful than himself; 
and the scenes in which she uses her noble birth to crush Mr. 
‘and Mrs. Meagles, the parents of the girl that her son has 
married, and on whom her son depends for subsistence, are 
specially edifying to American readers, for they represent a 
phase of English life which, with all our faults, has never 
struck its roots here. | 

The satire on the English Circumlocution Office is closely 
connected with the satire on English Society. The same shams 
which rule in politics are exhibited as ruling in fashionable 
intercourse. Mr. Merdle, the undetected thief and forger, 
gives dinners and parties, at which Mrs. Merdle, superb in her 
display of ‘‘bosom,” presides, and to which the Barnacles, and 
the heads of the church and the law, joyfully throng. The 
satirical representation of “Bar,” with his ‘‘double eye-glass 
and his insinuating little jury droop,” was generally recog- 
nized as a life-like portrait of Sir Fitzroy Kelly; but the 
bishop, so mild and equable, so Christian in temper and judg- 
ment, so seemingly ignorant of all the intrigues which pass 
unheeded before his holy eyes, and so perfect a specimen of 
the decencies and proprieties befitting a dignitary of the Church 
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—who was the person that Dickens intended to hit in this 
impersonated sarcasm? Perhaps it was Bishop Wilberforce ; 
but the points of agreement between this typical bishop and 
the prelate we have named are not more numerous than the 
points of difference which his friends might enumerate. Who- 
ever was meant, the satire is none the less sharp, — inasmuch 
as the Church is introduced to indorse the respectability of the 
financial wolf who is engaged in fleecing the flock under the 
very eye of the shepherd. 

Perhaps there is not, among all the characters of the novel, 
a more astonishing creature than “Mr. F.’s Aunt,” whose 
sentences are exploded from her mouth like cannon-balls, and 
do almost as much execution. Of all the grotesque creations 
of Dickens’s imagination she ranks among the foremost in 
raciness and originality. Her minute guns, fired in the course 
of conversation, are all the more effective from being heard in 
the intervals of the unpunctuated velocity of Flora Finching’s 
incoherent talk. Mr. and Mrs. Plornish, of Bleeding Heart 
Yard, belong to the best class of Dickens’s humbler characters, 
Young John Chivery, the despairing lover of Little Dorrit, is 
an example of Dickens’s power to redeem vulgarity and absurd- 
ity from contempt by vitalizing both with sentiment. In 
Thackeray’s hands, John would appear as nothing more than 
a poor, little, foolish snob; but Dickens, without sparing a 
single trait which makes John ridiculous, contrives to exalt 
him into a kind of hero, by showing the disinterestedness of 
the passion which, though it urges him to do some things 
which are laughable, preserves him from doing anything which 
is not in substance honorable, self-sacrificing, and good. Of 
the many felicities and quaint oddities of expression, with 
which the work is rich to overflowing, the queerest, perhaps, 
occurs in the exposure which Pancks makes of the hypocrisy 
of his employer. ‘Did anybody,” he shouts to the inhabit- 
ants of Bleeding Heart Yard, “ever find boiled mutton and 
caper-sauce growing out of a cocoa-nut?” To the honor of 
Mr. Casby’s tenants it must be said that they at once denied 
having for a moment indulged in such a delusion. Perhaps 
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Mr. Dorrit’s eulogy on Mr. Merdle may fairly claim a place 
by the side of the eloquence of Mr. Pancks. ‘Mr. Merdle’s 
undertakings,” he says, “are immense. They bring him in 
such vast sums of money, that they are regarded as — national 
benefits.” And perhaps the finest sentence in all Dickens’s 
writings is that in which the workmen in Mr. Doyce’s yard 
give him a final cheer as he departs for Russia. ‘In truth,” 
says Dickens, ‘‘no men on earth can cheer like Englishmen, 
who do so rally one another’s blood and spirit when they cheer 
in earnest, that the stir is like the rush of their whole his- 
tory, with all its standards waving at once, from Saxon 
Alfred’s downward.” 

While ‘Little Dorrit” was in course of publication, and 
Mr. Dickens was felicitating himself on the constant additions 
to his already immense army of readers, he wrote to Forster: 
“T was ludicrously foiled here the other night in a resolution 
I have kept for twenty years not to know of any attack upon 
myself, by stumbling, before I could pick myself up, on a 
short extract in the ‘Globe’ from ‘ Blackwood’s Magazine,’ 
informing me that ‘ Little Dorrit’ is ‘twaddle.’ I was suffi- 
ciently put out by it to be angry with myself for being such a 
fool, and then pleased with myself for having so long been 
constant to a good resolution.” He undoubtedly was right in 
refusing to read any criticism on his works which was palpably 
the offspring of flippancy or malice, for the smallest creature 
that holds a pen can insult the mightiest genius, by tossing at 
him a contemptuous judgment couched in an offensive word, 
Tittlebat Titmouse is an execrable specimen of humanity in 
whatever department of human effort he appears; but it is 
perhaps on the judgment seat of criticism that his insolent 
littleness of soul is most exasperatingly displayed. In the 
present case he had, by chance, an opportunity to hit Dickens; 
and it is curious to note how a just contempt for the critic was 
ineffective to allay the transient smart of the wound. Forster 
contrasts Dickens’s mortification at this insult, and his deeper 
mortification at feeling that he could for the moment be pained 
by the insults of the Titmice of criticism, with a scene that 
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occurred four months after his death. ‘It was the meeting of 
Bismarck and Jules Favre under the walls of Paris. The 
Prussian was waiting to open fire on the city; the Frenchman 
was engaged in the arduous task of showing the wisdom of not 
doing it; and ‘we learn,’ say the papers of the day, ‘that 
while the two eminent statesmen were trying to find a basis of 
negotiation, Von Moltke was seated in a corner reading “‘ Little 
Dorrit.” ’ Who will doubt,” Forster adds, ‘that the chapter 
-on How Not to Do It was then absorbing the old soldier’s 
attention ?” . 
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PREFACE 


I was occupied with this story during many working hours 
of two years. I must have been very ill employed, if I could 
not leave its merits and demerits, as a whole, to express them- 
selves on its being read as a whole. But, as it is not unreas- 
onable to suppose that I may have held its various threads 
with a more continuous attention than any one else can have 
given to them during its desultory publication, it is not unreas- 
onable to ask that the weaving may be looked at in its com- 
pleted state, and with the pattern finished. 

If I might offer any apology for so exaggerated a fiction as 
the Barnacles and the Circumlocution Office, I would seek it 
in the common experience of an Englishman, without presum- 
ing to mention the unimportant fact of my having done that 
violence to good manners, in the days of a Russian war, and of 
a Court of Enquiry at Chelsea. If I might make.so bold as 
to defend that extravagant conception, Mr. Merdle, I would 
hint that it originated after the Railroad-share epoch, in the 
times of a certain Irish bank, and of one or two other equally 
laudable enterprises. If I were to plead anything in mitiga- 
tion of the preposterous fancy that a bad design will sometimes 
claim to be a good and an expressly religious design, it would 
be the curious coincidence that such fancy was brought to its 
climax in these pages, in the days of the public examination of 
late Directors of a Royal British Bank. But I submit myself 
to suffer judgment to go by default on all these counts, if need 
be, and to accept the assurance (on good authority) that nothing 
like them was ever known in this land. 

Some of my readers may have an interest in being informed 
whether or no any portions of the Marshalsea Prison are yet 
standing. I, myself, did not know, until I was approaching 
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the end of this story, when I went to look. I found the outer 
front courtyard, often mentioned here, metamorphosed into a 
butter shop; and I then almost gave up every brick of the jail 
for lost. Wandering, however, down a certain adjacent 
*“‘ Angel Court, leading to Bermondsey,” I came to “‘ Marshalsea 
Place: ” the houses in which I recognized, not only as the 
great block of the former prison, but as preserving the rooms 
that arose in my mind’s-eye when I became Little Dorrit’s 
biographer. The smallest boy I ever conversed with, carrying 
the largest baby I ever saw, offered a supernaturally intelligent 
explanation of the locality in its old uses, and was very nearly 
correct. How this young Newton (for such I judge him to 
be) came by his information, I don’t know; he was a quarter 
of a century too young to know anything about it of himslf. 
I pointed to the window of the room where Little Dorrit was 
born, and where her father lived so long, and asked him what 
was the name of the lodger who tenanted that apartment at 
present? He said, ‘Tom Pythick.” I asked him who was 
Tom Pythick? and he said, ‘‘ Joe Pythick’s uncle.” 

A little further on, I found the older and smaller wall, 
which used to enclose the pent-up inner prison where nobody 
was put, except for ceremony. But whosoever goes into Mar- 
shalsea Place, turning out of Angel Court, leading to Bermond- 
sey, will find his feet on the very paving-stones of the extinct 
Marshalsea jail; will see its narrow yard to the right and to the 
left, very little altered if at all, except that the walls were 
lowered when the place got free; will look upon the rooms in 
which the debtors lived; and will stand among the crowding 
ghosts of many miserable years. 


In the Preface to “‘ Bleak House” I remarked that I had never 
had so many readers. In the Preface to its next successor, 
Little Dorrit,” I have still to repeat the same words, deeply 
sensible of the affection and confidence that have grown up 
between us. 

Lonpon, May, 1857. 
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REPLY TO THE EDINBURGH REVIEW’S CRITI- 
CISM 


A notice of “Little Dorrit” appeared in the “Edinburgh 
Review ” for July, 1857, under the title of ‘The License of 
Modern Novelists.” Besides animadverting on Dickens’s 
treatment of the Circumlocution Office, the reviewer declared 
that the fall of some houses in Tottenham Court Road had 
suggested the catastrophe in “Little Dorrit.” Dickens replied 
to the reviewer in an article in “‘ Household Words,” August 
1, 1857, under the title: — 


CURIOUS MISPRINT IN THE EDINBURGH REVIEW 


Tue “Edinburgh Review,” in an article in its last number, 
on “‘The License of Modern Novelists,” is angry with Mr. 
Dickens and other modern novelists for not confining them- 
selves to the mere amusement of their readers, and for testify- 
ing in their works that they seriously feel the interest of true 
Englishmen in the welfare and honor of their country. To 
them should be left the making of easy occasional books for 
idle young gentlemen and ladies to take up and lay down on 
sofas, drawing-room tables, and window-seats; to the ‘‘ Edin- 
burgh Review” should be reserved the settlement of all social 
and political questions, and the strangulation of all complain- 
ers. Mr. Thackeray may write upon Snobs, but there must 
be none in the superior government departments. There is no 
positive objection to Mr. Reade having to do, in a Platonic 
way, with a Scottish fishwoman or so; but he must by no 
means connect himself with Prison Discipline. That is the 
inalienable property of official personages; and, until Mr. 
Reade can show that he has so much a year, paid quarterly, 
for understanding (or not understanding) the subject, it is 
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none of his, and it is impossible that he can be allowed to deal 
with it. 

The name of Mr. Dickens is at the head of this page, and 
the hand of Mr. Dickens writes this paper. He will shelter 
himself under no affectation of being any one else, in having 
a few words of earnest but temperate remonstrance with the 
‘Edinburgh Review,” before pointing out its curious misprint. 
Temperate, for the honor of literature; temperate because of 
the great services which the ‘Edinburgh Review” has ren- 
dered in its time to good literature, and good government; tem- 
perate, in remembrance of the loving affection of Jeffrey, the 
friendship of Sydney Smith, and the faithful sympathy of both. 

“The License of Modern Novelists ” is a taking title. But 
it suggests another, —the “License of Modern Reviewers.” 
Mr. Dickens’s libel on the wonderfully exact and vigorous 
English government, which is always ready for any emergency, 
and which, as everybody knows, has never shown itself to be 
at all feeble at a pinch within the memory of man, is License 
in a novelist. Will the “Edinburgh Review” forgive Mr. 
Dickens for taking the liberty to point out what is License in 
a Reviewer ! 


‘¢ Even the catastrophe in Little Dorrit is evidently borrowed from the recent 
fall of Houses in Tottenham Court Road, which happens to have appeared in the 
newspapers at a convenient period.” 


Thus, the Reviewer. The Novelist begs to ask him 
whether there is no License in his writing those words and 
stating that assumption as a truth, when any man accustomed 
‘to the critical examination of a book cannot fail, attentively 
turning over the pages of “Little Dorrit,” to observe that that 
catastrophe is carefully prepared for from the very first presen- 
tation of the old house in the story; that when Rigaud, the 
man who is crushed by the fall of the house, first enters it 
(hundreds of pages before the end), he is beset by a mysterious 
fear and shuddering; that the rotten and crazy state of the 
house is laboriously kept before the reader, whenever the house 
is shown; that the way to the demolition of the man and the 
house together is paved all through the book with a painful 
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minuteness and reiterated care of preparation, the necessity of 
which (in order that the thread may be kept in the reader’s 
mind through nearly two years), is one of the adverse incidents 
of that serial form of publication? It may be nothing to the 
question that Mr. Dickens now publicly declares, on his word 
and honor, that that catastrophe was written, was engraven on 
steel, was printed, had passed through the hands of composi- 
tors, readers for the press, and pressmen, and was in type and 
in proof in the Printing House of Messrs. Bradbury and 
Evans, before the accident in Tottenham Court Road occurred. 
But it is much to the question that an honorable reviewer 
might have easily traced this out in the internal evidence of 
the book itself, before he stated, for a fact, what is utterly 
and entirely, in every particular and respect, untrue. More; 
if the Editor of the ‘Edinburgh Review” (unbending from 
the severe official duties of a blameless branch of the Circumlo- 
cution Office) had happened to condescend to cast his eye on 
the passage, and had referred even its mechanical probabilities 
and improbabilities to his publishers, those experienced gentle- 
men must have warned him that he was getting into danger; 
must have told him that on a comparison of dates, and with a 
reference to the number printed of ‘Little Dorrit,” with that 
very incident illustrated, and to the date of the publication of 
the completed book in a volume, they hardly perceived how 
Mr. Dickens could have waited, with such a desperate Micaw- 
berism, for a fall of houses in Tottenham Court Road, to get 
him out of his difficulties, and yet could have come up to time 
with the needful punctuality. Does the ‘“‘ Edinburgh Review ” 
; make no charges at random? Does it live in a blue and yel- 
low glass house, and yet throw such big stones over the roof? 
Will the licensed Reviewer apologize to the licensed Novelist, 
for his little Circumlocution Office? Will he “examine the 
justice” of his own “general charges,” as well as Mr. Dick- 
ens’s? Will he apply his own words to himself, and come to 
the conclusion that it really is ‘“‘a little curious to consider 
what qualifications a man ought to possess, before he could 
with any kind of propriety hold this language ’’? 
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The Novelist now proceeds to the Reviewer’s curious mis- 
print. The Reviewer, in his laudation of the great official 
departments, and in his indignant denial of there being any 
trace of a Circumlocution Office to be detected among them all, 
begs to know, “what does Mr. Dickens think of the whole 
organization of the Post Office, and of the system of cheap 
Postage?” Taking St. Martins-le-grand in tow, the wrathful 
Circumlocution steamer, puffing at Mr. Dickens to crush him 
with all the weight of that first-rate vessel, demands, “‘to take a 
single and well-known example, how does he account for the 
career of Mr. Rowland Hill? A gentleman in a private and not 
very conspicuous position, writes a pamphlet recommending what 
amounted to a revolution in a most important department of the 
Government. Did the Circumlocution Office neglect him, traduce 
him, break his heart, and ruin his fortune? - They adopted his 
scheme, and gave him the leading share in carrying it out, and 
yet this is the government which Mr. Dickens declares to be 
a sworn foe to talent, and a systematic enemy to ingenuity.” 

The curious misprint, here, is the name of Mr. Rowland 
Hill. Some other and perfectly different name must have 
been sent to the printer. Mr. Rowland Hill!! Why, if Mr. 
Rowland Hill were not, in toughness, a man of a hundred 
thousand; if he had not had in the struggles of his career a 
steadfastness of purpose over-riding all sensitiveness, and stead- 
ily staring grim despair out of countenance, the Circumlocution 
Office would have made a dead man of him long and long ago. 
Mr. Dickens, among his other darings, dares to state that the 
Circumlocution Office most heartily hated Mr. Rowland Hill; 
that the Circumlocution Office most characteristically opposed 
him as long as opposition was in any way possible; that the 
Circumlocution Office would have been most devoutly glad if 
it could have harried Mr. Rowland Hill’s soul out of his body, 
and consigned him and his troublesome penny project to the 
grave together. 

Mr. Rowland Hill!! Now see the impossibility of Mr. 
Rowland Hill being the name which the ‘‘ Edinburgh Review ” 
sent to the printer. It may have relied on the forbearance of 
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Mr. Dickens towards living gentlemen, for his being mute on 
a mighty job that was jobbed in that very Post Office when 
Mr. Rowland Hill was tadoo there, and it shall not rely upon 
his courtesy in vain; though there be breezes on the south- 
ern side of mid-Strand, London, in which the scent of it is yet 
strong on quarter-days. But the ‘Edinburgh Review ” never 
can have put up Mr. Rowland Hill for the putting down of 
Mr. Dickens’s idle fiction of a Circumlocution Office. The 
“license ” would have been too great, the absurdity would have 
been too transparent, the Circumlocution Office dictation and 
partisanship would have been much too manifest. 

“The Circumlocution Office adopted his scheme, and gave 
him the leading share in carrying it out.” The words are 
clearly not applicable to Mr. Rowland Hill. Does the Re- 
viewer remember the history of Mr. Rowland Hill’s scheme? 
The Novelist does, and will state it here, exactly; in spite of 
its being one of the eternal decrees that the Reviewer, in virtue 
of his license, shall know everything, and that the Novelist, in 
virtue of his license, shall know nothing. 

Mr. Rowland Hill published his pamphlet on the establish- 
ment of one uniform penny postage in the beginning of the 
year eighteen hundred and thirty-seven. Mr. Wallace, mem- 
ber for Greenock, who had long been opposed to the then 
existing Post-Office system, moved for a committee on the 
subject. Its appointment was opposed by the Government — 
or, let us say, the Circumlocution Office — but was afterwards 
conceded. Before that Committee, the Circumlocution Office 
and Mr. Rowland Hill were perpetually in conflict on ques- 
tions of fact; and it invariably turned out that Mr. Rowland 
Hill was always right in his facts, and that the Circumlocution 
Office was always wrong. Even on so plain a point as the 
average number of letters at that very time passing through the 
Post Office, Mr. Rowland Hill was right, and the Circumlocu- 
tion Office was wrong. 

Says the “Edinburgh Review,” in what it calls a ‘‘ general ” 
way, “The Circumlocution Office adopted his scheme.” Did 
it? Not just then, certainly; for, nothing whatever was done, 
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arising out of the inquiries of that Committee. But it hap. 
pened that the Whig Government afterwards came to be beaten 
on the Jamaica question, by reason of the Radicals voting 
against them. Sir Robert Peel was commanded to form a 
Government, but failed, in consequence of the difficulties that 
arose (our readers will remember them) about the Ladies of 
the Bedchamber. ‘The Ladies of the Bedchamber brought the 
Whigs in again, and then the Radicals (being always for the de- 
struction of everything) made it one of the conditions of their 
rendering their support to the new Whig Government that the 
penny-postage system should be adopted. This was two years 
after the appointment of the Committee; that is to say, in 
eighteen hundred and thirty-nine. The Circumlocution Office 
had, to that time, done nothing towards the penny postage, but 
oppose, delay, contradict, and show itself uniformly wrong. 

“They adopted his scheme, and gave him the leading share 
in carrying it out.” Of course they gave him the leading 
share in carrying it out, then, at the time when they adopted 
it, and took the credit and popularity of it? Not so. In 
eighteen hundred and thirty-nine, Mr. Rowland Hill was ap- 
pointed — not to the Post Office, but to the Treasury. Was 
he appointed to the Treasury to carry out his own scheme? 
No. He was appointed to ‘“‘advise.” In other words, to 
instruct the ignorant Circumlocution Office how to do without 
him, if it by any means could. On the tenth of January, 
eighteen hundred and forty, the penny-postage system was 
adopted. Then, of course, the Circumlocution Office gave Mr. 
' Rowland Hill “the leading share in carrying it out”? Not 
exactly, but it gave him the leading share in carrying himself 
out: for, in eighteen hundred and forty-two, it summarily 
dismissed Mr. Rowland Hill altogether! 

When the Circumlocution Office had come to that pass in 
its patriotic course, so much admired by the ‘Edinburgh 
Review,” of protecting and patronizing. Mr. Rowland Hill, 
whom any child who is not a Novelist can perceive to have 
been its peculiar protégé ; the public mind (always perverse) 
became much excited on the subject. Sir Thomas Wilde 
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moved for another Committee. Circumlocution Office inter- 
posed. Nothing was done. ‘The public subscribed and pre- 
sented to Mr. Rowland Hill, Sixteen Thousand Pounds. 
Circumlocution Office remained true to itself and its functions. 
Did nothing; would do nothing. It was not until eighteen 
hundred and forty-six, four years afterwards, that Mr. Row- 
land Hill was appointed to a place in the Post Office. Was 
he appointed, even then to the “leading share in carrying out” 
his scheme? He was permitted to creep into the Post Office 
up the back stairs, through having a place created for him. 
This post of dignity and honor, this Circumlocution Office 
crown, was called ‘‘Secretary to the Postmaster General; ” 
there being already a Secretary to the Post Office, of whom the 
Circumlocution Office had declared, as its reason for dismissing 
Mr. Rowland Hill, that his functions and Mr. Rowland Hill’s 
could not be made to harmonize. 

They did not harmonize. They were in perpetual discord. 
Penny postage is but one of a number of Post-Office reforms 
effected by Mr. Rowland Hill; and these, for eight years 
longer, were thwarted and opposed by the Circumlocution 
Office, tooth and nail. It was not until eighteen hundred and 
fifty-four, fourteen years after the appointment of Mr. Wal- 
lace’s Committee, that Mr. Rowland Hill (having, as was 
openly stated at the time, threatened to resign and to give his 
reasons for doing so) was at last made sole Secretary at the 
Post Office, and the inharmonious secretary (of whom no more 
shall be said) was otherwise disposed of. It is only since that 
date of eighteen hundred and fifty-four, that such reforms as 
the amalgamation of the general and district posts, the division 
of London into ten towns, the earlier delivery of letters all 
over the country, the book and parcels post, the increase of 
letter-receiving houses everywhere, and the management of the 
Post Office with a greatly increased efficiency, have been 
brought about by Mr. Rowland Hill for the public benefit and 
the public convenience. 

If the ‘‘ Edinburgh Review ” could seriously want to know 
“how Mr. Dickens accounts for the career of Mr. Rowland 
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Hill,” Mr. Dickens would account for it by his being a Bir- 
mingham man of such imperturbable steadiness and strength 
of purpose, that the Circumlocution Office, by its utmost 
endeavors very freely tried, could not weaken his determina- 
tion, sharpen his razor, or break his heart. By his being a 
man in whose behalf the public gallantry was roused, and the 
public spirit awakened. By his having a project, in its nature 
so plainly and directly tending to the immediate benefit of 
every man, woman, and child in the State, that the Circumlo- 
cution Office could not blind them, though it could for a time 
cripple it. By his having thus, from the first to the last, 
made his vay in spite of the Circumlocution Office, and dead 
against it a. his natural enemy. 

But the name is evidently a curious misprint and an unfor- 
tunate mistake. The Novelist will await the Reviewer’s cor- 
rection of the press, and substitution of the right name. 

Will the “Edinburgh Review” also take its next opportu- 
nity of manfully expressing its regret that in too distempered 
a zeal for the Circumlocution Office, it has been betrayed, as 
to that Tottenham Court Road assertion, into a hasty substitu- 
tion of untruth for truth; the discredit of which it might 
have saved itself, if it had been sufficiently cool and consider- 
ate to be simply just? It will too, possibly, have much to do 
by that time in championing its Circumlocution Office in new 
triumphs on the voyage out to India (God knows that the 
Novelist has his private as well as his public reasons for writ- 
ing the foreboding with no triumphant heart!); but even party 
occupation, the reviewer’s license, or the editorial plural, does 
not absolve a gentleman from a gentleman’s duty, a gentle- 
man’s restraint, and a gentlemax’s generosity. 

Mr. Dickens will willingly do his best to “‘account for” any 
new case of Circumlocution Office protection that the Review 
may make a gauntlet of. He may be trusted to do so, he 
hopes, with a just respect, for the Review, for himself, and for 
his calling; beyond the sound, healthy, legitimate uses and 
influences of which, he has no purpose to serve, and no ambi- 
tion in life to gratify. 


LITTLE DORRIT 
IN TWO BOOKS 


BOOK THE FIRST — POVERTY 


CHAPTER I 
SUN AND SHADOW 


THIRTY years ago, Marseilles lay burning in the sun, one 
day. 

A blazing sun upon a fierce August day was no greater rarity 
in southern France then than at any other time, before or 
since. Everything in Marseilles, and about Marseilles, had 
stared at the fervid sky, and been stared at in return, until a 
staring habit had become universal there. Strangers were 
stared out of countenance by staring white houses, staring 
white walls, staring white streets, staring tracts of arid road, 
staring hills from which verdure was burnt away. The only 
things to be seen not fixedly staring and glaring were the vines 
drooping under their load of grapes. These did occasionally 
wink a little, as the hot air barely moved their faint leaves. 

There was no wind to make a ripple on the foul water 
within the harbour, or on the beautiful sea without. The line 
of demarcation between the two colours, black and blue, 
showed the point which the pure sea would not pass; but it 
lay as quiet as the abominable pool, with which it never mixed. 
Boats without awnings were too hot to touch; ships blistered 
at their moorings; the stones of the quays had not cooled, 
night or day, for months. Hindoos, Russians, Chinese, Span- 
iards, Portuguese, Englishmen, Frenchmen, Genoese, Neapoli- 
tans, Venetians, Greeks, Turks, descendants from all the build- 
ers of Babel, come to trade at Marseilles, sought the shade 
alike —taking refuge in any hiding-place from a sea_ too 
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intensely blue to be looked at, and a sky of purple, set with 
one great flaming jewel of fire. 

The universal stare made the eyes ache. Towards the dis- 
tant line of Italian coast, indeed, it was a little relieved by 
light clouds of mist, slowly rising from the evaporation of the 
sea; but it softened nowhere else. , Far away the staring roads, 
deep in dust, stared from the hillside, stared from the hollow, 
stared from the interminable plain. Far away the dusty vines 
overhanging wayside cottages, and the monotonous wayside 
avenues of parched trees without shade, drooped beneath the 
stare of earth and sky. So did the horses with drowsy bells, 
in long files of carts, creeping slowly towards the interior; so 
did their recumbent drivers, when they were awake, which 
rarely happened; so did the exhausted labourers in the fields. 
Everything that lived or grew was oppressed by the glare; 
except the lizard, passing swiftly over rough stone walls, and 
the cicala, chirping his dry hot chirp, like a rattle. The very 
dust was scorched brown, and something quivered in the atmos- 
phere as if the air itself were panting. 

Blinds, shutters, curtains, awnings, were all closed and 
drawn to keep out the stare. Grant it but a chink or keyhole, 
and it shot in:like a white-hot arrow. ‘The churches were the 
freest from it. To come out of the twilight of pillars and 
arches —dreamily dotted with winking lamps, dreamily peo- 
pled with ugly old shadows piously dozing, spitting, and beg- 
ging — was to plunge into a fiery river, and swim for life to 
the nearest strip of shade. So, with people lounging and lying 
wherever shade was, with but little hum of tongues or barking 
of dogs, with occasional jangling of discordant church bells, 
and rattling of vicious drums, Marseilles, a fact to be strongly 
_ smelt and tasted, lay broiling in the sun one day. 

In Marseilles that day there was a villainous prison. In one 
of its chambers, so repulsive a place that even the obtrusive 
stare blinked at it, and left it to such refuse of reflected light 
as it could find for itself, were two men. Besides the two 
men, a notched and disfigured bench immovable from the 
wall, with a draught-board rudely hacked upon it with a knife, 
a set of draughts, made of old buttons and soup bones, a set of 
dominoes, two mats, and two or three wine bottles. That 
was all the chamber held, exclusive of rats and other unseen 
vermin, in addition to the seen vermin, the two men. 
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It received such light as it got through a grating of iron 
bars, fashioned like a pretty large window, by means of which 
it could be always inspected from the gloomy staircase on 
which the grating gave. There was a broad strong ledge of 
stone to this grating, where the bottom of it was let into the 
masonry, three or four feet above the ground. Upon it, one 
of the two men lolled, half sitting and half lying, with his 
knees drawn up, and his feet and shoulders planted against the 
opposite sides of the aperture. The bars were wide enough 
apart to admit of his thrusting his arm through to the elbow; 
and so he held on negligently, for his greater ease. 

A prison taint was on everything there. The imprisoned 
air, the imprisoned light, the imprisoned damps, the impris- 
oned men were all deteriorated by confinement. As the captive 
men were faded and haggard, so the iron was rusty, the stone 
was slimy, the wood was rotten, the air was faint, the light 
was dim. Like a well, like a vault, like a tomb, the prison 
had no knowledge of the brightness outside; and would have 
kept its polluted atmosphere intact in one of the spice islands 
of the Indian Ocean. 

The man who lay on the ledge of the grating was even 
chilled. He jerked his great cloak more heavily upon him 
by an impatient movement of one shoulder, and growled, ‘‘To 
the devil with this Brigand of a Sun that never shines in 
here!” 

He was waiting to be fed; looking sideways through the 
bars, that he might see the farther down the stairs, with much 
of the expression of a wild beast in similar expectation. But 
his eyes, too close together, were not so nobly set in his head 
as those of the king of beasts are in his, and they were sharp 
rather than bright— pointed weapons with little surface to 
betray them. They had no depth or change; they glittered, 
and they opened and shut. So far, and waiving their use to 
himself, a clockmaker could have made a better pair. He had 
a hook nose, handsome after its kind, but too high between the 
eyes, by probably just as much as his eyes were too near to 
one another. For the rest, he was large and tall in frame, had 
thin lips, where his thick moustache showed them at all, and 
a quantity of dry hair, of no definable colour, in its shaggy 
state, but shot with red. The hand with which he held the 
grating (seamed all over the back with ugly scratches newly 


* 


4 LITTLE DORRIT 


healed) was unusually small and plump; would have been 
unusually white but for the prison grime. 

The other man was lying on the stone floor, covered with 
a coarse brown coat. 

“Get up, pig!” growled the first. ‘Don’t sleep when I am 
hungry.” 

“Tt’s all one, master,” said the pig, in a submissive man- 
ner, and not without cheerfulness; ‘‘I can wake when I will, 
I can sleep when I will. It’s all the same.” 

As he said it, he rose, shook himself, scratched himself, tied 
his brown coat loosely round his neck by the sleeves (he had 
previously used it as a coverlet), and sat down upon the pave- 
ment yawning, with his back against the wall opposite to the 
grating. 

‘Say what the hour is,” grumbled the first man. 

“The mid-day bells will ring—in forty minutes.” When 
he made the little pause, he had looked round the prison-room, 
as if for certain information. 

“You are a clock. How is it that you always know?” 

“How can I say! I always know what the hour is, and 
where I am. I was brought in here at night, and out of a 
boat, but I know where I am. See here! Marseilles Har- 
bour;’’ on his knees on the pavement, mapping it all out with 
a swarthy forefinger; ‘Toulon (where the galleys are), Spain 
over there, Algiers over there. Creeping away to the left 
here, Nice. Round by the Cornice to Genoa. Genoa Mole 
and Harbour. Quarantine Ground. City there; terrace-gar- 
dens blushing with the bella donna. Here, Porto Fino. 
Stand out for Leghorn. Out again for Civita Vecchia. So 
-away to—hey! there’s no room for Naples;” he had got to 
the wall by this time; ‘‘but it’s all one; it’s in there!” 

He remained on his knees, looking up at his fellow-prisoner 
with a lively look for a prison. A sunburnt, quick, lithe, 
little man, though rather thickset. Earrings in his brown 
ears, white teeth lighting up his grotesque brown face, 
intensely black hair clustering about his brown throat, a ragged 
red shirt open at his brown breast. Loose, seamanlike trous- 
ers, decent shoes, a long red cap, a red sash round his waist, 
and a knife in it. 

“Judge if I come back from Naples as I went! See here, 
my master! Civita Vecchia, Leghorn, Porto Fino, Genoa, 
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Cornice, Off Nice (which is in there), Marseilles, you and me. 
The apartment of the jailer and his keys is where I put this 
thumb; and here at my wrist, they keep the national razor in 
its case — the guillotine locked up.” 

The other man spat suddenly on the pavement, and gurgled 
in his throat. 

Some lock below gurgled in its throat immediately after- 
wards, and then a door clashed. Slow steps began ascending 
the stairs; the prattle of a sweet little voice mingled with the 
noise they made; and the prison-keeper appeared, carrying his 


‘ daughter, three or four years old, and a basket. 


‘“‘How goes the world this forenoon, gentlemen? My little 
one, you see, going round with me to have a peep at her 
father’s birds. Fie, then! Look at the birds, my pretty, 
look at the birds.” 

He looked sharply at the birds himself, as he held the child 
up at the grate, especially at the little bird, whose activity he 
seemed to mistrust. “I have brought your bread, Signor 
John Baptist,” said he (they all spoke in French, but the lit- 
tle man was an Italian); “and if I might recommend you not 
to game —” 

“You don’t recommend the master!” said John Baptist, 
showing his teeth as he smiled. 

“Oh! but the master wins,” returned the jailer, with a 
passing look of no particular liking at the other man, ‘‘and 
you lose. It’s quite another thing. You get husky bread 
and sour drink by it; and he gets sausage of Lyons, veal in 
savoury jelly, white bread, strachino cheese, and good wine by 
it. Look at the birds, my pretty!” 

“Poor birds!” said the child. 

The fair little face, touched with divine compassion, as it 
peeped shrinkingly through, the grate, was like an angel’s in 
the prison. John Baptist rose and moved towards it, as if it 
had a good attraction for him. The other bird remained as 
before, except for an impatient glance at the basket. 

“Stay!” said the jailer, putting his little daughter on the 
outer ledge of the grate; ‘“‘she shall feed the birds. This big 
loaf is for Signor John Baptist. We must break it to get it 
through into the cage. So, there’s a tame bird, to kiss the 
little hand! This sausage in a vine-leaf is for Monsieur 
Rigaud. Again —this veal in savoury jelly is for Monsieur 
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Rigaud. Again—these three white little loaves are for Mon- 
sieur Rigaud. Again, this cheese —again, this wine — again, 
this tobacco — all for Monsieur Rigaud. Lucky bird!” 

The child put all these things between the bars into the 
soft, smooth, well-shaped hand, with evident dread — more 
than once drawing back her own, and looking at the man with 
her fair brow roughened into an expression half of fright and 
half of anger. Whereas, she had put the lump of coarse bread 
into the swart, scaled, knotted hands of John Baptist (who 
had scarcely as much nail on his eight fingers and two thumbs 
as would have made out one for Monsieur Rigaud) with ready 
confidence; and when he kissed her hand, had herself passed it 
caressingly over his face. Monsieur Rigaud, indifferent to 
this distinction, propitiated the father by laughing and nodding 
at the daughter as often as she gave him anything; and so 
soon as he had all his viands about him in convenient nooks 
of the ledge on which he rested, began to eat with an appetite. 

When Monsieur Rigaud laughed, a change took place in his 
face that was more remarkable than prepossessing. His mous- 
tache went up under his nose, and his nose came down over 
his moustache, in a very sinister and cruel manner. 

“There!” said the jailer, turning his basket upside down to 
beat the crumbs out; ‘‘I have expended all the money I 
received; here is the note of it, and that’s a thing accom- 
plished. Monsieur Rigaud, as I expected yesterday, the 
President will look for the pleasure of your society at an hour 
after midday, to-day.” 

“To try me, eh?” said Rigaud, pausing, knife in hand and 
morsel in mouth. 

“You have said it. To try you.” 

“There is no news for me?” asked John Baptist, who had 
begun, contentedly, to munch his bread. 

The jailer shrugged his shoulders. 

“Lady of mine! Am I to lie here all my life, my father?” 

“What do I know!” cried the jailer, turning upon him 
with southern quickness, and gesticulating with both his hands 
and all his fingers, as if he were threatening to tear him to 
pieces. ‘‘ My friend, how is it possible for me to tell how long 
you are to lie here? What do I know, John Baptist Caval- 
letto? Death of my life! There are prisoners here some- 
times, who are not in such a devil of a hurry to be tried.” 
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He seemed to glance obliquely at Monsieur Rigaud in this 
remark; but Monsieur Rigaud had already resumed his meal, 
though not with quite so quick an appetite as before. 

“Adieu, my birds!” said the keeper of the prison, taking 
his pretty child in his arms, and dictating the words with a 
kiss. 

“‘ Adieu, my birds!” the pretty child repeated. 

Her innocent face looked back so brightly over his shoulder, 
as he walked away with her, singing her the song of the child’s 
game — 

“Who passes by this road so late ? 
Compagnon de la Majolaine ! 
Who passes by this road so late? | 
Always gay !”’ 
—that John Baptist felt it a point of honour to reply at the 
grate, and in good time and tune, though a little hoarsely : — 
“Of all the king’s knights ’t is the flower, 
Compagnon de la Majolaine ! 


. Of all the king’s knights ’t is the flower, 
Always gay !”’ 


¢ 


—which accompanied them so far down the few steep stairs 
that the prison-keeper had to stop at last for his little daughter 
to hear the song out, and repeat the refrain while they were 
yet in sight. Then the child’s head disappeared, and the 
prison-keeper’s head disappeared, but the little voice prolonged 
the strain until the door clashed. 

Monsieur Rigaud, finding the listening John Baptist in his 
way before the echoes had ceased (even the echoes were the 
weaker for imprisonment, and seemed to lag), reminded him 
with a push of his foot that he had better resume his own 
darker place. The little man sat down again upon the pave- 
ment, with the negligent ease ‘of one who was thoroughly 
accustomed to pavements; and placing three hunks of coarse 
bread before himself, and falling to upon a fourth, began con- 
tentedly to work his way through them, as if to clear them off 
were a sort of game. 

Perhaps he glanced at the Lyons sausage, and perhaps he 
glanced at the veal in savoury jelly, but they were not there 
long, to make his mouth water; Monsieur Rigaud soon des- 
patched them, in spite of the president and tribunal, and pro- 
ceeded to suck his fingers as clean as he could, and to wipe 
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them on his vine leaves. Then, as he paused in his drink to 
contemplate his fellow-prisoner, his moustache went up, and 
his nose came down. 

‘“‘How do you find the bread?” 

“A little dry, but I have my old sauce here,” returned 
John Baptist, holding up his knife. 

“* How sauce ? ” 

“IT can cut my bread so—like a melon. Or so—like an 
omelette. Or so—like a fried fish. Or so—like Lyons 
sausage,’ said John Baptist, demonstrating the various cuts on 
the bread he held, and soberly chewing what he had in his 
mouth. 

‘Here!’ cried Monsieur Rigaud. ‘You may drink. You 
may finish this.” 

It was no great gift, for there was mighty little wine left; 
but Signor Cavalletto, jumping to his feet, received the bottle 
gratefully, turned it upside down at his mouth, and smacked 
his lips. 

“Put the bottle by with the rest,” said Rigaud. 

The little man obeyed his orders, and stood ready to. give 
him a lighted match; for he was now rolling his tobacco into 
cigarettes, by the aid of little squares of paper which had been 
brought in with it. 

“Here! You may have one.” 

“A thousand thanks, my master!” John Baptist said it in 
his own language, and with the quick conciliatory manner of 
his own countrymen. 

Monsieur Rigaud arose, lighted a cigarette, put the rest of 
his stock into a breast-pocket, and stretched himself out at full 
length upon the bench. Cavalletto sat down on the pavement, 
holding one of his ankles in each hand, and smoking peacefully. 
There seemed to be some uncomfortable attraction of Monsieur 
Rigaud’s eyes to the immediate neighbourhood of that part of 
the pavement where the thumb had been in the plan. They 
were so drawn in that direction that the Italian more than 
once followed them to and back from the pavement in some 
surprise. 

“What an infernal hole this is!” said Monsieur Rigaud, 
breaking a long pause. ‘‘ Look at the light of day. Day! 
the light of yesterday week, the light of six months ago, the 
light of six years ago. So slack and dead!” 
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It came languishing down a square funnel that blinded a 
window in the staircase wall, through which the sky was never 
seen — nor anything else. 

“Cavalletto,” said Monsieur Rigaud, suddenly withdrawing 
his gaze from this funnel, to which they had both involuntarily 
turned their eyes, “‘you know me for a gentleman?” 

“Surely, surely!” 

“‘How long have we been here?” 

“IT, eleven weeks, to-morrow night at midnight. You, nine 
weeks and three days, at five this afternoon.” 

“Have I ever done anything here? Ever touched the 
broom, or spread the mats, or rolled them up, or found the 
draughts, or collected the dominoes, or put my hand to any 
kind of work?” 

** Never! ” 

“Have you ever thought of looking to me to do any kind of 
work?” 

John Baptist answered with that peculiar back-handed shake 
of the right forefinger which is the most expressive negative in 
the Italian language. | 

“No! You knew from the first moment when you saw me 
here that I was a gentleman?” 

“ArTro!” returned John Baptist, closing his eyes and giv- 
ing his head a most vehement toss. The word being, accord- 
ing to its Genoese emphasis, a confirmation, a contradiction, 
an assertion, a denial, a taunt, a compliment, a joke, and fifty 
other things, became in the present instance, with a signifi- 
cance beyond all power of written expression, our familiar 

English, “I believe you! ” 

“Ha, ha! You are right! A gentleman I am! And a 
gentleman I’1l live, and a gentleman [’ll die! It’s my intent 
to be a gentleman. It’s my game. JDeath of my soul, I 
play it out wherever I go!” 

He changed his posture to a sitting one, crying with a 
triumphant air: — 

“Here I am! See me! Shaken out of destiny’s dice-box 
into the company of a mere smuggler;—shut up with a poor 
little contraband trader, whose papers are wrong, and whom 
the police lay hold of besides, for placing his boat (as a means 
of getting beyond the frontier) at the disposition of other 
little people whose papers are wrong; and he instinctively 
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recognises my position, even by this light and in this place. 
Tt’s well done! By Heaven! I win, however the game 
goes.” 

Again his moustache went up, and his nose came down. 

““What’s the hour, now?” he asked, with a dry hot pallor 
upon him, rather difficult of association with merriment. 

“A little half hour after midday.” 

“Good! The President will have a gentleman before him 
soon. Come! Shall I tell you on what accusation? It must 
be now, or never, for I shall not return here. Either I shall 
go free, or I shall go to be made ready for shaving. You 
know where they keep the razor.” 

Signor Cavalletto took his cigarette from between his parted 
lips, and showed more momentary discomfiture than might 
have been expected. 

“T am a—” Monsieur Rigaud stood up to say it— “I am 
a cosmopolitan gentleman. JI own no particular country. My 
father was Swiss— Canton de Vaud. My mother was French 
by blood, English by birth. I myself was born in Belgium. 
I am a citizen of the world.” 

His theatrical air, as he stood with one arm on his hip, 
within the folds of his cloak, together with his manner of dis- 
regarding his companion and addressing the opposite wall 
instead, seemed to intimate that he was rehearsing for the 
President, whose examination he was shortly to undergo, rather 
than troubling himself merely to enlighten so small a person 
as John Baptist Cavalletto. 

“Call me five-and-thirty years of age. JI have seen the 
world. J have lived here, and lived there, and lived like a 
gentleman everywhere. I have been treated and respected as 
a gentleman universally. If you try to prejudice me, by mak- 
ing out that I have lived by my wits — how do your lawyers 
live—your politicians— your intriguers— your men of the 
Exchange?” 

He kept his small smooth hand in constant requisition, as 
if it were a witness to his gentility, that had often done him 
good service before. 

“Two years ago I came to Marseilles. I admit that I was 
poor; I had been ill. When your lawyers, your politicians, 
your intriguers, your men of the Exchange fall ill, and have 
not scraped money together, they become poor. I put up at 
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the Cross of Gold — kept then by Monsieur Henri Barronneau 
— sixty-five at least, and in a failing state of health. I had 
lived in the house some four months, when Monsieur Henri 
Barronneau had the misfortune to die;— at any rate, not a 
rare misfortune, that. It happens without any aid of mine 
pretty often.” 

John Baptist having smoked his cigarette down to his fin- 
gers’ ends, Monsieur Rigaud had the magnanimity to throw 
him another. He lighted the second at the ashes of the first, 
and smoked on, looking sideways at his companion, who, pre- 
occupied with his own case, hardly looked at him. 

“Monsieur Barronneau left a widow. She was two-and- 
twenty. She had gained a reputation for beauty, and (which 
is often another thing) was beautiful. I continued to live at 
the Cross of Gold. I married Madame Barronneau. It is not 
for me to say whether there was any great disparity in such a 
match. Here I stand, with the contamination of a jail upon 
me; but it is possible that you may think me better suited to 
her than her former husband was.” . 

He had a certain air of being a handsome man — which he 
was not; and a certain air of being a well-bred man — which 
he was not. It was mere swagger and challenge; but in this 
particular, as in many others, blustering assertion goes for 
proof, half over the world. 

“Be it as it may, Madame Barronneau approved of me. 
That is not to prejudice me I hope?” 

His eye happening to light upon John Baptist with this 
inquiry, that little man briskly shook his head in the negative, 
and repeated in an argumentative tone under his breath, altro, 
altro, altro, altro— an infinite number of times. 

“Now came the difficulties of our position. JI am proud. 
I say nothing in defence of pride, but I am proud. It is also 
my character to govern. I can’t submit; I must govern. 
Unfortunately, the property of Madame Rigaud was settled 
upon herself. Such was the insane act of her late husband. 
More unfortunately still, she had relations. When a wife’s 
relations interpose against a husband who is a gentleman, who 
is proud, and who must govern, the consequences are inimical 
to peace. There was yet another source of difference between 
us. Madame Rigaud was unfortunately a little vulgar. I 
sought to improve her manners and ameliorate her general 
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tone; she (supported in this likewise by her relations) re- 
sented my endeavours. Quarrels began to arise between us; 
and, propagated and exaggerated by the slanders of the rela- 
tions of Madame Rigaud, to become notorious to the neigh- 
bours. It has been said that I treated Madame Rigaud with 
cruelty. I may have been seen to slap her face — nothing 
more. I have a light hand; and if I have been seen appar- 
ently to correct Madame Rigaud in that manner, I have done 
it almost playfully.” 

If the playfulness of Monsieur Rigaud were at all expressed 
by his smile at this point, the relations of Madame Rigaud 
might have said that they would have much preferred his cor- 
recting that unfortunate woman seriously. 

““T am sensitive and brave. I do not advance it as a merit 
to be sensitive and brave, but it is my character. If the male 
relations of Madame Rigaud had put themselves forward 
openly, I should have known how to deal with them. They 
knew that, and their machinations were conducted in secret; 
consequently, Madame Rigaud and I were brought into fre- 
quent and unfortunate collision. Even when I wanted any 
little sum of money for my personal expenses, I could not 
obtain it without collision — and I, too, a man whose character 
it is to govern! One night Madame Rigaud and myself were 
walking amicably —I may say like lovers —on a height over- 
hanging the sea. An evil star occasioned Madame Rigaud to 
advert to her relations; I reasoned with her on that subject, 
and remonstrated on the want of duty and devotion manifested 
in her allowing herself to be influenced by their jealous ani- 
mosity towards her husband. Madame Rigaud retorted, I 
retorted. Madame Rigaud grew warm; I grew warm, and 
provoked her. JI admit it. Frankness is a part of my charac- 
ter. At length, Madame Rigaud, in an access of fury that I 
must ever deplore, threw herself upon me with screams of pas: 
sion (no doubt those that were overheard at some distance), 
tore my clothes, tore my hair, lacerated my hands, trampled 
and trod the dust, and finally leaped over, dashing herself to 
death upon the rocks below. Such is the train of incidents 
which malice has perverted into my endeavouring to force from 
Madame Rigaud a relinquishment of her rights; and, on her 
persistence in a refusal to make the concession I required, 
struggling with her — assassinating her! ” 
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He stepped aside to the ledge where the vine leaves yet lay 
strewn about, collected two or three, and stood wiping his 
hands upon them, with his back to the light. 

“Well,” he demanded after a silence, “have you nothing to 
say to all that?” 

“It’s ugly,” returned the little man, who had risen, and 
was brightening his knife upon his shoe, as he leaned an arm 
against the wall. 

“What do you mean?” 

John Baptist polished his knife in silence. 

“Do you mean that I have not represented the case cor- 
rectly ?” 

“Al-tro!” returned John Baptist. The word was an 
apology now, and stood for, ‘‘Oh, by no means! ” 

“What, then?” 

‘Presidents and tribunals are so prejudiced.” 

“Well!” cried the other, uneasily flinging the end of his 
cloak over his shoulder with an oath, “‘let them do their worst! ” 

“Truly I think they will,” murmured John Baptist to him- 
self, as he bent his head to put his knife in his sash. 

Nothing more was said on either side, though they both 
began walking to and fro, and necessarily crossed at every 
turn. Monsieur Rigaud sometimes half stopped, as if he were 
going to put his case in a new light, or make some irate remon- 
strance; but Signor Cavalletto continuing to go slowly to and 
fro at a grotesque kind of jog-trot pace, with his eyes turned 
downward, nothing came of these inclinings. 

By and by the noise of the key in the lock arrested them 
both. The sound of voices succeeded, and the tread of feet. 
The door clashed, the voices and the feet came on, and the 
prison-keeper slowly ascended the stairs, followed by a guard 
of soldiers. 

‘““Now, Monsieur Rigaud,” said he, pausing for a moment 
at the grate, with his keys in his hand, “have the goodness to 
come out.” 

“‘T am to depart in state, I see?” 

“Why, unless you did,” returned the jailer, “you might 
depart in so many pieces that it would be difficult to get you 
together again. There’s a crowd, Monsieur Rigaud, and it 
does n’t love you.” 

He passed on out of sight, and unlocked and unbarred a 
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low door in the corner of the chamber. ‘‘ Now,” said he, as 
he opened it and appeared within, “come out.” 

There is no sort of whiteness in all the hues under the sun 
at all like the whiteness of Monsieur Rigaud’s face as it was 
then. Neither is there any expression of the human counte- 
nance at all like that expression, in every little line of which 
the frightened heart is seen to beat. Both are conventionally 
compared with death; but the difference is the whole deep gulf 
between the struggle done and the fight at its most desperate 
extremity. 

He lighted another of his paper cigars at his companion’s; 
put it tightly between his teeth; covered his head with a soft 
slouched hat; threw the end of his cloak over his shoulder 
again; and walked out into the side gallery on which the door 
opened, without taking any further notice of Signor Cavalletto. 
As to that little man himself, his whole attention had become 
absorbed in getting near the door, and looking out at it. Pre- 
cisely as a beast might approach the opened gate of his den 
and eye the freedom beyond, he passed those few moments in 
watching and peering, until the door was closed upon him. 

There was an officer in command of the soldiers; a stout, 
serviceable, profoundly calm man, with his drawn sword in his 
hand, smoking a cigar. He very briefly directed the placing 
of Monsieur Rigaud in the midst of the party, put himself 
with consummate indifference at their head, gave the word 
“March!” and so they all went jingling down the staircase. 
The door clashed—the key turned —and a ray of unusual 
light, and a breath of unusual air, seemed to have passed 
through the jail, vanishing in a tiny wreath of smoke from the 
cigar. 

Still, in his captivity, like a lower animal—like some 
impatient ape, or roused bear of the smaller species — the pris- 
oner, now left solitary, had jumped upon the ledge, to lose no 
glimpse of this departure. As he yet stood clasping the grate 
with both hands, an uproar broke upon his hearing; yells, 
shrieks, oaths, threats, execrations, all comprehended in it, 
though (as in a storm) nothing but a raging swell of sound dis- 
tinctly heard. 

Excited into a still greater resemblance to a caged wild 
animal by his anxiety to know more, the prisoner leaped 
nimbly down, ran round the chamber, leaped nimbly up again, 
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clasped the grate and tried to shake it, leaped down and ran, 
leaped up and listened, and never rested until the noise, 
becoming more and more distant, had died away. How many 
better prisoners have worn their noble hearts out so; no man 
thinking of it; not even the beloved of their souls realising it; 
great kings and governors, who had made them captive, career- 
ing in the sunlight jauntily, and men cheering them on. 
Even the said great personages dying in bed, making exemplary 
ends and sounding speeches; and polite history, more servile 
than their instruments, embalming them! 

At last, John Baptist, now able to choose his own spot 
within the compass of those walls, for the exercise of his fac- 
ulty of going to sleep when he would, lay down upon the 
bench, with his face turned over on his crossed arms, and slum- 
bered. In his submission, in his hghtness, in his good- 
humour, in his short-lived passion, in his easy contentment 
with hard bread and hard stones, in his ready sleep, in his fits 
and starts altogether, a true son of the land that gave him birth. 

The wide stare stared itself out for one while; the sun went 
down ina red, green, golden glory; the stars came out in the 
heavens, and the fire-flies mimicked them in the lower air, as 
men may feebly imitate the goodness of a better order of beings; 
the long dusty roads and the interminable plains were in repose 
—and so deep a hush was on the sea that it scarcely whispered 
of the time when it shall give up its dead. 
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CHAPTER II 
FELLOW TRAVELLERS 


“No more of yesterday’s howling, over yonder, to-day, sir; 
is there?” 

“‘T have heard none.” 

“Then you may be sure there 7s none. When these people 
howl, they howl to be heard.” 

“Most people do, I suppose.” 

“Ah! But these people are always howling. Never happy 
otherwise.” 

“Do you mean the Marseilles people?” 

“T mean the French people. They ’re always at it. As te 
Marseilles, we know what Marseilles is. It sent the most 
insurrectionary tune into the world that was ever composed. 
It couldn’t exist without allonging and marshonging to some- 
thing or other — victory or death, or blazes, or something.” 

The speaker, with a whimsical good humour upon him al] 
the time, looked over the parapet-wall with the greatest dispar- 
agement of Marseilles; and taking up a determined position by 
putting his hands in his pockets, and rattling his money at it, 
apostrophised it with a short laugh. 

“‘ Allong and marshong, indeed. It would be more creditable 
to you, I think, to let other people allong and marshong about 
their lawful business, instead of shutting ’em up in quaran- 
tine! ” 

“Tiresome enough,” said the other. ‘“‘But we shall be out 
to-day.” 

“Out to-day!” repeated the first. “It’s almost an aggrava- 
tion of the enormity that we shall be out to-day. Out! What 
have we ever been in for?” 

“For no very strong reason, I must say. But as we come 
from the East, and as the East is the country of the plague —” 

“The plague!” repeated the other. ‘‘That’s my grievance. 
I have had the plague continually, ever since I have been here. 
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T am like a sane man shut up in a mad house; I can’t stand 
the suspicion of the thing. I came here as well as ever I was 
in my life; but to suspect me of the plague is to give me the 
plague. And I have had it—and I have got it.” 

“You bear it very well, Mr. Meagles,” said the second 
speaker smiling. 

“No. If you knew the real state of the case, that’s the last 
observation you would think of making. I have been waking 
up, night after night, and saying, now I have got it, now it has 
developed itself, mow I am in for it, now these fellows are 
making out their case for their precautions. Why, I’d as soon 
have a spit put through me, and be stuck upon a card in a col- 
lection of beetles, as lead the life I have been leading here.” 

“Well, Mr. Meagles, say no more about it now it’s over,” 
urged a cheerful feminine voice. 

“Over!” repeated Mr. Meagles, who appeared (though with- 
out any ill-nature) to be in that peculiar state of mind in which 
the last word spoken by anybody else is a new injury. ‘Over! 
and why should I say no more about it because it’s over?” 

It was Mrs. Meagles who had spoken to Mr. Meagles; and 
Mrs. Meagles was, like Mr. Meagles, comely and healthy, with 
a pleasant English face which had been looking at homely 
things for five-and-fifty years or more, and shone with a bright 
reflection of them. ) 

“There! Never mind, Father, never mind!” said Mrs. 
Meagles. ‘For goodness sake content yourself with Pet.” 

“With Pet?” repeated Mr. Meagles in his injured vein. 
Pet, however, being close behind him, touched him on the 
shoulder, and Mr. Meagles immediately forgave Marseilles from 
the bottom of his heart. 

Pet was about twenty. A fair girl with rich brown hair 
hanging free in natural ringlets. A lovely girl, with a frank 
face, and wonderful eyes; so large, so soft, so bright, set to such 
perfection in her kind good head. She was round and fresh 
and dimpled and spoilt, and there was in Pet an air of timidity 
and dependence which was the best weakness in the world, and 
gave her the only crowning charm a girl so pretty and pleasant 
could have been without. 

“Now, I ask you,” said Mr. Meagles in the blandest confi- 
dence, falling back a step himself, and handing his daughter a 
step forward to illustrate his question: “I ask you simply as 

VOL. I. 
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between man and man, you know, pip you ever hear of such 
damned nonsense as putting Pet in quarantine?” 

“Tt has had the result of making even quarantine enjoyable.” 

“Come!” said Mr. Meagles, ‘‘that’s something, to be sure. 
I am obliged to you for that remark. Now, Pet, my darling, 
you had better go along with Mother and get ready for the 
boat. The officer of health, and a variety of humbugs in 
cocked hats, are coming off to let us out of this at last; and all 
we jail-birds are to breakfast together in something approaching 
to a Christian style again, before we take wing for our different 
destinations. Tattycoram, stick you close to your young mis- 
tress.” 

He spoke to a handsome girl with lustrous dark hair and 
eyes, and very neatly dressed, who replied with a half curtsey 
as she passed off in the train of Mrs. Meagles and Pet. They 
crossed the bare scorched terrace, all three together, and disap- 
peared through a staring white archway. Mr. Meagles’s com- 
panion, a grave dark man of forty, still stood looking towards 
this archway after they were gone; until Mr. Meagles tapped 
him on the arm. | 

“‘T beg your pardon,” said he starting. 

“Not at all,” said Mr. Meagles. 

They took one silent turn backward and forward in the shade 
of the wall, getting, at the height on which the quarantine bar- 
racks are placed, what cool refreshment of sea breeze there was, 
at seven in the morning. Mr. Meagles’s companion resumed 
the conversation. 

“May I ask you,” he said, ‘‘ what is the name of —” 

“Tattycoram?’? Mr. Meagles struck in. “I have not the 
least idea.” 

“T thought,” said the other, “that —” 

““Tattycoram?” suggested Mr. Meagles again. 

“Thank you—that Tattycoram was a name; and I have 
several times wondered at the oddity of it.” 

“Why, the fact is,” said Mr. Meagles, ‘‘ Mrs. Meagles and 
myself are, you see, practical people.” 

“That you have frequently mentioned in the course of the 
agreeable and interesting conversations we have had together, 
walking up and down on these stones,” said the other, with a 
half smile breaking through the gravity of his dark face. 
“Practical people. So one day, five or six years ago now, 


—— 
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when we took Pet to church at the Foundling — you have heard 
of the Foundling Hospital in London? Similar to the Institu- 
tion for the Found Children in Paris?” 

*“*T have seen it.” 

“Well! One day when we took Pet to church there to 
hear the music — because, as practical people, it is the business 
of our lives to show her everything that we think can please 
her — Mother (my usual name for Mrs. Meagles) began to cry 
so that it was necessary to take her out. ‘ What’s the matter, 
Mother?’ said I, when we had brought her a little round; 
‘you are frightening Pet, my dear.’ ‘ Yes, I know that, 
Father,’ says Mother, ‘ but I think it’s through my loving her 
so much that it ever came into my head.’ ‘ That ever what 
came into your head, Mother?’ ‘ Oh, dear, dear!’ cried Mother, 
breaking out again, ‘ when I saw all those children ranged tier 
above tier, and appealing from the father none of them has 
ever known on earth, to the great Father of us all in Heaven, 
I thought, does any wretched mother ever come here, and look 
among those young faces, wondering which is the poor child 
she brought into this forlorn world, never through all its life 
to know her love, her kiss, her face, her voice, even her 
name!’ Now that was practical in Mother, and I told her so. 
I said, ‘Mother, that’s what I call practical in you, my 
dear.’ ” 

The other, not unmoved, assented. 

“So I said next day, ‘ Now, Mother, I have a proposition to 
make that I think you’ll approve of. Let us take one of 
those same children to be a little maid to Pet. We are practi- 
cal people. So if we should find her temper a little defective, 
or any of her ways a little wide of ours, we shall know what 
we have to take into account. We shall know what an 
immense deduction must be made from all the influences and 
experiences that have formed us—no parents, no child-brother 
or sister, no individuality of home, no Glass Slipper, or Fairy 
Godmother.’ And that’s the way we came by Tattycoram.” 

“ And the name itself —” 

“By George!” said Mr. Meagles, “I was forgetting the 
name itself. Why, she was called in the Institution, Harriet 
Beadle — an arbitrary name, of course. Now Harriet we 
changed into Hatty, and then into Tatty, because, as practical 
people, we thought even a playful name might be a new thing 
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to her, and might have a softening and affectionate kind of 
effect, don’t you see? As to Beadle, that I needn’t say was 
wholly out of the question. If there is anything that is not 
to be tolerated on any terms, anything that is a type of jack- 
in-office insolence and absurdity, anything that represents in 
coats, waistcoats, and big sticks, our English holding-on by 
nonsense after every one has found it out, it is a beadle, 
You have n’t seen a beadle lately ? ” 

“As an Englishman, who has been more than twenty years 
in China, no.” 

“Then,” said Mr. Meagles, laying his forefinger on his com- 
panion’s breast with great animation, “don’t you see a beadle 
now, if you can help it. Whenever I see a beadle in full fig, 
coming down a street on a Sunday at the head of a charity 
school, I am obliged to turn and run away, or I should hit 
him. The name of Beadle being out of the question, and the 
originator of the Institution for these poor foundlings having 
been a blessed creature of the name of Coram, we gave that 
name to Pet’s little maid. At one time she was Tatty, and 
at one time she was Coram, until we got into a way of mixing 
the two names together, and now she is always Tattycoram.” 

“Your daughter,” said the other, when they had taken 
another silent turn to and fro, and after standing for a moment 
at the wall glancing down at the sea, had resumed their walk, 
“is your only child, I know, Mr. Meagles. May I ask you 
— in no impertinent curiosity, but because I have had so much 
pleasure in your society, may never in this labyrinth of a 
world exchange a quiet word with you again, and wish to pre- 
serve an accurate remembrance of you and yours— may I ask 
you, if I have not gathered from your good wife that you have 
had other children?” 

“No. No,” said Mr. Meagles. ‘Not exactly other chil- 
dren. One other child.” 

“T am afraid I have inadvertently touched upon a tender 
theme.” 

‘‘Never mind,” said Mr. Meagles. “If I am grave about it 
I am not at all sorrowful. It quiets me for a moment, but 
does not make me unhappy. Pet had a twin sister who died 
when we could just see her eyes—exactly like Pet’s— above 
the table, as she stood on tiptoe holding by it.” 

“Ah! indeed, indeed?” 
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“Yes, and being practical people, a result has gradually 
sprung up in the minds of Mrs. Meagles and myself which 
perhaps you may—or perhaps you may not — understand. 
Pet and-her baby sister were so exactly alike, and so com- 
pletely one, that in our thoughts we have never been able to 
separate them since. It would be of no use to tell us that our 
dead child was a mere infant. We have changed that child 
according to the changes in the child spared to us, and always 
with us. As Pet has grown, that child has grown; as Pet has 
become more sensible and womanly, her sister has become more 
sensible and womanly, by just the same degrees. It would be 
as hard to convince me that if I was to pass into the other 
world to-morrow, I should not, through the mercy of God, be 
received there by a daughter, just like Pet, as to persuade me 
that Pet herself is not a reality at my side.” 

“T understand you,” said the other gently. 

“As to her,” pursued her father, “the sudden loss of her 
little picture and playfellow, and her early association with that 
mystery in which we all have our equal share, but which is 
not often so forcibly presented to a child, has necessarily had 
some influence on her character. Then, her mother and I were 
not young when we married, and Pet has always had a sort of 
grown-up life with us, though we have tried to adapt ourselves 
to her. We have been advised more than once when she has 
been a little ailing, to change climate and air for her as often as 
we could —especially at about this time of her life—and to 
keep her amused. So, as I have no need to stick at a bank- 
desk now (though I have been poor enough in my time I assure 
you, or I should have married Mrs. Meagles long before), we go 
trotting about the world. This is how you found us staring at 
the Nile, and the Pyramids, and the Sphinxes, and the Desert, 
and all the rest of it; and this is how Tattycoram will be a 
greater traveller in course of time than Captain Cook.” 

“T thank you,” said the other, “‘very heartily for your con- 
fidence.” 

“Don’t mention it,” returned Mr. Meagles, ‘‘I am sure you 
are quite welcome. And now, Mr. Clennam, perhaps I may 
ask you whether you have yet come to a decision where to go 
next?” 

“Indeed, no. Iam such a waif and stray everywhere, that 
I am liable to be drifted where any current may set.” 
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*Tt’s extraordinary to me —if you ’ll excuse my freedom in 
saying so—that you don’t go straight to London,” said Mr. 
Meagles, in the tone of a confidential adviser, 

‘Perhaps I shall.” ‘i 

“Ay! But I mean with a will.” 

“JT have no will. That is to say,””— he coloured a little, — 
‘next to none that I can put in action now. ‘Trained by main 
force; broken, not bent; heavily ironed with an object on 
which I was never consulted and which was never mine; 
shipped away to the other end of the world before I was of 
age, and exiled there until my father’s death there, a year ago; 
always grinding in a mill [ always hated; what is to be ex- 
pected from me in middle-life? Will, purpose, hope? All 
those lights were extinguished before I could sound the words.” 

“Light ’em up again!” said Mr. Meagles. 

“Ah! Easily said. I am the son, Mr. Meagles, of a hard 
father and mother. I am the only child of parents who 
weighed, measured and priced everything; for whom what 
could not be weighed, measured and priced had no existence. 
Strict people as the phrase is, professors of a stern religion, 
their very religion was a gloomy sacrifice of tastes and sympa- 
thies that were never their own, offered up as a part of a bar- 
gain for the security of their possessions. Austere faces, inex- 
orable discipline, penance in this world and terror in the next 
— nothing graceful or gentle anywhere, and the void in my cowed 
heart everywhere — this was my childhood, if I may so misuse 
the word as to apply it to such a beginning of life.” 

“Really though?” said Mr. Meagles, made very uncomfort- 
able by the picture offered to his imagintion. ‘‘That was a 
tough commencement. But come! You must now study, and 
profit by all that lies beyond it, like a practical man.” 

“Tf the people who are usually called practical, were prac- 
tical in your direction —” 

“Why, so they are!” said Mr. Meagles. 

“ Are they indeed ?” 

“Well, I suppose so,” returned Mr. Meagles, thinking about 
it. “Eh? One can but de practical, and Mrs. Meagles and 
myself are nothing else.” 

“My unknown course is easier and more hopeful than I had 
expected to find it then,” said Clennam, shaking his head with 
his grave smile. ‘‘Enough of me. Here is the boat!” 
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Meagles entertained a national objection; and the wearers of 
those cocked hats landed and came up the steps, and all the 
impounded travellers congregated together. There was then 
a mighty production of papers on the part of the cocked hats, 
and a calling over of names, and great work of signing, sealing, 
stamping, inking, and sanding, with exceedingly blurred, 
gritty, and undecipherable results. Finally, everything was 
done according to rule, and the travellers were at liberty to 
depart whithersoever they would. 

They made little account of stare and glare, in the new 
pleasure of recovering their freedom, but flitted across the 
harbour in gay boats, and reassembled at a great hotel, whence 
the sun was excluded by closed lattices, and where bare paved 
floors, lofty ceilings, and resounding corridors, tempered the 
intense heat. There a great table in a great room was soon 
profusely covered with a superb repast; and the quarantine 
quarters became bare indeed, remembered among dainty dishes, 
southern fruits, cooled wines, flowers from Genoa, snow from 
the mountain tops, and all the colours of the rainbow flashing 

in the mirrors. 

“But I bear those monotonous walls no ill-will now,” said 
Mr. Meagles. ‘‘One always begins to forgive a place as soon 
as it’s left behind; I dare say a prisoner begins to relent 
towards his prison, after he is let out.” 

They were about thirty in company, and all talking; but 
necessarily in groups. Father and Mother Meagles sat with 
their daughter between them, the last three on one side of the 
table; on the opposite side sat Mr. Clennam; a tall French 
gentleman with raven hair and beard, of a swart and terrible, 
not to say genteelly diabolical aspect, but who had shown 
himself the mildest of men; and a handsome young English- 
woman, travelling quite alone, who had a proud observant face, 
and had either withdrawn herself from the rest or been avoided 
by the rest—nobody, herself excepted perhaps, could have 
quite decided which. The rest of the party were of the usual 
materials. Travellers on business, and travellers for pleasure; 
officers from India on leave; merchants in the Greek and 
Turkey trades; a clerical English husband in a meek strait- 
waistcoat, on a wedding trip with his young wife; a majestic 
English mama and papa, of the patrician order, with a family 
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of three growing up daughters, who were keeping a journal for 
the confusion of their fellow creatures; and a deaf old English 
mother tough in travel, with a very decidedly grown up daugh- 
ter indeed, which daughter went sketching about the universe 
in the expectation of ultimately toning herself off into the 
married state. 

The reserved Englishwoman took up Mr. Meagles in his last 
remark. 

“Do you mean that a prisoner forgives his prison?” said 
she, slowly and with emphasis. 

“That was my speculation, Miss Wade. I don’t pretend to 
know positively how a prisoner might feel. I never was one 
before. ”” 

“Mademoiselle doubts,” said the French gentleman in his 
own language, ‘‘its being so easy to forgive?” 

“T do.” 

Pet had to translate this passage to Mr. Meagles, who never 
by any accident acquired any knowledge whatever of the lan- 
guage of any country into which he travelled. “Oh!” said 
he. ‘“‘Dear me! But that’s a pity, isn’t it?” 

“That I am not credulous?” said Miss Wade. 

““Not exactly that. Put it another way. That you can’t 
believe it easy to forgive.” 

“My experience,” she quietly returned, “has been correct- 
ing my belief in many respects, for some years. It is. our 
natural progress, I have heard.” 

“Well, well! But it’s not natural to bear malice, I hope?” 
said Mr. Meagles cheerily. 

“Tf I had been shut up in any place to pine and suffer, I 
should always hate that place and wish to burn it down, or 
raze it to the ground. I know no more.” 

“Strong, sir?” said Mr. Meagles to the Frenchman; it 
being another of his habits to address individuals of all nations 
in idiomatic English, with a perfect conviction that they were 
bound to understand it somehow. ‘‘Rather forcible in our 
fair friend, you ’ll agree with me, I think?” 

The French gentleman courteously replied, ‘ Plait-il?” To 
which Mr. Meagles returned with much satisfaction, “‘ You are 
right. My opinion.” 

The breakfast beginning by and by to languish, Mr. Meagles 
made the company a speech. It was short enough and sensible 
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enough, considering that it was a speech at all, and hearty. It 
merely went to the effect that as they had all been thrown 
together by chance, and had all preserved a good understanding 
together, and were now about to disperse, and were not likely 
ever to find themselves all together again, what could they do 
better than bid farewell to one another, and give one another 
good-speed, in a simultaneous glass of cool champagne all round 
the table? It was done, and with a general shaking of hands 
the assembly broke up for ever. 

The solitary young lady all this time had said no more. 
She rose with the rest, and silently withdrew to a remote 
corner of the great room, where she sat herself on a couch in 
% window, seeming to watch the reflection of the water, as it 
made a silver quivering on the bars of the lattice. She sat, 
turned away from the whole length of the apartment, as if she 
were lonely of her own haughty choice. And yet it would 
have been as difficult as ever to say, positively, whether she 
avoided the rest, or was avoided. 

The shadow in which she sat, falling like a gloomy veil 
across her forehead, accorded very well with the character of 
her beauty. One could hardly see the face, so still and scorn- 
ful, set off by the arched dark eyebrows, and the folds of dark 
hair, without wondering what its expression would be if a 
change came over it. That it could soften or relent appeared 
next to impossible. That it could deepen into anger or any 
extreme of defiance, and that it must change in that direction 
when it changed at all, would have been its peculiar impression 
upon most observers. It was dressed and trimmed into no 
ceremony of expression. Although not an open face, there 
was no pretence in it. I am self-contained and self-reliant; 
your opinion is nothing to me; [ have no interest in you, care 
nothing for you, and see and hear you with indifference — this 
it said plainly. It said so in the proud eyes, in the lifted 
nostril, in the handsome, but compressed and even cruel 
mouth. Cover either two of those channels of expression, and 
the third would have said so still. Mask them all, and the 
mere turn of the head would have shown an unsubduable 
nature. 

Pet had moved up to her (she had been the subject of remark 
among her family and Mr. Clennam, who were now the only 
other occupants of the room), and was standing at her side. 
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“Are you”—she turned her eyes, and Pet faltered ~ 
‘expecting any one to meet you here, Miss Wade?” | 

MANO. 

“Father is sending to the Poste Restante. Shall he have 
the pleasure of directing the messenger to ask if there are any 
letters for you?” 

“‘T thank him, but I know there can be none.” 

“We are afraid,” said Pet, sitting down beside her, shyly 
and half tenderly, “that you will feel quite deserted when we 
are all gone.” 

“Indeed! ”” : 

“Not,” said Pet, apologetically and cmbarrassed by her eyes, 
“not, of course, that we are any company to you, or that we 
have been able to be so, or that we thought you wished it.” 

“T have not intended to make it understood that I did wish 
it. 9 

“No. Of course. But—ain short,” said Pet, timidly 
touching her hand as it lay impassive on the sofa between 
them, “will you not allow Father to render you any slight 
assistance or service? He will be very glad.” 

“Very glad,” said Mr. Meagles, coming forward with his 
wife and Clennam. ‘Anything short of speaking the lan- 
guage I shall be delighted to undertake, I am sure.” 

“‘T am obliged to you,” she returned, “‘ but my arrangements 
are made, and I prefer to go my own way in my own manner.” 

“Do yout” said Mr. Meagles to himself, as he surveyed 
her with a puzzled look. ‘‘ Well! There’s character in that, 
too.” 

“T am not much used to the society of young ladies, and I 
am afraid I may not show my appreciation of it as others 
might. <A pleasant journey to you. Good-by!” 

She would not have put out her hand, it seemed, but that 
Mr. Meagles put out his so straight before her, that she could 
not pass it. She put hers in it, and it lay there just as it had 
lain upon the couch. 

“Good-by!” said Mr. Meagles. ‘‘This is the last good-by 
upon the list, for Mother and I have just said it to Mr. Clen- 
nam here, and he only waits to say it to Pet. Good-by! We 
may never meet again.” 

“In our course through life we shall meet the people wha 
are coming to meet ws, from many strange places and by many 
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strange roads,” was the composed reply; “and what it is set to 
us to do to them, and what it is set to them to do to us, will 
all be done.” 

There was something in the manner of these words that 
jarred upon Pet’s ear. It implied that what was to be done 
was necessarily evil, and it caused her to say in a whisper, 
“Oh, Father!” and to shrink childishly in her spoilt way a 
little closer to him. This was not lost on the speaker. 

“Your pretty daughter,” she said, “starts to think of such 
things. Yet,” looking full upon her, ‘‘you may be sure that 
there are men and women already on their road, who have 
their business to do with you, and who will do it. Of a cer- 
tainty they will do it. They may be coming hundreds, thou- 
sands, of miles over the sea there; they may be close at hand 
now; they may be coming, for anything you know, or any- 
thing you can do to prevent it, from the vilest sweepings of 
this very town.” 

With the coldest of farewells, and with a certain worn 
expression on her beauty that gave it, though scarcely yet in 
its prime, a wasted look, she left the room. 

Now, there were many stairs and passages that she had to 
traverse in passing from that part of the spacious house to the 
chamber she had secured for her own occupation. When she 
had almost completed the journey, and was passing along the 
gallery in which her room was, she heard an angry sound of 
muttering and sobbing. A door stood open, and within she 
saw the attendant upon the girl she had just left; the maid 
with the curious name. 

She stood still, to look at this maid. A sullen, passionate 
girl! Her rich black hair was all about her face, her face was 
flushed and hot, and as she sobbed and raged she plucked at 
her lips with an unsparing hand. 

“Selfish brutes!” said the girl, sobbing and heaving between 
whiles. ‘‘ Not caring what becomes of me! Leaving me here 
hungry and thirsty and tired, to starve, for anything they care] 
Beasts! Devils! Wretches!” 

“My poor girl, what is the matter?” 

She tooked up suddenly, with reddened eyes, and with her 
hands suspended, in the act of pinching her neck, freshly dis- 
figured with great scarlet blots. “It’s nothing to you what’s 
the matter. It don’t signify to any one,” 
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“Oh yes, it does; I am sorry to see you so.” 

“You are not sorry,” said the girl. “You are glad — you 
know you are glad. I never was like this but twice, over in 
the quarantine yonder; and both times you found me, I am 
afraid of you.” 

“ Afraid of me?” 

“Yes. You seem to come like my own anger, my own 
malice, my own— whatever it is—-I don’t know what it is. 
But I am ill-used, I am ill-used, I am ill-used!” Here the 
sobs and the tears, and the tearing hand, which had all been 
suspended together, since the first surprise, went on together 
anew. 

The visitor stood looking at her with a strange attentive 
smile. It was wonderful to see the fury of the contest in the 
girl, and the bodily struggle she made as if she were rent by 
the Demons of old. 

“IT am younger than she is by two or three years, and yet 
it’s me that looks after her, as if I was old, and it’s she that’s 
always petted and called Baby! I detest the name. I hate 
her. They make a fool of her, they spoil her. She thinks of 
nothing but herself, she thinks no more of me than if I was a 
stock and a stone!” So the girl went on. 

“You must have patience.” 

“T won’t have patience! ” 

“Tf they take much care of themselves, and little or none 
of you, you must not mind it.” 

“T will mind it!” 

“Hush! Be more prudent. You forget your dependent 
position.” 

“T don’t care for that. I’ll run away. I’ll do some mis- 
chief. I won’t bear it; I can’t bear it; I shall die if I try to 
bear it!” 

The observer stood with her hand upon her own bosom, 
looking at the girl, as one afflicted with a diseased part might 
curiously watch the dissection and exposition of an analogous 
case. 

The girl raged and battled with all the force of her youth 
and fulness of life, until by little and little her passionate 
exclamations trailed off into broken murmurs as if she were in 
pain. By corresponding degrees she sank into a chair, then 
upon her knees, then upon the ground beside the bed, drawing 


HA i 

Hint 

iit i il ny } 
i ¥ Wi 


IN| | 
OAT iW 


LITTLE DORRIT 29 


the coverlet with her, half to hide her shamed head and wet 
hair in it, and half, as it seemed, to embrace it, rather than 
have nothing to take to her repentant breast. 

“Go away from me, go away from me! When my temper 
comes upon me, Iam mad. I know I might keep it off if I 
only tried hard enough, and sometimes I do try hard enough, 
and at other times I don’t and won’t. What have I said! I 
knew when I said it, it was all lies. They think I am being 
taken care of somewhere, and have all I want. They are 
nothing but good to me. I love them dearly; no people could 
ever be kinder to a thankless creature than they always are to 
me. Do, do go away, for I am afraid of you. I am afraid of 
myself when I feel my temper coming, and I am as much 
afraid of you. Go away from me, and let me pray and cry 
myself better!” 

The day passed on; and again the wide stare stared itself 
out; and the hot night was on Marseilles; and through it the 
caravan of the morning, all dispersed, went their appointed 
ways. And thus ever, by day and night, under the sun and 
under the stars, climbing the dusty hills and toiling along the 
weary plains, journeying by land and journeying by sea, 
coming and going so strangely, to meet and to act and react 
on one another, move all we restless travellers through the 
pilgrimage of life. 
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CHAPTER III 
HOME 


Ir was a Sunday evening in London, gloomy, close and 
stale. Maddening church bells of all degrees of dissonance, 
sharp and flat, cracked and clear, fast and slow, made the 
brick and mortar echoes hideous. Melancholy streets in a 
penitential garb of soot steeped the souls of the people who 
were condemned to look at them out of windows, in dire 
despondency. In every thoroughfare, up almost every alley, 
and down almost every turning, some doleful bell was throb- 
bing, jerking, tolling, as if the Plague were in the city and 
the dead-carts were going round. Everything was bolted and 
barred that could by possibility furnish relief to an overworked 
people. No pictures, no unfamiliar animals, no rare plants or 
flowers, no natural or artificial wonders of the ancient world — 
all taboo with that enlightened strictness, that the ugly South 
Sea gods in the British Museum might have supposed them- 
selves at home again. Nothing to see but streets, streets, 
streets. Nothing to breathe but streets, streets, streets. 
Nothing to change the brooding mind, or raise it up. Nothing 
for the spent toiler to do, but to compare the monotony of his 
seventh day with the monotony of his six days, think what a 
weary life he led, and make the best of it—or the worst, 
according to the probabilities. 

At such a happy time, so propitious to the interests of reli- 
gion and morality, Mr. Arthur Clennam, newly arrived from 
Marseilles by way of Dover, and by Dover coach the Blue- 
eyed Maid, sat in the window of a coffee house on Ludgate 
Hill. Ten thousand responsible houses surrounded him, 
frowning as heavily on the streets they composed, as if they 
were every one inhabited by the ten young men of the Calen- 
der’s story, who blackened their faces and bemoaned their 
miseries every night. Fifty thousand lairs surrounded hin, 
where people lived so unwholesomely, that fair water put into 
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their crowded rooms on Saturday night would be corrupt on 
Sunday morning; albeit my lord, their county member, was 
amazed that they failed to sleep in company with their butcher’s 
meat. Miles of close wells and pits of houses, where the 
inhabitants gasped for air, stretched far away towards every 
point of the compass. Through the heart of the town a deadly 
sewer ebbed and flowed, in the place of a fine fresh river. 
What secular want could the million or so of human beings 
whose daily labour, six days in the week, lay among these 
Arcadian objects, from the sweet sameness of which they had 
no escape between the cradle and the grave —what secular 
want could they possibly have upon their seventh day? 
Clearly they could want nothing but a stringent policeman. 

Mr. Arthur Clennam sat in the window of the coffee house 
on Ludgate Hill, counting one of the neighbouring bells, 
making sentences and burdens of songs out of it in spite of 
himself, and wondering how many sick people it might be the 
death of in the course of a year. As the hour approached, its 
changes of measure made it more and more exasperating. At 
the quarter, it went off into a condition of deadly lively impor- 
tunity, urging the populace in a voluble manner to Come to 
church, Come to church, Come to church! At the ten min- 
utes, it became aware that the congregation would be scanty, 
and slowly hammered out in low spirits, They won’t come, 
they won’t come, they won’t come! At the: five minutes, it 
abandoned hope, and shook every house in the neighbourhood 
for three hundred seconds, with one dismal swing per second, 
as a groan of despair. 

“Thank Heaven!” said Clennam, when the hour struck, 
and the bell stopped. 

_ But its sound had revived a long train of miserable Sundays, 
and the procession would not stop with the bell, but continued 
to march on. ‘“‘ Heaven forgive me,” said he, ‘‘and those who 
trained me. How I have hated this day!” 

There was the dreary Sunday of his childhood, when he sat 
with his hands before him, scared out of his senses by a horri- 
ble tract which commenced business with the poor child by 
asking him in its title, why he was going to Perdition? —a 
piece of curiosity that he really in a frock and drawers was not 
in a condition to satisfy —and which, for the further attraction 
of his infant mind, had a parenthesis in every other line with 
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some such hiccupping reference as 2 Ep. Thess. ¢. iii. v. 6 & 
7. There was the sleepy Sunday of his boyhood, when, like 
a military deserter, he was marched to chapel by a picquet of 
teachers three times a day, morally handcuffed to another boy ; 
and when he would willingly have bartered two meals of 
indigestible sermon for another ounce or two of inferior mutton 
at his scanty dinner in the flesh. There was the interminable 
Sunday of his nonage; when his mother, stern of face and 
unrelenting of heart, would sit all day behind a Bible — bound 
like her own construction of it in the hardest, barest, and 
straitest. boards, with one dinted ornament on the cover like 
the drag of a chain, and a wrathful sprinkling of red upon 
the edges of the leaves —as if it, of all books! were a fortifica- 
tion against sweetness of temper, natural affection, and gentle 
intercourse. There was the resentful Sunday of a little later, 
when he sat glowering and glooming through the tardy length 
of the day, with a sullen sense ‘of injury in his heart, and no 
more real knowledge of the beneficent history of the New 
Testament than if he had been bred among idolaters. There 
was a legion of Sundays, all days of unserviceable bitterness 
and mortification, slowly passing before him. 

“Beg pardon, sir,” said a brisk waiter, rubbing the table. 
“Wish see bedroom ? ” 

“Yes. I have just made up my mind to do it.” 

“Chaymaid!’* cried the waiter. “Gelen box num seven 
wish see room!” 

“Stay!” said Clennam, rousing himself. “I was not think- 
ing of what I said; I answered mechanically. Iam not going 
to sleep here. Iam going home.” 

“Deed, sir? Chaymaid! Gelen box num seven, not go 
sleep here, gome.” 

He sat in the same place as the day died, looking at the dull 
houses opposite, and thinking, if the disembodied spirits of 
former inhabitants were ever conscious of them, how they must 
pity themselves for their old places of imprisonment. Some- 
times a face would appear behind the dingy glass of a window, 
and would fade away into the gloom as if it had seen enough 
of life and had vanished out of it. Presently the rain began 
to fall in slanting lines between him and those houses, and 
people began to collect under cover of the public passage oppo- 
site, and to look out hopelessly at the sky as the rain dropped 
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thicker and faster. Then wet umbrellas began to appear, 
draggled skirts, and mud. What the mud had been doing 
with itself, or where it came from, who could say? But it 
seemed to collect in a moment, as a crowd will, and in five 
minutes to have splashed all the sons and daughters of Adam. 
The lamplighter was going his rounds now; and as the fiery 
jets sprang up under his touch, one might have fancied them 
astonished at being suffered to introduce any show of brightness 
into such a dismal scene. 

Mr. Arthur Clennam took up his hat, and buttoned his 
coat, and walked out. In the country, the rain would have 
developed a thousand fresh scents, and every drop would have 
had its bright association with some beautiful form of growth 
or life. In the city, it developed only foul stale smells, and 
was a sickly, lukewarm, dirt-stained, wretched addition to the 
gutters. 

He crossed by St. Paul’s and went down, at a long angle, 
almost to the water’s edge, through some of the crooked and 
descending streets which lie (and lay more crookedly and 
closely then) between the river and Cheapside. Passing, now 
the mouldy hall of some obsolete Worshipful Company, now 
the illuminated windows of a Congregationless Church that 
seemed to be waiting for some adventurous Belzoni to dig it 
out and discover its history; passing silent warehouses and 
wharves, and here and there a narrow alley leading to the 
river, where a wretched little bill, Founp DrowNeEpb, was 
weeping on the wet wall; he came at last to the house he 
sought. An old brick house, so dingy as to be all but black, 
standing by itself within a gateway. Before it, a square court- 
yard where a shrub or two and a patch of grass were as rank 
(which is saying much) as the iron railings enclosing them 
were rusty; behind it, a jumble of roofs. It was a double 
house, with long, narrow, heavily-framed windows. Many 
years ago, it had had it in its mind to slide down sideways; it 
had been propped up, however, and was leaning on some half 
dozen gigantic crutches: which gymnasium for the neighbouring 
eats, weather-stained, smoke-blackened, and overgrown with 
weeds, appeared in these latter days to be no very sure reliance. 

“Nothing changed,” said the traveller, stopping to look 
round. ‘Dark and miserable asever. A light in my mother’s 
window, which seems never to have been extinguished since I 

VOL. I. 


84 LITTLE DORRIT 


came home twice a year from school, and dragged my box over 
this pavement. Well, well, well!” 

He went up to the door, which had a projecting canopy in 
carved work, of festooned jack-towels and children’s heads with 
water on the brain, designed after a once popular monumental 
pattern, and knocked. A shuffling step was soon heard on the 
stone floor of the hall, and the door was opened by an old man, 
bent and dried, but with keen eyes. 

He had a candle in his hand, and he held it up for a moment 
to assist his keen eyes. ‘“‘Ah, Mr. Arthur?” he said, without 
any emotion, ‘“‘you are come at last? Step in.” 

Mr. Arthur stepped in and shut the door. 

“Your figure is filled out, and set,” said the old man, turn- 
ing to look at him with the light raised again, and shaking his 
head; “but you don’t come up to your father in my opinion. 
Nor yet your mother.” 

“How is my mother?” 

“She is as she always is now. Keeps her room when not 
actually bedridden, and hasn’t been out of it fifteen times in 
as many years, Arthur.” They had walked into a spare, 
meagre dining-room. The old man had put the candlestick 
upon the table, and supporting his right elbow with his left 
hand, was smoothing his leathern jaws while he looked at the 
visitor. The visitor offered his hand. ‘The old man took it 
coldly enough, and seemed to prefer his jaws; to which he 
returned as soon as he could. 

“T doubt if your mother will approve of your coming home 
on the Sabbath, Arthur,” he said, shaking his head warily. 

“You would n’t have me go away again?” 

“Oh! I? 1? Iam not the master. It’s not what J would 
have. I have stood between your father and mother for a 
number of years. JI don’t pretend to stand between your 
mother and you.” 

“Will you tell her that I have come home?” 

“Yes, Arthur, yes. Oh, to be sure! I[’ll tell her that you 
have come home. Please to wait here. You won’t find the 
room changed.” He took another candle from a cupboard, 
lighted it, left the first on the table, and went upon his errand. 
He was a short, bald old man, in a high shouldered black coat 
and waistcoat, drab breeches and long drab gaiters. He might, 
from his dress, have been either clerk or servant, and in fact 
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had long been both. There was nothing about him in the way 
of decoration but a watch, which was lowered into the depths 
of its proper pocket by an old black ribbon, and had a tarnished 
copper key moored above it, to show where it was sunk. His 
head was awry, and he had a one-sided, crab-like way with 
him, as if his foundations had yielded at about the same time 
as those of the house, and he ought to have been propped up in 
a similar manner, 

“Flow weak am I,” said Arthur Clennam, when he was 
gone, “that I could shed tears at this reception! I, who have 
never experienced anything else; who have never expected any- 
thing else.” 

He not only could, but did. It was the momentary yielding 
of a nature that had been disappointed from the dawn of its 
perceptions, but had not quite given up all its hopeful yearn- 
ings yet. He subdued it, took up the candle and examined 
the room. The old articles of furniture were in their old 
places; the Plagues of Egypt, much the dimmer for the fly and 
smoke plagues of London, were framed and glazed upon the 
walls. There was the old cellaret with nothing in it, lined 
with lead, like a sort of coffin in compartments; there was the 
old dark closet, also with nothing in it, of which he had been 
many a time the sole contents, in days of punishment, when he 
had regarded it as the veritable entrance to that bourne to 
which the tract had found him galloping. There was the large, 
hard-featured clock on .the sideboard, which he used to see 
bending its figured brows upon him with a savage joy when he 
was behind-hand with his lessons, and which, when it was 
wound up once a week with an iron handle, used to sound as if 
it were growling in ferocious anticipation of the miseries into 
which it would bring him. But here was the old man come 
back, saying, “‘ Arthur, Ill go before and light you.” 

Arthur followed him up the staircase, which was panelled 
off into spaces like so many mourning tablets into a dim bed- 
chamber, the floor of which had gradually so sunk and settled, — 
that the fireplace was in a dell. On a black bier-like sofa in 
this hollow, propped up behind with one great angular black 
bolster, like the block at a state execution in the good old 
times, sat his mother in a widow’s dress, 

She and his father had been at variance from his earliest 
remembrance. ‘To sit speechless himself in the midst of rigid 
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silence, glancing in dread from the one averted face to the 
other, had been the peacefullest occupation of his childhood. 
She gave him one glassy kiss, and four stiff fingers muffled in 
worsted, This embrace concluded, he sat down on the opposite 
side of her little table. There was a fire in the grate, as there 
had been night and day for fifteen years. There was a kettle 
on the hob, as there had been night and day for fifteen years, 
There was a little mound of damped ashes on the top of the fire, 
and another little mound swept together under the grate, as 
there had been night and day for fifteen years. There was a 
smell of black dye in the airless room, which the fire had been 
drawing out of the crape and stuff of the widow’s dress for 
fifteen months, and out of the bier-like sofa for fifteen years. 

“Mother, this is a change from your old active habits.” 

“The world has narrowed to these dimensions, Arthur,” she 
replied, glancing round the room. “It is well for me that I 
never set my heart upon its hollow vanities.” 

The old influence of her presence and her stern strong voice, 
so gathered about her son, that he felt conscious of a renewal 
of the timid chill and reserve of his childhood. 

“Do you never leave your room, mother?” 

“What with my rheumatic affection, and what with its 
attendant debility or nervous weakness — names are of no mat- 
ter now —I have lost the use of my limbs. I never leave my 
room. JI have not been outside this door for—tell him for 
how long,” she said, speaking over her shoulder. 

“‘A dozen year next Christmas,” returned a cracked voice 
out of the dimness behind. 

“Ts that Affery?” said Arthur, looking towards it. 

The cracked voice replied that it was Affery; and an old 
woman came forward into what doubtful light there was, and 
kissed her hand once; then subsided again into the dimness. 

“T am able,” said Mrs. Clennam, with a slight motion of 
her worsted-muffled right hand towards a chair on wheels, 
standing before a tall writing-cabinet close shut up, ‘‘I am able 
to attend to my business duties, and I am thankful for the 
privilege. It is a great privilege. But no more of business on 
this day. It is a bad night, is it not?” 

‘Yes, mother.” 

* Does it snow?” 

“Snow, mother? And we only yet in September?” 
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* All seasons are alike to me,” she returned, with a grim 
kind of luxuriousness, ‘I know nothing of summer and 
winter, shut up here. The Lord has been pleased to put me 
beyond all that.” With her cold grey eyes and her cold grey 
hair, and her immovable face, as stiff as the folds of her stony 
head-dress, — her being beyond the reach of the seasons 
seemed but a fit sequence to her being beyond the reach of all 
changing emotions. 

On her little table lay two or three books, her handkerchief, 
a pair of steel spectacles newly taken off, and an old-fashioned 
gold watch in a heavy double case. Upon this last object her 
son’s eyes and her own now rested together. 

“T see that you received the packet I sent you on my 
father’s death safely, mother.” 

“You see.” , 

“T never knew my father to show so much anxiety on any 
subject, as that his watch should be sent straight to you.” 

“‘T keep it here as a remembrance of your father.” 

“Tt was not until the last that he expressed the wish. 
When he could only put his hand upon it, and very indis- 
tinctly say to me ‘ your mother.’ A moment before, I thought 
him wandering in his mind, as he had been for many hours — 
I think he had no consciousness of pain in his short illness — 
when I saw him turn himself in his bed and try to open it.” 

“Was your father, then, not wandering in his mind when 
he tried to open it?” 

“No. He was quite sensible at that time.” 

Mrs. Clennam shook her head; whether in dismissal of the 
deceased or opposing herself to her son’s opinion, was not 
clearly expressed. 

“After my father’s death I opened it myself, thinking there 
might be, for anything I knew, some memorandum there. 
However, as I need not tell you, mother, there was nothing 
but the old silk watch-paper worked in beads, which you found 
(no doubt) in its place between the cases, where I found and 
left it.” 

Mrs. Clennam signified assent; then added, “no more of 
business on this day,” and then added, “Affery, it is nine 
o'clock.” 

Upon this the old woman cleared the little table, went out 
of the room, and quickly returned with a tray, on which was 
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a dish of little rusks and a small precise pat of butter, cool, 
symmetrical, white, and plump. ‘The old man who had been 
standing by the door in one attitude during the whole inter- 
view, looking at the mother up stairs as he had looked at the 
son down stairs, went out at the same time, and, after a longer 
absence, returned with another tray on which was the greater 
part of a bottle of port wine (which, to judge by his panting, 
he had brought from the cellar), a lemon, a sugar basin, and 
a spice box. With these materials and the aid of the kettle, 
he filled a tumbler with a hot and odorous mixture, measured 
out and compounded with as much nicety as a physician’s 
prescription. Into this mixture, Mrs. Clennam dipped certain 
of the rusks and ate them; while the old woman buttered 
certain other of the rusks, which were to be eaten alone. 
When the invalid had eaten all the rusks and drunk all the 
mixture, the two trays were removed; and the books and the 
candle, watch, handkerchief and spectacles were replaced upon 
the table. She then put on the spectacles and read certain 
passages aloud from a book —sternly, fiercely, wrathfully — 
praying that her enemies (she made them by her tone and 
manner expressly hers) might be put to the edge of the sword, 
consumed by fire, smitten by plagues and leprosy, that their 
bones might be ground to dust, and that they might be utterly 
exterminated. As she read on, years seemed to fall away from 
her son like the imaginings of a dream, and all the old dark 
horrors of his usual preparation for the sleep of an innocent 
child to overshadow him. 

She shut the book and remained for a little time with her 
face shaded by her hand. So did the old man, otherwise still 
unchanged in attitude; so, probably, did the old woman in her 
dimmer part of the room. ‘Then the sick woman was ready 
for bed. 

“Good night, Arthur. Affery will see to your accommoda- 
tion. Only touch me, for my hand is tender.” He touched 
the worsted muffling of her hand—that was nothing; if his 
mother had been sheathed in brass there would have been no 
new barrier between them—and followed the old man and 
woman down stairs. 

The latter asked him, when they were alone together among 
the heavy shadows of the dining room, would he have some 
supper ? 
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“No, Affery, no supper.” 

“You shall if you like,” said Affery. ‘There ’s_ her 
to-morrow’s partridge in the larder—her first this year; say 
the word and [ll cook it.” 

No, he had not long dined, and could eat nothing. 

“Have something to drink, then,” said Affery; ‘‘you shall 
have some of her bottle of port, if you like. Ill tell Jere- 
miah that you ordered me to bring it you.” 

No; nor would he have that, either. 

“It’s no reason, Arthur,” said the old woman, bending over 
him to whisper, “that because I am afeared of my life of ’em, 
you should be. You’ve got half the property, have n’t you?” 

“Yes, yes.” . 

“Well, then, don’t you be cowed. You’re clever, Arthur, 
ain’t you?” 

He nodded, as she seemed to expect an answer in the affir- 
mative. 

“Then stand up against them! She’s awful clever, and 
none but a clever one durst say a word to her. He’s a clever 
one —oh, he’s a clever one!—and he gives it her when he 
has a mind to ’t, he does! ” 

“Your husband does?” 

. “Does? It makes me shake from head to foot, to hear him 
give it her. My husband, Jeremiah Flintwinch, can conquer 
even your mother. What can he be but a clever one to do 
that!” 

His shuffling footstep coming towards them caused her to 
retreat to the other end of the room. Though a tall hard- 
favoured sinewy old woman, who in her youth might have 
enlisted in the Foot Guards without much fear of discovery, 
she collapsed before the little keen-eyed crab-like old man. 

“Now, Affery,” said he, ‘now woman, what are you doing? 
Can’t you find Master Arthur something or another to pick 
at?” 

Master Arthur repeated his recent refusal to pick at any- 
thing. 

‘Very well, then,” said the old man; “make his bed. Stir 
yourself.” His neck was so twisted, that the knotted ends 
of his white cravat usually dangled under one ear; his natural 
acerbity and energy, always contending with a second nature 
of habitual repression, gave his features a swollen and suffused 
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look; and altogether, he had a weird appearance of having 
hanged himself at one time or other, and of having gone about 
ever since, halter and all, exactly as some timely hand had cut 
him down. 

“You ’ll have bitter words together to-morrow, Arthur; you 
and your mother,” said Jeremiah. “Your having given up 
the business on your father’s death—which she suspects, 
though we have left it to you to tell her—won’t go off 
smoothly.” é 

“T have given up everything in life for the business, and 
the time came for me to give up that.” 

“Good!” cried Jeremiah, evidently meaning Bad. ‘‘ Very 
good! only don’t expect me to stand between your mother and 
you, Arthur. I stood between your mother and your father, 
fending off this, and fending off that, and getting crushed and 
pounded betwixt ’em; and I’ve done with such work.” 

“You will never be asked to begin it again for me, Jere- 
miah.” 

“Good, I’m glad to hear it; because I should have had to 
decline it, if I had been. That’s enough—as your mother 
says—and more than enough of such matters on a Sabbath 
night. Affery, woman, have you found what you want yet?” 

She had been collecting sheets and blankets from a press, 
and hastened to gather them up, and to reply, “Yes, Jere- 
miah.” Arthur Clennam helped her by carrying the load him- 
self, wished the old man good night, and went up stairs with 
her to the top of the house. 

They mounted up and up, through the musty smell of an 
old close house, little used, to a large garret bedroom. Meagre 
and spare, like all the other rooms, it was even uglier and 
erimmer than the rest, by being the place of banishment for 
the worn-out furniture. Its movables were ugly old chairs 
with worn-out seats, and ugly old chairs without any seats; a 
threadbare patternless carpet, a maimed table, a crippled ward- 
robe, a lean set of fire-irons like the skeleton of a set deceased, 
a washing stand that looked as if it had stood for ages in a hail 
of dirty soap-suds, and a bedstead with four bare atomies of 
posts, each terminating in a spike, as if for the dismal accom- 
modation of lodgers who might prefer to impale themselves. 
Arthur opened the long low window, and looked out upon the 
old blasted and blackened forest of chimneys, and the old red 
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glare in the sky which had seemed to him once upon a time 
but a nightly reflection of the fiery environment that was pre- 
sented to his childish fancy in all directions, let it look where 
it would. 

He drew in his head again, sat down at the bedside, and 
looked on at Affery Flintwinch making the bed. 

“ Affery, you were not married when I went away.” 

She screwed her mouth into the form of saying “No,” 
shook her head, and proceeded to get a pillow into its case, 

“How did it happen?” 

“Why, Jeremiah, 0’ course,” said Affery, with an end of 
the pillow-case between her teeth. 

“Of course he proposed it, but how did it all come about? 
I should have thought that neither of you would have married ; 
least of all should I have thought of your marrying each 
other.” 

“No more should I,” said Mrs. Flintwinch, tying the pillow 
tightly in its case. 

“That ’s what I mean. When did you begin to think 
otherwise ? ”” 

“Never begun to think otherwise at all,” said Mrs. Flint- 
winch. 

Seeing, as she patted the pillow into its place on the bolster, 
that he was still looking at her, as if waiting for the rest of her 
reply, she gave it a great poke in the middle, and asked, ‘‘ How 
could I help myself?” 

‘How could you help yourself from being married?” 

“© course,” said Mrs. Flintwinch. “It was no doing 0’ 
mine. J’d never thought of it. I’d got something to do, 
without thinking, indeed! he kept me to it when she could go 
about, and she could go about then.” 

“Well? ” . 

“Well?” echoed Mrs. Flintwinch. ‘“That’s what I said 
myself. Well! What’s the use of considering? If them 
two clever ones has made up their minds to it, what’s left for 
me to do? Nothing.” 

‘Was it my mother’s project, then?” 

“The Lord bless you, Arthur, and forgive me the wish!” 
. eried Affery, speaking always in a low tone. “If they hadn’t 
been both of a mind in it, how could it ever have been? 
Jeremiah never courted me; ’t ain’t likely that he would, 
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after living in the house with me and ordering me about for 
as many years as he 7d done. He said to me one day, he said, 
‘ Affery,’ he said, ‘now I am going to tell you something. 
What do you think of the name of Flintwinch?’ ‘ What do I 
think of it?’ I says. ‘ Yes,’ he said; ‘ because you ’re going 
to take it,’ he said. ‘Take it?’ I says. ‘Jere-mi-ah?’ 
Oh, he’s a clever one! ” 

Mrs. Flintwinch went on to spread the upper sheet over the 
bed, and the blanket over that, and the counterpane over that, 
as if she had quite concluded her story. 

“Well?” said Arthur again. 

“Well?” echoed Mrs. Flintwinch again. “How could I 
help myself? He said to me, ‘ Affery, you and me must be 
married, and [’ll tell you why. She’s failing in health, and 
she ’ll want pretty constant attendance up in her room, and 
we shall have to be much with her, and there ’ll be nobody 
about now but ourselves when we ’re away from her, and alto- 
gether it will be more convenient. She’s of my opinion,’ he 
said,‘so if you’ll put your bonnet on, next Monday morning 
at eight, we ’ll get it over.’” Mrs. Flintwinch tucked up the 
bed. 

“Well? ” 

“Well?” repeated Mrs. Flintwinch, “I think so! I sits 
me down and says it. Well!—Jeremiah then says to me, 
‘As to banns, next Sunday being the third time of asking (for 
I’ve put ’em up a fortnight), is my reason for naming Mon- 
day. She’ll speak to you about it herself, and now she’ll 
find you prepared, Affery.” That same day she spoke to me, 
and she said, ‘So, Affery, I understand that you and Jeremiah 
are going to be married. I am glad of it, and so are you, with 
reason. It is a very good thing for you, and very welcome 
“under the circumstances to me. He is a sensible man, and 
a trustworthy man, and a persevering man, anda pious man.’ 
What could I say when it had come to that? Why, it if had 
been —a Smothering instead of a Wedding,” Mrs. Flintwinch 
cast about in her mind with great pains for this form of expres- 
sion, “I couldn’t have said a word upon it, against them two 
clever ones.” 

“In good faith, I believe so.” 

“And so you may, Arthur.” 

“ Affery, what girl was that in my mother’s room just now?” 
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“Girl?” said Mrs. Flintwinch in a rather sharp key. 

“Tt was a girl, surely, whom I saw near you — almost hid- 
den in the dark corner?” 

“Oh! She? Little Dorrit? She’s nothing; she’s a 
whim of —hers.” It was a peculiarity of Affery Flintwinch 
that she never spoke of Mrs. Clennam by name. “But there’s 
another sort of girls than that about. Have you forgot your 
old sweetheart? Long and long ago, I’ll be bound.” 

“T suffered enough from my mother’s separating us, to 
remember her. I recollect her very well.” 

“Have you got another?” 

pai Carats 

“Here’s news for you, then. She’s well to do now, and 
a widow. And if you like to have her, why you can.” 

“And how do you know that, Affery ?” 

“Them two clever ones have been speaking about it. — 
There ’s Jeremiah on the stairs!”? She was gone in a moment. 

Mrs. Flintwinch had introduced into the web that his mind 
was busily weaving, in that old workshop where the loom of 
his youth had stood, the last thread wanting to the pattern. 
The airy folly of a boy’s love had found its way even into that 
house, and he had been as wretched under its hopelessness as 
if the house had been a castle of romance. Little more than 
a week ago, at Marsgilles, the face of the pretty girl from 
whom he had parted with regret, had had an unusual interest 
for him, and a tender hold upon him, because of some resem- 
blance, real or imagined, to this first face that had soared out 
of his gloomy life into the bright glories of fancy. He leaned 
upon the sill of the long, low window, and looking out upon 
the blackened forest of chimneys again, began to dream. For 
it had been the uniform tendency of this man’s life—so much 
was wanting in it to think about, so much that might have 
been better directed and happier to speculate upon — to make 
him a dreamer, after all. 
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CHAPTER IV 
MRS. FLINTWINCH HAS A DREAM 


Wuen Mrs. Flintwinch dreamed, she usually dreamed, 
unlike the son of her old mistress, with her eyes shut. She 
had a curiously vivid dream that night, and before she had left 
the son of her old mistress many hours. In fact it was not at 
all like a dream, it was so very real in every respect. It hap. 
pened in this wise. 

The bed-chamber occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Flintwinch was 
within a few paces of that to which Mrs. Clennam had been so 
long confined. It was not on the same floor, for it was a room 
at the side of the house, which was approached by a steep 
descent of a few odd steps, diverging from the main staircase 
nearly opposite to Mrs. Clennam’s door. It could scarcely be 
said to be within call, the walls, doors, and panelling of the old 
place were so cumbrous; but it was within easy reach, in any 
undress, at any hour of the night, in any temperature. At the 
head of the bed, and within a foot of Mrs. Flintwinch’s ear, 
was a bell, the line of which hung ready to Mrs. Clennam’s 
hand. Whenever this bell rang, up started Affery, and was 
in the sick room before she was awake. 

Having got her mistress into bed, lighted her lamp, and 
given her good night, Mrs. Flintwinch went to roost as usual, 
saving that her lord had not yet appeared. It was her lord 
himself who became —vunlike the last theme in the mind, 
according to the observation of most philosophers — the subject 
of Mrs. Flintwinch’s dream. 

It seemed to her that she awoke, after sleeping some hours, 
and found Jeremiah not yet abed. That she looked at the 
candle she had left burning, and, measuring the time like king 
Alfred the Great, was confirmed by its wasted state in her 
belief that she had been asleep for some considerable period. 
That she arose thereupon, muffled herself up in a wrapper, put 
on her shoes, and went out on the staircase much surprised, to 
look for Jeremiah. 
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The staircase was as wooden and solid as need be, and Affery 
went straight down it without any of those deviations peculiar 
to dreams. She did not skim over it, but walked down it, and + 
guided herself by the banisters on account of her candle having 
died out. In one corner of the hall, benind the house door, 
there was a little waiting-room, like a well-shaft, with a long 
narrow window in it as if it had been ripped up. In this 
room, which was never used, a light was burning. 

Mrs. Flintwinch crossed the hall, feeling its pavement cold 
to her stockingless feet, and peeped in between the rusty hinges 
of the door, which stood a little open. She expected to see 
Jeremiah fast asleep or in a fit, but he was calmly seated in a 
chair, awake, and in his usual health. But what— hey ?— 
Lord forgive us! — Mrs. Flintwinch muttered some ejaculation 
to this effect, and turned giddy. 

For Mr. Flintwinch awake, was watching Mr. Flintwinch 
asleep. He sat on one side of a small table, looking keenly at 
himself on the other side with his chin sunk on his breast, 
snoring. The waking Flintwinch had his full front face pre- 
sented to his wife; the sleeping Flintwinch was in profile. 
The waking Flintwinch was the old original; the sleeping 
Flintwinch was the double. Just as she might have distin- 
guished between a tangible object and its reflection in a glass, 
Affery made out this difference with her head going round and 
round. 

If she had had any doubt which was her own Jeremiah, it 
would have been resolved by his impatience. He looked about 
him for an offensive weapon, caught up the snuffers, and, be- 
fore applying them to the cabbage-headed candle, lunged at 
the sleeper as though he would have run him through the 
body. 

“Who’s that? What’s the matter?” cried the sleeper 
starting. 

Mr. Flintwinch made a movement with the snuffers, as if he 
would have enforced silence on his companion by putting them 
down his throat; the companion coming to himself, said, rub- 
bing his eyes, ‘I forgot where I was.” 

‘“You have been asleep,” snarled Jeremiah, referring to his 
watch, “two hours. You said you would be rested enough if 
you had a short nap.” 

“T have had a short nap,” said Double. 
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“Half-past two o’clock in the morning,” muttered Jeremiah. 
“‘Where’s your hat? Where’s your coat? Where’s the 
box ?” 

‘All here,” said Double, tying up his throat with sleepy 
carefulness ina shawl. “Stop a minute. Now give me the 
sleeve —not that sleeve, the other one. Ha! I’m not as 
young as I was.” Mr. Flintwinch had pulled him into his coat 
with vehement energy. ‘‘ You promised mea second glass after 
I was rested.” 

“Drink it!” returned Jeremiah, ‘‘and—choke yourself, I 
was going to say —but go, I mean.” At the same time he 
produced the identical port-wine bottle, and filled a wine-glass. 

“Her port-wine, I believe?” said Double, tasting it as if he 
were in the Docks, with hours to spare. ‘‘ Her health.” 

He took a sip. 

Your health!” 

He took another sip. 

“His health!” 

He took another sip. 

“And all friends round Saint Paul’s.” He emptied and 
put down the wine-glass half-way through this ancient civic 
toast, and took up the box. It was an iron box some two feet 
square, which he carried under his arms pretty easily. Jere- 
miah watched his manner of adjusting it, with jealous eyes; 
tried it with his hands, to be sure that he had a firm hold of 
it; bade him for his life be careful what he was about; and 
then stole out on tiptoe to open the door for him. Affery, 
anticipating the last movement, was on the staircase. The 
sequence of things was so ordinary and natural, that, standing 
there, she could hear the door open, feel the night air, and see 
the stars outside. 

But now came the most remarkable part of the dream. She 
felt so afraid of her husband, that being on the staircase, she 
had not the power to retreat to her room (which she might eas- 
ily have done before he had fastened the door), but stood there 
staring. Consequently when he came up the staircase to bed, 
candle in hand, he came full upon her. He looked astonished, 
but said not a word. He kept his eyes upon her, and kept 
advancing; and she, completely under his influence, kept retir- 
ing before him. ‘Thus, she walking backward and he walking 
forward, they came into their own room. They were no sooner 
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shut in there, than Mr. Flintwinch took her by the throat, and 
shook her until she was black in the face. 

“Why, Affery, woman—Affery!” said Mr. Flintwinch. 
“What have you been dreaming of? Wake up, wake up! 
What ’s the matter?” 

“The —the matter, Jeremiah?” gasped Mrs, Flintwinch, 
rolling her eyes. | 

“Why, Affery, woman—Affery! You have been getting 
out of bed in your sleep, my dear! I come up, after having 
fallen asleep myself, below, and find you in your wrapper here, 
with the nightmare. Affery, woman,” said Mr. Flintwinch, 
with a friendly grin on his expressive countenance, ‘‘if you 
ever have a dream of this sort again, it’ll be a sign of your 
being in want of physic. And I’ll give you such a dose, old 
woman — such a dose!” 

Mrs. Flintwinch thanked him and crept into bed. 
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CHAPTER V 
FAMILY AFFAIRS 


As the city ‘clocks struck nine on Monday morning, Mrs. 
Clennam was wheeled by Jeremiah Flintwinch of the cut- 
down aspect, to her tall cabinet. When she had unlocked and 
opened it, and had settled herself at its desk, Jeremiah with- 
drew —as it might be, to hang himself more effectually — and 
her son appeared, 

‘Are you any better this morning, mother?” 

She shook her head, with the same austere air of luxurious- 
ness that she had shown over-night when speaking of the 
weather. “I shall never be better any more. It is well for 
me, Arthur, that I know it and can bear it.” 

Sitting with her hands laid separately upon the desk, and 
the tall cabinet towering before her, she looked as if she were 
performing on a dumb church organ. Her son thought so (it 
was an old thought with him), while he took his seat beside it. 

She opened a drawer or two, looked over some business 
papers, and put them back again. Her severe face had no 
thread of relaxation in it, by which any explorer could have 
been guided to the gloomy labyrinth of her thoughts. 

“Shall I speak of our affairs, mother? Are you inclined 
to enter upon business?” 

“Am I inclined, Arthur? MRather, are you? Your father 
has been dead a year and more. I have been at your disposal, 
and waiting your pleasure, ever since.” 

“There was much to arrange before I could leave; and 
when I did leave, I travelled a little for rest and relief.” 

She turned her face towards him, as not having heard or 
understood his last words. 

“For rest and relief.” 

She glanced round the sombre room, and appeared from the 
motion of her lips to repeat the words to herself, as calling it 
to witness how little of either it afforded her. 
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“Besides, mother, you being sole executrix, and having the 
direction and management of the estate, there remained little 
business, or I might say none, that I could transact, until you 
had had time to arrange matters to your satisfaction.” 

“The accounts are made out,” she returned, “I have them 
here. The vouchers have all been examined and _ passed. 
You can inspect them when you like, Arthur; now, if you 
please.” 

“Tt is quite enough, mother, to know that the business is 
completed. Shall I proceed then?” 

“Why not?” she said, in her frozen way. 

“Mother, our House has done less and less for some years 
past, and our dealings have been progressively on the decline. 
We have never shown much confidence, or invited much; we 
have attached no people to us; the track we have kept is not 
the track of the time; and we have been left far behind. I 
need not dwell on this to you, mother. You know it neces- 
sarily.” 

“T know what you mean,” she answered, in a qualified 
tone. 

‘Even this old house in which we speak,” pursued her son, 
“fis an instance of what I say. In my father’s earlier time, 
and in his uncle’s time before him, it was a place of business 
—really a place of business, and business resort. Now, it is 
a mere anomaly and incongruity here, out of date and out of 
purpose. All our consignments have long been made to Rov- 
inghams’ the commission-merchants; and although, as a check 
upon them, and in the stewardship of my father’s resources, 
-your judgment and watchfulness have been actively exerted, 
still those qualities would have influenced my father’s fortunes 
equally if you had lived in any private dwelling, would they 
not?” 

“Do you consider,” she returned, without answering his 
question, “‘that a house serves no purpose, Arthur, in shelter- 
ing your infirm and afflicted —justly infirm and righteously 
afflicted — mother?” 

“‘T was speaking only of business purposes.” 

“With what object?” 

“T am coming to it.” 

“T foresee,” she returned, fixing her eyes upon him, ‘ what 
it is. But the Lord forbid that I should repine under any 
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visitation. In my sinfulness I merit bitter disappointment, 
and I accept it.” 

“Mother, I grieve to hear you speak like this, though I 
have had my apprehensions that you would —” 

“You knew I would. You knew me,” she interrupted. 

Her son paused for a moment. He had struck fire out of 
her, and was surprised. “Well!” she said, relapsing into 
stone. “Goon. Let me hear.” 

“You have anticipated, mother, that I decide for my part 
to abandon the business. I have done with it. J will not 
take upon myself to advise you; you will continue it, I see. 
If I had any influence with you, I would simply use it to 
soften your judgment of me in causing you this disappoint- 
ment; to represent to you that I have lived the half of a long 
term of life, and have never before set my own will against 
yours. I cannot say that I have been able to conform myself, 
in heart and spirit, to your rules; I cannot say that I believe 
my forty years have been profitable or pleasant to myself, or 
any one; but I have habitually submitted, and I only ask you 
to remember it.” 

Woe to the suppliant, if such a one there were or ever had 
been, who had any concession to look for in the inexorable face 
at the cabinet. Woe to the defaulter whose appeal lay to the 
tribunal where those severe eyes presided. Great need had 
the rigid woman of her mystical religion, veiled in gloom and 
darkness, with lightnings of cursing, vengeance, and destruc- 
tion, flashing through the sable clouds. Forgive us our debts 
as we forgive our debtors, was a prayer too poor in spirit for 
her. Smite thou my debtors, Lord, wither them, crush them; 
do Thou as I would do, and Thou shalt have my worship: 
this was the impious tower of stone she built up to scale 
Heaven. 

“Have you finished, Arthur, or have you anything more to 
say to me? I think there can be nothing else. You have 
been short, but full of matter! ” 

“Mother, I have yet something more to say. It has been 
upon my mind, night and day, this long time. It is far more 
difficult to say than what I have said. That concerned myself; 
this concerns us all.” 

“Us all! Who are us all?” 

“Yourself, myself, my dead father.” 


LITTLE DORRIT 51 


She took her hands from the desk; folded them in her lap; 
and sat looking towards the fire, with the impenetrability of an 
old Egyptian sculpture. 

“You knew my father infinitely better than I ever knew 
him; and his reserve with me yielded to you. You were 
much the stronger, mother, and directed him. As a child, I 
knew it as well as I know it now. I knew that your ascen- 
dancy over him was the cause of his going to China to take 
care of the business there, while you took care of it here 
(though I do not even now know whether these were really 
terms of separation that you agreed npon); and that it was 
your will that I should remain with you until I was twenty, 
and then go to him as I did. You will not be offended by my 
recalling this, after twenty years?” 

“T am waiting to hear why you recall it.” 

He lowered his voice, and said, with manifest reluctance, 
and against his will: — 

“JT want to ask you, mother, whether it ever occurred to 
you to suspect —” 

At the word Suspect, she turned her eyes momentarily upon 
her son with a dark frown. She then suffered them to seek 
the fire as before; but with the frown fixed upon them, as if 
the sculptor of old Egypt had indented it in the hard granite 
face, to frown for ages. 

“__that he had any secret remembrance which caused him 
trouble of mind— remorse? Whether you ever observed any- 
thing in his conduct suggesting that; or ever spoke to him 
upon it, or ever heard him hint at such a thing?” 

“T do not understand what kind of secret remembrance you 
mean to infer that your father was a prey to,” she returned, 
after a silence. ‘‘ You speak so mysteriously.” 

“Ts it possible, mother,” her son leaned forward to be the 
nearer to her while he whispered it, and laid his hand ner- 
vously upon her desk, “is it possible, mother, that he had 
unhappily wronged any one, and made no reparation?” 

Looking at him wrathfully, she bent herself back in her 
chair to keep him further off, but gave him no reply. 

“T am deeply sensible, mother, that if this thought has 
never at any time flashed upon you, it must seem cruel and 
unnatural in me, even in this confidence, to breathe it. But 
I cannot shake it off. Time and change (I have tried both 


52 LITTLE DORRIT 


before breaking silence) do nothing to wear it out. Remem- 
ber, I was with my father. Remember, I saw his face when 
he gave the watch into my keeping, and struggled to express 
that he sent it as a token you would understand, to you. 
Remember, I saw him at the last with the pencil in his failing 
hand, trying to write some word for you to read, but to which 
he could give no shape. The more remote and cruel this vague 
suspicion that I have, the stronger the circumstances that could 
give it any semblance of probability to me. For heaven’s 
sake let us examine sacredly whether there is any wrong 
entrusted to us to set right. No one can help towards it, 
mother, but you.” 

Still so recoiling in her chair that her overpoised weight 
moved it, from time to time, a little on its wheels, and gave 
her the appearance of a phantom of fierce aspect gliding away 
from, him, she interposed her left arm, bent at the elbow with 
the back of her hand towards her face, between herself and 
him, and looked at him in a fixed silence. 

“In grasping at money and in driving hard bargains —I 
have begun, and I must speak of such things now, mother — 
some one may have been grievously deceived, injured, ruined. 
You were the moving power of all this machinery before my 
birth; your stronger spirit has been infused into all my 
father’s dealings, for more than two score years. You can set 
these doubts at rest, I think, if you will really help me to 
discover the truth. Will you, mother?” 

He stopped in the hope that she would speak. But her 
grey hair was not more immovable in its two folds, than were 
her firm lips. 

“Tf reparation can be made to any one, if restitution can be 
made to any one, let us know it and make it. Nay, mother, 
if within my means, let me make it. I have seen so little 
happiness come of money; it has brought within my know- 
ledge so little peace to this house, or to any one belonging 
to it; that it is worth less to me than to another. It can 
buy me nothing that will not be a reproach and misery to me, 
if I am haunted by a suspicion that it darkened my father’s 
last hours with remorse, and that it is not honestly and justly 
mine. ”’ 

There was a bell-rope hanging on the panelled wall, some 
two or three yards from the cabinet. By a swift and sudden 
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action of her foot, she drove her wheeled chair rapidly back to 
it and pulled it violently —still holding her arm up in its 
shield-like posture, as if he were striking at her, and she ward- 
ing off the blow. 

A girl came hurrying in, frightened. 

“Send Flintwinch here! ” 

In a moment the girl had withdrawn, and the old man 
stood within the door. ‘“‘ What! You’re hammer and tongs 
already, you two?” he said, coolly stroking his face. “I 
thought you would be. I was pretty sure of it.” 

“Flintwinch!” said the mother, “look at my son. Look at 
him!” 

“Well! I am looking at him,” said Flintwinch. 

She stretched out the arm with which she had shielded her- 
self, and as she went on pointed at the object of her anger. 

“In the very hour of his return almost — before the shoe 
upon his foot is dry —he asperses his father’s memory to his 
mother! Asks his mother to become, with him, a spy upon 
his father’s transactions through a lifetime! Has misgivings 
that the goods of this world which we have painfully got 
together early and late, with wear and tear and toil and self- 
denial, are so much plunder; and asks to whom they shall be 
given up, as reparation and restitution! ” 5 

Although she said this raging, she said it in a voice so far 
from being beyond her control, that it was even lower than her 
usual tone. She also spoke with great distinctness, 

“Reparation!” said she, ‘“‘yes, truly! It is easy for him 
to talk of reparation, fresh from journeying and junketting in 
foreign lands, and living a life of vanity and pleasure. But 
let him look at me, in prison and in bonds here. I endure 
without murmuring, because it is appointed that I shall so 
make reparation for my sins. Reparation! Is there none in 
this room? Has there been none here this fifteen years?” 

Thus was she always balancing her bargain with the Majesty 
of heaven, posting up the entries to her credit, strictly keeping 
her set-off, and claiming her due. She was only remarkable 
in this for the force and emphasis with which she did it. 
Thousands upon thousands do it, according to their varying 
manner, every day. 

“Flintwinch, give me that book!” 

The old man handed it to her from the table. She put two 
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fingers between the leaves, closed the book upon them, and 
held it up to her son in a threatening way. 

“In the days of old, Arthur, treated of in this Commentary, 
there were pious men, beloved of the Lord, who would have 
cursed their sons for less than this; who would have sent them 
forth, and sent whole nations forth, if such had supported 
them, to be avoided of God and man, and perish, down to the 
baby at the breast. But I only tell you that if you ever 
renew that theme with me, I will renounce you; I will so 
dismiss you through that doorway, that you had better have 
been motherless from your cradle. I will never see or know 
you more. And if, after all, you were to come into this dark- 
ened room to look upon me lying dead, my body should bleed, 
if I could make it, when you came near me.” 

In part relieved by the intensity of this threat, and in part 
(monstrous as the fact is) by a general impression that it was 
in some sort a religious proceeding, she handed back the book 
to the old man, and was silent. 

“Now,” said Jeremiah; “premising that I’m not going to 
stand between you two, will you let me ask (as I have been 
called in, and made a third) what is all this about?” 

“Take your version of it,” returned Arthur, finding it left 
to him to speak, “‘from my mother. Let it rest there. What 
I have said, was said to my mother only.” 

‘‘Oh!” returned the old man. ‘‘From your mother? Take 
it from your mother?. Well! But your mother mentioned 
that you had been suspecting your father. That’s not duti- 
ful, Mr. Arthur. Who will you be suspecting next?” 

“Enough,” said Mrs. Clennam, turning her face so that it 
was addressed for the moment to the old man only. “Let no 
more be said about this.” 

“Yes, but stop a bit, stop a bit,” the old man persisted. 
‘Let us see how we stand. Have you told Mr. Arthur that 
he must n’t lay offences at his father’s door? That he has no 
right to do it? That he has no ground to go upon?” 

“T tell him so now.” 

“Ah! Exactly,” said the old man. “You tell him so 
now. You hadn’t told him so before, and you tell him so 
now. Ay, ay! That’s right! You know I stood between 
you and his father so long, that it seems as if death had made 
no difference, and I was still standing between you. So I 
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will, and so in fairness I require to have that plainly put for- 
ward. Arthur, you please to hear that you have no right to 
mistrust your father, and have no ground to go upon.” 

He put his hands to the back of the wheeled chair, and 
muttering to himself, slowly wheeled his mistress back to her 
cabinet. ‘“‘Now,” he resumed, standing behind her; ‘“‘in case 
I should go away leaving things half done, and so should be 
wanted again when you come to the other half and get into 
one of your flights, has Arthur told you what he means to do 
about the business ? ” 

“He has relinquished it.” 

“Tn favour of nobody, I suppose ? ” 

Mrs. Clennam glanced at her son, leaning against one of the 
windows. He observed the look, and said, ‘“‘To my mother, 
of course. She does what she pleases.” 

“And if any pleasure,” she said after a short pause, ‘could 
arise for me out of the disappointment of my expectations, that 
my son in the prime of his hfe would infuse new youth and 
strength into it, and make it of great profit and power, it would 
be in advancing an old and faithful servant. Jeremiah, the 
captain deserts the ship, but you and I will sink or float with 
1G2 

Jeremiah, whose eyes glistened as if they saw money, darted 
a sudden look at the son, which seemed to say, “I owe you 
no thanks for this; yow have done nothing towards it!” and 
then told the mother that he thanked her, and that Affery 
thanked her, and that he would never desert her, and that 
Affery would never desert her. Finally, he hauled up his 
watch from its depths, said, “Eleven. Time for your oys- 
ters!” and with that change of subject, which involved no 
‘change of expression or manner, rang the bell. 

But Mrs. Clennam, resolved to treat herself with the greater 
rigour for having been supposed to be unacquainted with 
reparation, refused to eat her oysters when they were brought. 
They looked tempting; eight in number, circularly set out on 
a white plate on a tray covered with a white napkin, flanked 
by a slice of buttered French roll, and a little compact glass of 
cool wine and water; but she resisted all persuasions, and sent 
them down again — placing the act to her credit, no doubt, in 
her Eternal Day-book. 

This refection of oysters was not presided over by Affery, 
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but by the girl who had appeared when the bell was rung; the 
same who had been in the dimly-lighted room last night. 
Now that he had an opportunity of observing her, Arthur 
found that her diminutive figure, small features, and slight 
spare dress, gave her the appearance of being much younger 
than she was. A woman probably of not less than two and 
twenty, she might have been passed in the street for little 
more than haif that age. Not that her face was very youth- 
ful, for in truth there was more consideration and care in it 
than naturally belonged to her utmost years; but she was so 
little and light, so noiseless and shy, and appeared so con- 
scious of being out of place among the three hard elders, that 
she had all the manner and much of the appearance of a sub- 
dued child. . 

In a hard way, and in an uncertain way that fluctuated 
between patronage and putting down, the sprinkling from a 
watering-pot and hydraulic pressure, Mrs. Clennam showed an 
interest in this dependant. Even in the moment of her 
entrance upon the violent ringing of the bell, when the mother 
shielded herself with that singular action from the son, Mrs. 
Clennam’s eyes had had some individual recognition in them, 
which seemed reserved for her. As there are degrees of hard- 
ness in the hardest metal, and shades of colour in black itself, 
so, even in the asperity of Mrs. Clennam’s demeanour towards 
all the rest of humanity and towards Little Dorrit, there was 
a fine gradation. 

Little Dorrit let herself out to do needlework. At so much 
a day —or at so little — from eight to eight, Little Dorrit was 
to be hired. Punctual to the moment, Little Dorrit appeared ; 
punctual to the moment, Little Dorrit vanished. What 
became of Little Dorrit between the two eights, was a mystery. 

Another of the moral phenomena of Little Dorrit — besides 
her consideration money, her daily contract included meals. 
She had an extraordinary repugnance to dining in company; 
would never do so, if it were possible to escape. Would 
always plead that she had this bit of work to begin first, or 
that bit of work to finish first; and would, of a certainty, 
scheme and plan—not very cunningly it would seem, for she 
deceived no one —to dine alone. Successful in this, happy in 
carrying off her plate anywhere, to make a table of her lap, or 
a box, or the ground, or even, as was supposed, to stand on 
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tip-toe, dining moderately at a mantelshelf; the great anxiety 
of Little Dorrit’s day was set at rest. 

It was not easy to make out Little Dorrit’s face; she was so 
retiring, plied her needle in such removed corners, and started 
away so scared if encountered on the stairs. But it seemed 
to be a pale transparent face, quick in expression, though not 
beautiful in feature, its soft hazel eyes excepted. A delicately 
bent head, a tiny form, a quick little pair of busy hands, and 
a shabby dress —it must needs have been very shabby to look 
at all so, being so neat — were Little Dorrit as she sat at work. 

For these particulars or generalities concerning Little Dorrit, 
Mr. Arthur was indebted in the course of the day to his own 
eyes and to Mrs. Affery’s tongue. If Mrs. Affery had had 
any will or way of her own, it would probably have been 
unfavourable to Little Dorrit. But as “‘them two clever ones” 
— Mrs. Affery’s perpetual reference, in whom her personality 
was swallowed up—vwere agreed to accept Little Dorrit as a 
matter of course, she had nothing for it but to follow suit. 
Similarly, if the two clever ones had agreed to murder Little 
Dorrit by candle-light, Mrs. Affery, being required to hold the 
candle, would no doubt have done it. 

In the intervals of roasting the partridge for the invalid 
chamber, and preparing a baking-dish of beef and pudding for 
the dining-room, Mrs.’ Affery made the communications above 
set forth; invariably putting her head in at the door again 
after she had taken it out, to enforce resistance to the two 
clever ones. It appeared to have become a perfect passion 
with Mrs. Flintwinch, that the only son should be pitted 
against them. 

In the course of the day too, Arthur looked through the 
whole house. Dull and dark he found it. The gaunt rooms, 
deserted for years upon years, seemed to have settled down 
into a gloomy lethargy from which nothing could rouse them 
again. ‘The furniture, at once spare and lumbering, hid in the 
rooms rather than furnished them, and there was no colour in 
all the house; such colour as had ever been there, had long ago 
started away on lost sunbeams — got itself absorbed, perhaps, 
into flowers, butterflies, plumage of birds, precious stones, 
what not. There was not one straight floor, from the founda- 
tion to the roof; the ceilings were so fantastically clouded by 
smoke and dust, that old women might have told fortunes in 
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them, better than in grouts of tea; the dead-cold hearths 
showed no traces of having ever been warmed, but in heaps of 
soot that had tumbled down the chimneys, and eddied about 
in little dusky whirlwinds when the doors were opened. In 
what had once been a drawing-room, there were a pair of 
meagre mirrors, with dismal processions of black figures carry- 
ing black garlands, walking round the frames; but even these 
were short of heads and legs, and one undertaker-like Cupid 
had swung round on his own axis and got upside down, and 
another had fallen off altogether. The room Arthur Clennam’s 
deceased father had occupied for business purposes, when he 
first remembered him, was so unaltered that he might have 
been imagined still to keep it invisibly, as his visible relict 
kept her room up stairs; Jeremiah Flintwinch still going 
between them negotiating. His picture, dark and gloomy, 
earnestly speechless on the wall, with the eyes intently looking 
at his son as they had looked when life departed from them, 
seemed to urge him awfully to the task he had attempted; but 
as to any yielding on the part of his mother, he had now no 
hope, and as to any other means of setting his distrust at rest, 
he had abandoned hope a long time. Down in the cellars, as 
up in the bed-chambers, old objects that he well remembered 
were changed by age and decay, but were still in their old 
places; even to empty beer-casks hoary with cobwebs, and 
empty wine-bottles with fur and fungus choking up their 
throats. There, too, among unused bottle-racks and pale 
slants of light from the yard above, was the strong room stored 
with old ledgers, which had as musty and corrupt a smell as if 
they were regularly balanced, in the dead small hours, by a 
nightly resurrection of old book-keepers, 

The baking-dish was served up in a penitential manner, on 
a shrunken cloth at an end of the dining table, at two o’clock; 
when he dined with Mr. Flintwinch, the new partner. Mr. 
Flintwinch informed him that his mother had recovered her 
equanimity now, and that he need not fear her again alluding 
to what had passed in the morning. ‘“‘And don’t you lay 
offences at your father’s door, Mr. Arthur,’ added Jeremiah, 
“once for all, don’t do it! Now, we have done with the sub- 
ject.” 

Mr. Flintwinch had been already rearranging and dusting 
his own particular little office, as if to do honour to his accession 
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to new dignity. He resumed this occupation when he was 
replete with beef, had sucked up all the gravy in the baking- 
dish with the flat of his knife, and had drawn liberally on a 
barrel of small beer in the scullery. Thus refreshed, he tucked 
up his shirt-sleeves and went to work again; and Mr. Arthur, 
watching him as he set about it, plainly saw that his father’s 
picture, or his father’s grave, would be as communicative with 
him as this old man. 

“Now, Affery, woman,” said Mr. Flintwinch, as she crossed 
the hall. ‘You hadn’t made Mr. Arthur’s bed when I was 
up there last. Stir yourself. Bustle.” 

But Mr. Arthur found the house so blank and dreary, and 
was so unwilling to assist at another implacable consignment 
of his mother’s enemies (perhaps himself among them) to 
mortal disfigurement and immortal ruin, that he announced his 
intention of lodging at the coffee-house where he had left his 
luggage. Mr. Flintwinch taking kindly to the idea of getting 
rid of him, and his mother being indifferent, beyond considera- 
tions of saving, to most domestic arrangements that were not 
bounded by the walls of her own chamber, he easily carried 
this point without new offence. Daily business hours were 
agreed upon, which his mother, Mr. Flintwinch, and he, were 
to devote together to a necessary checking of books and papers; 
and he left the home he had so lately found, with a depressed 
heart. 

But Little Dorrit ? 

The business hours, allowing for intervals of invalid regimen 
of oysters and partridges, during which Clennam refreshed 
himself with a walk, were from ten to six for about a fort- 
night. Sometimes Little Dorrit was employed at her needle, 
sometimes not, sometimes appeared as a humble visitor; which 
must have been her character on the occasion of his arrival. 
His original curiosity augmented every day, as he watched for 
her, saw or did not see her, and speculated about her. Influ- 
enced by his predominant idea, he even fell into a habit of 
discussing with himself the possibility of her being in some 
way associated with it. At last he resolved to watch Little 
Dorrit and know more of her story. | 
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CHAPTER VI 
THE FATHER OF THE MARSHALSEA 


THIRTY years ago there stood, a few doors short of the 
church of Saint George, in the Borough of Southwark, on the 
left hand side of the way going southward, the Marshalsea 
Prison. It had stood there many years before, and it remained 
there some years afterwards; but it is gone now, and the world 
is none the worse without it. 

It was an oblong pile of barrack building, partitioned into 
squalid houses standing back to back, so that there were no 
back rooms; environed by a narrow paved yard, hemmed in by 
high walls duly spiked at top. Itself a close and confined 
prison for debtors, it contained within it a much closer and 
more confined jail for smugglers. Offenders against the rev- 
enue laws, and defaulters to excise or customs, who had 
incurred fines which they were unable to pay, were supposed 
to be incarcerated behind an iron-plated door, closing up a 
second prison, consisting of a strong cell or two, and a blind 
alley some yard and a half wide, which formed the mysterious 
termination of the very limited skittle-ground in which the 
Marshalsea debtors bowled down their troubles. 

Supposed to be incarcerated there, because the time had 
rather outgrown the strong cells and the blind alley. In prac- 
tice they had come to be considered a little too bad, though 
in theory they were quite as good as ever; which may be 
observed to be the case at the present day with other cells that 
are not at all strong, and with other blind alleys that are stone- 
blind. Hence the smugglers habitually consorted with the 
debtors (who received them with open arms), except at certain 
constitutional moments when somebody came from some Office, 
to go through some form of overlooking something, which 
neither he nor anybody else knew anything about. On those 
truly British occasions, the smugglers, if any, made a feint of 
walking into the strong cells and the blind alley, while this 
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somebody pretended to do his something; and made a reality 
of walking out again as soon as he hadn’t done it —neatly 
epitomising the administration of most of the public affairs in 
our right little, tight little island. 

There had been taken to the Marshalsea Prison, long before 
the day when the sun shone on Marseilles and on the opening 
of this narrative, a debtor with whom this narrative has some 
concern. 

He was, at that time, a very amiable and very helpless 
middle-aged gentleman, who was going out again directly. 
Necessarily, he was going out again directly, because the Mar- 
shalsea lock never turned upon a debtor who was not. He 
brought in a portmanteau with him, which he doubted its 
being worth while to unpack; he was so perfectly clear — like 
all the rest of them, the turnkey on the lock said—that he 
was going out again directly. 

He was a shy, retiring man; well-looking, though in an 
effeminate style; with a mild voice, curling hair, and irresolute 
hands —rings upon the fingers in those days— which ner- 
vously wandered to his trembling lip a hundred times, in the 
first half hour of his acquaintance with the jail. His principal 
anxiety was about his wife. 

“Do you think, sir,” he asked the turnkey, ‘that she will 
be very much shocked, if she should come to the gate to-mor- 
row morning?” 

The turnkey gave it as the result of his experience that 
some of ’em was and some of ’em wasn’t. In general, more 
no than yes. ‘“‘ What like is she, you see?” he philosophically 
asked, ‘‘that’s what it hinges on.” 

‘She is very delicate and inexperienced indeed.” 

“That,” said the turnkey, “is agen her.” 

“She is so little used to go out alone,” said the debtor, 
“that I am at a loss to think how she will ever make her way 
here, if she walks.” 

“P’ raps,” quoth the turnkey, “she ’ll take a ’ackney coach.” 

“Perhaps.” The irresolute fingers went to the trembling 
lip. “I hope she will. She may not think of it.” 

“Or p’raps,” said the turnkey, offering his suggestions from 
the top of his well-worn wooden stool, as he might have 
offered them to a child for whose weakness he felt a compas- 
sion, “p’raps she’ll get her brother, or her sister, to come 
along with her.” 
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‘She has no brother or sister.” 

“‘Niece, nevy, cousin, serwant, young ’ooman, greengrocer, 
— Dash it! One or another on ’em,” said the turnkey, repu- 
diating beforehand the refusal of all his suggestions. 

“T fear—I hope it is not against the rules —that she will 
bring the children.” 

“The children?” said the turnkey. “And the rules? 
Why, lord set you up like a corner pin, we ’ve a reg’ lar play- 
ground o’ children here. Children? Why, we swarm with 
7em. How many ’a’ you got?” 

“Two,” said the debtor, lifting his irresolute hand to his lip 
again, and turning into the prison. 

The turnkey followed him with his eyes. “And you 
another,” he observed to himself, ‘which makes three on you. 
And your wife another, I’ll lay a crown. Which makes four 
on you. And another coming, I’ll lay half a crown. 
Which ’ll make five on you. And I[’ll go another seven and 
sixpence to name which is the helplessest, the unborn baby or 
you!” 

He was right in all his particulars. She came next day 
with a little boy of three years old, and a little girl of two, 
and he stood entirely corroborated. 

“Got a room now; haven’t you?” the turnkey asked the 
debtor after a week or two. 

“Yes, I have got a very good room.” 

“Any little sticks a coming, to furnish it?” said the turn-: 
key. 

“T expect a few necessary articles of furniture to be deliv- 
ered by the carrier, this afternoon.” 

““Missis and little ’uns a coming, to keep you company?” 
asked the turnkey. 

“Why, yes, we think it better that we should not be scat- 
tered, even for a few weeks.” 

“Even for a few weeks, of course,” replied the turnkey. 
And he followed him again with his eyes, and nodded his head 
seven times when he was gone. 

The affairs of this debtor were perplexed by a partnership, 
of which he knew no more than that he had invested money 
in it; by legal matters of assignment and settlement, convey- 
ance here and conveyance there, suspicion of unlawful prefer- 
ence of creditors in this direction, and of mysterious spiriting 
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away of property in that; and as nobody on the face of the 
earth could be more incapable of explaining any single item in 
the heap of confusion than the debtor himself, nothing com- 
prehensible could be made of his case. To question him in 
detail, and endeavour to reconcile his answers, to closet him 
with accountants and sharp practitioners, learned in the wiles 
of insolvency and bankruptey, was only to put the case out 
at compound interest of incomprehensibility. The irresolute 
fingers fluttered more and more ineffectually about the trem- 
bling lip on every such occasion, and the sharpest practitioners 
gave him up as a hopeless job. 

“Out?” said the turnkey, “he’ll never get out. Unless 
his creditors take him by the shoulders and shove him out.” 

He had been there five or six months, when he came run- 
ning to this turnkey one forenoon to tell him, breathless and 
pale, that his wife was ill. 

“As anybody might ’a’ known she would be,” said the turn- 
key. 

“We intended,” he returned, “that she should go to a 
country lodging only to-morrow. What am I to do! Oh, 
good heaven, what am I to do!” 

“Don’t waste your time in clasping your hands and biting 
your fingers,” responded the practical turnkey, taking him by 
the elbow, “‘ but come along with me.” 

The turnkey conducted him —trembling from head to foot, 
and constantly crying under his breath, What was he to do! 
while his irresolute fingers bedabbled the tears upon his face 
—up one of the common staircases in the prison, to a door on 
the garret story. Upon which door the turnkey knocked with 
the handle of his key. 

“Come in!” cried a voice inside. 

The turnkey opening the door, disclosed in a wretched, ill- 
smelling little room, two hoarse, puffy, red-faced personages 
seated at a rickety table, playing at all-fours, smoking pipes, 
and drinking brandy. 

“Doctor,” said the turnkey, “‘here’s a gentleman’s wife in 
want of you without a minute’s loss of time!” 

The doctor’s friend was in the positive degree of hoarseness, 
puffiness, red-facedness, all-fours, tobacco, dirt, and brandy; 
the doctor in the comparative —hoarser, puffier, more red- 
faced, more all-foury, tobaccoer, dirtier, and brandier. The 
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doctor was amazingly shabby, in a torn and darned rough- 
weather sea-jacket, out at elbows and eminently short of but- 
tons (he had been in his time the experienced surgeon carried 
by a passenger ship), the dirtiest white trousers conceivable 
by mortal man, carpet slippers, and no visible linen. ‘“‘ Child- 
bed?” said the doctor. ‘‘I’m the boy!” With that the doc- 
tor took a comb from the chimney-piece and stuck his hair 
upright — which appeared to be his way of washing himself — 
produced a professional chest or case, of most abject appear- 
ance, from the cupboard where his cup and saucer and coals 
were, settled his chin in the frowsy wrapper round his neck, 
and became a ghastly medical scarecrow. 

The doctor and the debtor ran down stairs, leaving the turn- 
key to return to the lock, and made for the debtor’s room. 
All the ladies in the prison had got hold of the news, and were 
in the yard. Some of them had already taken possession of 
the two children, and were hospitably carrying them off; others 
were offering loans of little comforts from their own scanty 
store; others were sympathising with the greatest volubility. 
The gentlemen prisoners, feeling themselves at a disadvantage, 
had for the most part retired, not to say sneaked, to their 
rooms; from the open windows of which, some of them now 
complimented the doctor with whistles as he passed below, 
while others, with several stories between them, interchanged 
sarcastic references to the prevalent excitement. 

It was a hot summer day, and the prison rooms were baking 
between the high walls. In the debtor’s confined chamber, 
Mrs. Bangham, charwoman and messenger, who was not a 
prisoner (though she had been once), but was the popular 
medium of communication with the outer world, had volun- 
teered her services as fly-catcher and general attendant. The 
walls and ceiling were blackened with flies. Mrs. Bangham, 
expert in sudden device, with one hand fanned the patient 
with a cabbage leaf, and with the other set traps of vinegar 
and sugar in gallipots; at the same time enunciating senti- 
ments of an encouraging and congratulatory nature, adapted to 
the occasion. . 

“The flies trouble you, don’t they, my dear?” said Mrs. 
Bangham. ‘But p’raps they ’ll take your mind off of it, and 
do you good. What between the buryin’ ground, the grocer’s, 
the wagon-stables, and the paunch trade, the Marshalsea flies 
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gets very large. P’raps they ’re sent as a consolation, if we 
only know’d it. How are you now, my dear? No better? 
No, my dear, it ain’t to be expected; you’ll be worse before 
you ’re better, and you know it, don’t you? Yes. That’s 
right! And to think of a sweet little cherub being born inside 
the lock! Now ain’t it pretty, ain’t that something to carry 
you through it pleasant? Why, we ain’t had such a thing 
happen here, my dear, not for I could n’t name the time 
when. And you a crying too?” said Mrs. Bangham, to rally 
the patient more and more. “You! Making yourself so 
famous! With the flies a falling into the gallipots by fifties! 
And everything a going on so well! And here if there ain’t,” 
said Mrs. Bangham as the door opened, “if there ain’t your 
dear gentleman along with Doctor Haggage! And now indeed 
we are complete, I think /” 

The doctor was scarcely the kind of apparition to inspire a 
patient with a sense of absolute completeness, but as he pres- 
ently delivered the opinion, “‘ We are as right as we can be, 
Mrs. Bangham, and we shall come out of this like a house 
afire;”? and as he and Mrs. Bangham took possession of the 
poor, helpless pair, as everybody else and anybody else had 
always. done; the means at hand were as good on the whole as 
better would have been. The special feature in Dr. Haggage’s 
treatment of the case was his determination to keep Mrs. 
Bangham up to the mark. As thus: — 

“Mrs. Bangham,” said the doctor, before he had been there 
twenty minutes, ‘‘go outside and fetch a little brandy, or we 
shall have you giving in.” 

“Thank you, sir. But none on my accounts,” said Mrs. 
Bangham. 

“Mrs. Bangham,” returned the doctor, “I am in professional 
attendance on this lady, and don’t choose to allow any discus- 
sion on your part. Go outside and fetch a little brandy, or I 
foresee that you ’ll break down.” 

“You ’re to be obeyed, sir,” said Mrs. Bangham rising. ‘“‘If 
you was to put your own lips to it, I think you wouldn’t be 
the worse, for you look but poorly, sir.” 

“Mrs. Bangham,” returned the doctor, “I am not your busi- 
ness, thank you, but you are mine. Never you mind me, if 
you please. What you have got to do, is, to do as you are 
told, and to go and get what I bid you.” 


VoL: I. 
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Mrs. Bangham submitted; and the doctor, having adminis- 
tered her potion, took his own. He repeated the treatment 
every hour, being very determined with Mrs. Bangham. 
Three or four hours passed; the flies fell into the traps by 
hundreds; and at length one little life, hardly stronger than 
theirs, appeared among the multitude of lesser deaths. 

‘A very nice little girl indeed,” said the doctor; “‘little, but 
well-formed. Halloa, Mrs. Bangham! You’re looking queer! 
You be off, ma’am, this minute, and fetch a little more 
brandy, or we shall have you in hysterics.” 

By this time, the rings had begun to fall from the debtor’s 
irresolute hands, like leaves from a wintry tree. Not one was 
left upon them that night, when he put something that chinked 
into the doctor’s greasy palm. In the mean time Mrs. Bang- 
ham had been out on an errand to a neighbouring establishment 
decorated with three golden balls, where she was very well 
known. 

“Thank you,” said the doctor, “thank you. Your good 
lady is quite composed. Doing charmingly.” 

*“T am very happy and very thankful to know it,” said the 
debtor, ‘‘though I little thought once, that — ” 

“That a child would be born to you in a place like this?” 
said the doctor. ‘‘Bah, bah, sir, what does it signify? A 
little more elbow-room is all we want here. We are quiet 
here; we don’t get badgered here; there’s no knocker here, 
sir, to be hammered at by creditors and bring a man’s heart 
into his mouth. Nobody comes here to ask if a man’s at 
home, and to say he’ll stand on the door mat till he is, 
Nobody writes threatening letters about money to this place. 
It’s freedom, sir, it’s freedom! I have had to-day’s practice 
at home and abroad, on a march, and aboard ship, and I’ll tell 
you this: I don’t know that I have ever pursued it under such 
quiet circumstances as here this day. Elsewhere, people are 
restless, worried, hurried about, anxious respecting one thing, 
anxious respecting another. Nothing of the kind here, sir. 
We have done all that— we know the worst of it; we have 
got to the bottom, we can’t fall, and what have we found? 
Peace. That’s the word for it. Peace.” With this profes- 
sion of faith, the doctor, who was an old jail-bird, and was 
more sodden than usual, and had the additional and unusual 
stimulus of money in his pocket, returned to his associate and 
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chum in hoarseness, puffiness, red-facedness, all-fours, tobacco, 
dirt, and brandy. 

Now the debtor was a very different man from the doctor, 
but he had already begun to travel, by his opposite segment 
of the circle, to the same point. Crushed at first by his 
imprisonment, he had soon found a dull relief in it. He was 
under lock and key; but the lock and key that kept him in 
kept numbers of his troubles out. If he had been a man with 
strength of purpose to face those troubles and fight them, he 
might have broken the net that held him, or broken his heart; 
but being what he was, he languidly slipped into this smooth 
descent, and never more took one step upward. 

When he was relieved of the perplexed affairs that nothing 
would make plain, through having them returned upon his 
hands by a dozen agents in succession who could make neither 
beginning, middle, nor end of them, or him, he found his 
miserable place of refuge a quieter refuge than it had been 
before. He had unpacked the portmanteau long ago; and his 
elder children now played regularly about the yard, and every- 
body knew the baby, and claimed a kind of proprietorship in 
her. 

“Why, I’m getting proud of you,” said his friend the turn- 
key, one day. ‘‘You’ll be the oldest inhabitant soon. The 
Marshalsea would n’t be like the Marshalsea now, without you 
and your family.” 

The turnkey really was proud of him. He would mention 
him in laudatory terms to new comers, when his back was 
turned. ‘You took notice of him,” he would say, “that went 
out of the lodge just now?” 

New comer would probably answer yes. 

“Brought up as a gentleman, he was, if ever a man was. 
Ed’cated at no end of expense. Went into the Marshal’s 
house once, to try a new piano for him. Played it, I under- 
stand, like one o’clock — beautiful! As to languages — speaks 
anything. We’ve had a Frenchman here in his time, and 
it’s my opinion he knowed more French than the Frenchman 
did. We’ve had an Italian here in his time, and he shut him 
up in about half a minute. You’ll find some characters 
behind other locks, I don’t say you won’t; but if you want 
the top sawyer, in such respects as 1’ ve mentioned, you must 
come to the Marshalsea.” 
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When his youngest child was eight years old, his wife, who 
had long been languishing away — of her own inherent weak- 
ness, not that she retained any greater sensitiveness as to her 
place of abode than he did — went upon a visit to a poor friend 
and old nurse in the country, and died there. He remained 
shut up in his room for a fortnight afterwards; and an attor- 
ney’s clerk, who was going through the Insolvent Court, 
engrossed an address of condolence to him, which looked like 
a Lease, and which all the prisoners signed. When he 
appeared again he was greyer (he had soon begun to turn 
grey); and the turnkey noticed that his hands went often to 
his trembling lips again, as they had used to do when he first 
came in. But he got pretty well over it in a month or two; 
and in the mean time the children played about the yard as 
regularly as ever, but in black. 

Then Mrs. Bangham, long popular medium of communica- 
tion with the outer world, began to be infirm, and to be found 
oftener than usual comatose on pavements, with her basket of 
purchases spilt, and the change of her clients ninepence short. 
His son began to supersede Mrs. Bangham, and to execute 
commissions in a knowing manner, and to be of the prison 
prisonous and of the streets streety. 

Time went on, and the turnkey began to fail. His chest 
swelled, and his legs got weak, and he was short of breath. 
The well-worn wooden stool was “beyond him,” he com- 
plained. He sat in an arm-chair with a cushion, and some- 
times wheezed so, for minutes together, that he could n’t turn 
the key. When he was overpowered by these fits, the debtor 
often turned it for him. 

“You and me,” said the turnkey, one snowy winter’s night, 
when the lodge, with a bright fire in it, was pretty full of 
company, “‘is the oldest inhabitants. I wasn’t here myself, 
above seven year before you. I shan’t last long. When I1’m 
off the lock for good and all, you’ll be the Father of the 
Marshalsea.” 

The turnkey went off the lock of this world next day. His 
words were remembered and repeated; and tradition afterwards 
handed down from generation to generation—a Marshalsea 
generation might be calculated as about three months — that 
the shabby old debtor with the soft manner and the white hair, 
was the Father of the Marshalsea. 
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And he grew to be proud of the title. If any impostor had 
arisen to claim it, he would have shed tears in resentment of 
the attempt to deprive him of his rights. A disposition began 
to be perceived in him to exaggerate the number of years he 
had been there; it was generally understood that you must 
deduct a few from his account — he was vain, the fleeting gen- 
erations of debtors said. 

All new comers were presented to him. He was punctilious 
in the exaction of this ceremony. The wits would perform the 
office of introduction with overcharged pomp and _ politeness, 
but they could not easily overstep his sense of its gravity. 
He received them in his poor room (he disliked an introduc- 
tion in the mere yard, as informal —a thing that might happen 
to anybody) with a kind of bowed-down beneficence. They 
were welcome to the Marshalsea, he would tell them. Yes, 
he was the Father of the place. So the world was kind 
enough to call him; and so he was, if more than twenty years 
of residence gave him a claim to the title. It looked small at 
first, but there was very good company there— among a mix- 
ture — necessarily a mixture — and very good air. 

It became a not unusual circumstance for letters to be put 
under his door at night, enclosing half a crown, two half- 
crowns, now and then at long intervals even half a sovereign, 
for the Father of the Marshalsea. ‘“‘ With the compliments of 
a collegian taking leave.” He received the gifts as tributes, 
from admirers, to a public character. Sometimes these corre- 
spondents assumed facetious names, as the Brick, Bellows, Old 
Gooseberry, Wideawake, Snooks, Mops, Cutaway, the Dogs- 
meat Man; but he considered this in bad taste, and was always 
a little hurt by it. 

In the fulness of time, this correspondence showing signs of 
wearing out, and seeming to require an effort on the part of 
the correspondents to which in the hurried circumstances of 
departure many of them might not be equal, he established the 
custom of attending collegians of a certain standing, to the 
gate, and taking leave of them there. The collegian under 
treatment, after shaking hands, would occasionally stop to wrap 
up something in a bit of paper, and would come back again, 
calling ‘‘ Hi!” 

He would look round surprised. “Me?” he would say, 
with a smile. 
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By this time the collegian would be up with him, and he 
would paternally add, “‘What have you forgotten? What can 
I do for you?” 

“T forgot to leave this,” the collegian would usually return, 
‘*for the Father of the Marshalsea.”’ 

“My good sir,” he would rejoin, “he is infinitely obliged 
to you.” But, to the last, the irresolute hand of old would 
remain in the pocket into which he had slipped the money, 
during two or three turns about the yard, lest the transaction 
should be too conspicuous to the general body of collegians. 

One afternoon he had been doing the honours of the place to 
a rather large party of collegians, who happened to be going 
out, when, as he was coming back, he encountered one from 
the poor side who had been taken in execution for a small sum 
a week before, had “‘settled” in the course of that afternoon, 
and was going out, too. The man was a mere Plasterer in his 
working dress; had his wife with him, and a bundle; and was 
in high spirits. 

“God bless you, sir,” he said in passing. 

“And you,” benignantly returned the Father of the Mar- 
shalsea. 

They were pretty far divided, going their several ways, 
when the Plasterer called out, ‘I say!—sir!” and came back 
to him. 

“Tt ain’t much,” said the Plasterer, putting a little pile of 
halfpence in his hand, “but it’s well meant.” 

The Father of the Marshalsea had never been offered tribute 
in copper yet. His children often had, and with his perfect 
acquiescence it had gohe into the common purse, to buy meat 
that he had eaten, and drink that he had drunk; but fustian 
splashed with white lime, bestowing halfpence on him, front 
to front, was new. 

“How dare you!” he said to the man, and feebly burst into 
tears. 

The Plasterer turned him towards the wall, that his face 
might not be seen; and the action was so delicate, and the man 
was so penetrated with repentance, and asked pardon so hon- 
estly, that he could make him no less acknowledgment than, 
“T know you meant it kindly. Say no more.” 

“Bless your soul, sir,” urged the Plasterer, “I did, indeed. 
I’d do more by you than the rest of ’em do, I fancy.” 
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“What would you do?” he asked. 

“T’d come back to see you, after I was let out.” 

“Give me the money again,” said the other eagerly, ‘‘and 
T’ll keep it, and never spend it. Thank you for it, thank 
you! I shall see you again?” : 

“Tf I live a week you shall.” 

They shook hands and parted. The collegians, assembled 
in Symposium in the Snuggery that night, marvelled what had 
happened to their Father; he walked so late in the shadows of 
the yard, and seemed so downcast. 
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CHAPTER VII 
THE CHILD OF THE MARSHALSEA 


THE baby whose first draught of air had been tinctured 
with Doctor Haggage’s brandy was handed down among the 
generations of collegians, like the tradition of their common 
parent. In the earlier stages of her existence, she was handed 
down in a literal and prosaic sense; it being almost a part of 
the entrance footing of every new collegian to nurse the child 
who had been born in the college. 

“By rights,” remarked the turnkey, when she was first 
shown to him, ‘“‘I ought to be her godfather.” 

The debtor irresolutely thought of it for a minute, and said, 
‘Perhaps you would n’t object to really being her godfather?” 

“Oh! Z don’t object,” replied the turnkey, “if you don’t.” 

Thus it came to pass that she was christened one Sunday 
afternoon, when the turnkey, being relieved, was off the lock; 
and that the turnkey went up to the font of Saint George’s 
church, and promised and vowed and renounced on her behalf, 
as he himself related when he came back, “like a good ’un.” 

This invested the turnkey with a new proprietary share in 
the child, over and above his former official one. When she 
began to walk and talk, he became fond of her; bought a little 
arm-chair and stood it by the high fender of the lodge fire- 
place; liked to have her company when he was on the lock; 
and used to bribe her with cheap toys to come and talk to him. 
The child, for her part, soon grew so fond of the turnkey that 
she would come climbing up the lodge-steps of her own accord 
at all hours of the day. When she fell asleep in the little 
arm-chair by the high fender, the turnkey would cover her 
with his pocket-handkerchief; and when she sat in it dressing 
and undressing a doll — which soon came to be unlike dolls on 
the other side of the lock, and to bear a horrible family resem- 
blance to Mrs. Bangham — he would contemplate her from the 
top of his stool with exceeding gentleness. Witnessing these 
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things, the collegians would express an opinion that the turn- 
key, who was a bachelor, had been cut out by nature for a 
family man. But the turnkey thanked them, and said, “No, 
on the whole, it was enough for him to see other people’s chil- 
dren there.”’ 

At what period of her early life, the little creature began to 
perceive that it was not the habit of all the world to live 
locked up in narrow yards surrounded by high walls with 
spikes at the top, would be a difficult question to settle. But 
she was a very, very little creature, indeed, when she had 
somehow gained the knowledge that her clasp of her father’s 
hand was to be always loosened at the door which the great 
key opened; and that, while her own light steps were free to 
pass beyond it, his feet must never cross that line. A pitiful 
and plaintive look, with which she had begun to regard him 
when she was still extremely young, was perhaps a part of this 
discovery. 

With a pitiful and plaintive look for everything, indeed, but 
with something in it for only him that was like protection, this 
child of the Marshalsea and child of the Father of the Mar- 
shalsea sat by her friend the turnkey in the lodge, kept the 
family room, or wandered about the prison-yard, for the first 
eight years of her life. With a pitiful and plaintive look for 
her wayward sister; for her idle brother; for the high blank 
walls; for the faded crowd they shut in; for the games of the 
prison children as they whooped and ran, and played at hide and 
seek, and made the iron bars of the inner gateway ‘‘ Home.” 

Wistful and wondering, she would sit in summer weather by 
the high fender in the lodge, looking up at the sky through 
the barred window, until bars of light would arise, when she 
turned her eyes away, between her and her friend, and she 
would see him through a grating, too. 

“Thinking of the fields,” the turnkey said once, after watch- 
ing her; “ain’t you?” 

“Where are they?” she inquired. 

“Why, they ’re—over there, my dear,” said the turnkey, 
with a vague flourish of his key. ‘‘ Just about there.” 

“Does anybody open them, and shut them? Are they 
locked ? ”” 

The turnkey was discomfited. “Well!” he said. “Not in 
general.” 
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own particular request and instruction. 

“Lovely. Full of flowers. There ’s buttercups, and there ’s 
' daisies, and there’s”—the turnkey hesitated, being short of 
floral nomenclature — “‘there’s dandelions, and all manner of 
games.” 

“Ts it very pleasant to be there, Bob?” 

“Prime,” said the turnkey. 

“Was father ever there?” 

“Hem!” coughed the turnkey. ‘‘Oh, yes, he was there, 
sometimes. ” 

‘Ts he sorry not to be there now?” 

** N—not particular,” said the turnkey. 

“Nor any of the people?” she asked, glancing at the listless 
crowd within. ‘‘Oh, are you quite sure and certain, Bob?” 

At this difficult point of the conversation Bob gave in, and 
changed the subject to hard-bake; always his last resource when 
he found his little friend getting him into a political, social, or 
theological corner. But this was the origin of a series of Sun- 
day excursions that these two curious companions made together. 
They used to issue from the lodge on alternate Sunday after- 
noons with great gravity, bound for some meadows or green 
lanes that had been elaborately appointed by the turnkey in the 
course of the week; and there she picked grass and flowers to 
bring home, while he smoked his pipe. Afterwards, there were 
tea-gardens, shrimps, ale, and other delicacies; and then they 
would come back hand in hand, unless she was more than 
usually tired, and had fallen asleep on his shoulder. 

In those early days, the turnkey first began profoundly to 
consider a question which cost him so much mental labour that 
it remained undetermined on the day of his death. He decided 
to will and bequeath his little property of savings to his god- 
child, and the point arose how could it be so “tied up ” as that 
only she should have the benefit of it? His experience on the 
lock gave him such an acute perception of the enormous diffi- 
culty of “tying up” money with any approach to tightness, and 
contrariwise of the remarkable ease with which it got loose, 
that through a series of years he regularly propounded this 
knotty point to every new insolvent agent and other profes- 
sional gentleman who passed in and out. 

“Supposing,” he would say, stating the case with his key 
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on the professional gentleman’s waistcoat; “supposing a man 
wanted to leave his property to a young female, and wanted to 
tie it up so that nobody else should ever be able to make a grab 
at it, how would you tie up that property ?” 

“Settle it strictly on herself,” the professional gentleman 
would complacently answer. 

“But, look here,” quoth the turnkey. ‘‘Supposing she had, 
say a brother, say a father, say a husband, who would be likely 
to make a grab at that property when she came into it — how 
about that?” | 

“It would be settled on herself, and they would have no 
more legal claim on it than you,” would be the professional 
answer. 

“Stop a bit,” said the turnkey. ‘Supposing she was ten- 
der-hearted, and they came over her. Where’s your law for 
tying it up then?” 

The deepest character whom the turnkey sounded was unable 
to produce his law for tying such a knot as that. So the 
turnkey thought about it all his life, and died intestate after 
all. 

But that was long afterwards, when his god-daughter was 
past sixteen. The first half of that space of her life was only 
just accomplished, when her pitiful and plaintive look saw her 
father a widower. From that time the protection that her 
wondering eyes had expressed towards him became embodied 
in action, and the Child of the Marshalsea took upon herself a 
new relation towards the Father. 

_ At first, such a baby could do little more than sit with him, 
deserting her livelier place by the high fender, and quietly 
watching him. But this made her so far necessary to him 
that he became accustomed to her, and began to be sensible of 
missing her when she was not there. Through this little gate 
she passed out of childhood into the care-laden world. 

What her pitiful look saw, at that early time, in her father, 
in her sister, in her brother, in the jail; how much, or how 
little of the wretched truth it pleased God to make visible to 
her, lies hidden with many mysteries. It is enough that she 
was inspired to be something which was not what the rest were, 
and to be that something, different and laborious, for the sake 
of the rest. Inspired? Yes. Shall we speak of the inspira- 
tion of a poet, or a priest, and not of the heart impelled by 
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love and self-devotion to the lowliest work in the lowliest way 
of life! 

With no earthly friend to help her, or so much as to see her, 
but the one so strangely assorted; with no knowledge even of 
the common daily tone and habits of the common members of 
the free community who are not shut up in prisons; born and 
bred in a social condition false even with a reference to the 
falsest condition outside the walls; drinking from infancy of a 
well whose waters had their own peculiar stain, their own 
unwholesome and unnatural taste, the Child of the Marshalsea ~ 
began her womanly life. 

No matter through what mistakes and discouragements, what 
ridicule (not unkindly meant, but deeply felt) of her youth and 
little figure, what humble consciousness of her own babyhood 
and want of strength, even in the matter of lifting and carry- 
ing; through how much weariness and hopelessness, and how 
many secret tears, she trudged on, until recognised as useful, 
even indispensable. That time came. She took the place of 
eldest of the three, in all things but precedence; was the head 
of the fallen family and bore, in her own heart, its anxieties 
and shames. 

At thirteen, she ania read and keep accounts — that is, 
could put down in words and figures how much the bare neces- 
saries that they wanted would cost, and how much less they 
had to buy them with. She had been, by snatches of a few 
weeks at a time, to an evening school outside, and got her sister 
and brother sent to day-schools by desultory starts, during three 
or four years. ‘There was no instruction for any of them at 
home; but she knew well—no one better—that a man so 
broken as to be the Father of the Marshalsea could be no father 
to his own children. 

To these scanty means of improvement, she added another of 
her own contriving. Once among the heterogeneous crowd of 
inmates there appeared a dancing-master. Her sister had a 
great desire to learn the dancing-master’s art, and seemed to 
have a taste that way. At thirteen years old, the Child of the 
Marshalsea presented herself to the dancing-master, with a lit- 
tle bag in her hand, and preferred her humble petition. 

““Tf you please, I was born here, sir.” 

“Oh! You are the young lady, are you?” said the dancing- 
master, surveying the small figure and uplifted face. 
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tok 68, sir.’ 

“And what can I do for you?” said the dancing-master. 

“Nothing for me, sir, thank you,” anxiously undrawing the 
strings of the little bag; “but if, while you stay here, you 
could be so kind as to teach my sister cheap —” 

“My child, I’ll teach her for nothing,” said the dancing- 
master, shutting up the bag. He was as good-natured a dan- 
cing-master as ever danced to the Insolvent Court, and he kept 
his word. The sister was so apt a pupil, and the dancing- 
master had such abundant leisure to bestow upon her (for it 
took him a matter of ten weeks to set to his creditors, lead 
off, turn the Commissioners, and right and left back to his 
professional pursuits), that wonderful progress was made. 
Indeed, the dancing-master was so proud of it, and so wishful 
to display it before he left to a few select friends among the 
collegians, that at six o’clock on a certain fine morning, a 
minuet de la cour came off in the yard, —the college rooms 
being of too confined proportions for the purpose, — in which so 
much ground was covered, and the steps were so conscientiously 
executed, that the dancing-master, having to play the kit 
besides, was thoroughly blown. 

The success of this beginning, which led to the dancing- 
master’s continuing his instruction after his release, emboldened 
the poor child to try again. She watched and waited months 
for a seamstress. In the fulness of time a milliner came in, 
and to her she repaired on her own behalf. 

“JT beg your pardon, ma’am,” she said, looking timidly 
round the door of the milliner whom she found in tears and in 
bed; ‘but I was born here.” 

Everybody seemed to hear of her as soon as they arrived; 
for the milliner sat up in bed, drying her eyes, and said, just 
as the dancing-master had said: — 

“Oh! Yow are the child, are you?” 

‘Yes, ma’am.” 

“T am sorry I haven’t got anything for you,” said the mil- 
liner, shaking her head. 

“It’s not that, ma’am. If you please, I want to learn 
needlework.” 

““Why should you do that,” returned the milliner, “with 
me before you? It has not done me much good.” 

- “Nothing — whatever it is—seems to have done anybody 
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much good who comes here,” she returned, in all simplicity; 
“but I want to learn, just the same.” 

“T am afraid you are so weak, you see,” the milliner 
objected. 

““T don’t think I am weak, ma’am.” 

“And you are so very, very little, you see,” the milliner 
objected. 

“Yes, I am afraid I am very little, indeed,” returned the 
Child of the Marshalsea; and so began to sob over that unfor- 
tunate defect of hers, which came so often in her way. The 
milliner — who was not morose or hard-hearted, only newly 
insolvent — was touched, took her in hand with good-will, 
found her the most patient and earnest of pupils, and made her 
a cunning workwoman in course of time. 

In course of time, and in the very self-same course of time, 
the Father of the Marshalsea gradually developed a new flower 
of character. The more fatherly he grew as to the Marshal-— 
sea, and the more dependent he became on the contributions 
of his changing family, the greater stand he made by his for- 
lorn gentility. With the same hand that had pocketed a col- 
legian’s half crown half an hour ago, he would wipe away the 
tears that streamed over his cheeks if any reference were made 
to his daughters’ earning their bread. So over and above her 
other daily cares, the Child of the Marshalsea had always upon 
her the care of preserving the genteel fiction that they were 
all idle beggars together. 

The sister became a dancer. There was a ruined uncle in 
the family group—ruined by his brother, the Father of the 
Marshalsea, and knowing no more how than his ruiner did, but 
accepting the fact as an inevitable certainty —on whom her 
protection devolved. Naturally a retired and simple man, he 
had shown no particular sense of being ruined, at the time 
when that calamity fell upon him, further than that he left off 
washing himself when the shock was announced, and never 
took to that luxury any more. He had been a very indifferent 
musical amateur in his better days; and when he fell with his 
brother resorted for support to playing a clarionet as dirty as 
himself in a small Theatre Orchestra. It was the theatre in 
which his niece became a dancer; he had been a fixture there 
a long time when she took her poor station in it; and he 
accepted the task of serving as her escort and guardian, just as 
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he would have accepted an illness, a legacy, a feast, starvation 
— anything but soap. 

To enable this girl to earn her few weekly shillings, it was 
necessary for the Child of the Marshalsea to go through an 
elaborate form with the Father. 

“Fanny is not going to live with us, just now, father. She 
will be here a good deal in the day, but she is going to live 
outside with uncle.” 

“You surprise me. Why?” 

“TY think uncle wants a companion, father. He should be 
attended to, and looked after.” 

““A companion? He passes much of his time here. And 
you attend to him and look after him, Amy, a great deal more 
than ever your sister will, You all go out so much; you all 
go out so much.” 

This was to keep up the ceremony and pretence of his hay- 
ing no idea that Amy herself went out by the day to work. 

“But we are always very glad to come home, father; now, 
are we not? And as to Fanny, perhaps besides keeping uncle 
company and taking care of him, it may be as well for her not 
quite to live here, always. She was not born here as I was, 
you know, father.” 

“Well, Amy, well. I don’t quite follow you, but it’s 
natural, I suppose, that Fanny should prefer to be outside, and 
even that you often should, too. So you and Fanny and your 
uncle, my dear, shall have your own way. Good, good. I’ll 
not meddle; don’t mind me.” 

To get her brother out of the prison; out of the succession 
to Mrs. Bangham in executing commissions, and out of the 
slang interchange with very doubtful companions, consequent 
upon both, was her hardest task. At eighteen he would have 
dragged on from hand to mouth, from hour to hour, from 
penny to penny, until eighty. Nobody got into the prison 
from whom he derived anything useful or good, and she could 
find no patron for him but her old friend and godfather. 

“Dear Bob,” said she, ‘‘what is to become of poor Tip?” 
His name was Edward, and Ted had been transformed into 
Tip, within the walls. 

The turnkey had strong private opinions as to what would 
become of poor Tip, and had even gone so far, with the view 
of averting their fulfilment, as to sound Tip in reference to the 
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expediency of running away and going to serve his country. 
But Tip had thanked him, and said he didn’t seem to care for 
his country. 

“‘Well, my dear,” said the turnkey, “something ought to be 
done with him. Suppose I try and get him into the law?” 

“That would be so good of you, Bob!” 

The turnkey had now two points to put to the professional 
gentlemen as they passed in and out. He put this second 
one so perseveringly that a stool and twelve shillings a week 
were at last found for Tip in the office of an attorney in a 
great National Palladium called the Palace Court; at that time 
one of a considerable list of everlasting bulwarks to the dignity 
and safety of Albion, whose places know them no more. 

Tip languished in Clifford’s Inn for six months, and at the 
expiration of that term sauntered back one evening with his’ 
hands in his pockets, and incidentally observed to his sister 
that he was not going back again. 

“Not going back again?” said the poor little anxious Child 
of the Marshalsea, always calculating and planning for Tip, in 
the front rank of her charges. 

“T am so tired of it,” said Tip, “‘that I have cut it.” 

Tip tired of everything. With intervals of Marshalsea 
lounging, and Mrs. Bangham succession, his small second 
mother, aided by her trusty friend, got him into a warehouse, 
into a market garden, into the hop trade, into the law again, 
into an auctioneer’s, into a brewery, into a stockbroker’s, into 
the law again, into a coach office, into a wagon office, into the 
law again, into a general dealer’s, into a distillery, into the law 
again, into a wool house, into a dry goods house, into the Bil- 
lingsgate trade, into the foreign fruit trade, and into the docks. 
But whatever Tip went into, he came out of tired, announcing 
that he had cut it. Wherever he went, this foredoomed Tip 
appeared to take the prison walls with him, and to set them up 
in such trade or calling; and to prowl about within their nar- 
row limits in the old slip-shod, purposeless, down-at-heel way, 
until the real immovable Marshalsea walls asserted their fascina- 
tion over him, and brought him back. 

Nevertheless, the brave little creature did so fix her heart on 
her brother’s rescue that, while he was ringing out these dole- 
ful changes, she pinched and scraped enough together to ship 
him for Canada. When he was tired of nothing to do, and 
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disposed in its turn to cut even that, he graciously consented to 
go to Canada. And there was grief in her bosom over parting 
with him, and joy in the hope of his being put in a straight 
course at last. 

“God bless you, dear Tip. Don’t be too proud to come and 
see us, when you have made your fortune.” 

“All right!” said Tip, and went. 

But not all the way to Canada; in fact, not further than 
Liverpool. After making the voyage to that port from Lon- 
don, he found himself so strongly impelled to cut the vessel 
that he resolved to walk back again. Carrying out which 
intention, he presented himself before her at the expiration of a 
month, in rags, without shoes, and much more tired than ever. 

At length, after another interval of successorship to Mrs. 
Bangham, he found a pursuit for himself, and announced it. 

“Amy, I have got a situation.” 

‘Have you really and truly, Tip?” 

“All right. I shall do now. You need n’t look anxious 
about me any more, old girl.” 

‘What is it, Tip?” 

“Why, you know Slingo by sight?” 

**Not the man they call the dealer?” 

“That ’s the chap. He’ll be out on Monday, and he’s 
going to give me a berth.” 

“What is he a dealer in, Tip?” 

“Horses. All right! I shall do now, Amy.” 

She lost sight of him for months afterwards, and only heard 
from him once. A whisper passed among the elder collegians 
that he had been seen at a mock auction in Moorfields, pretend- 
ing to buy plated articles for massive silver, and paying for 
them with the greatest liberality in bank-notes; but it never 
reached her ears. One evening she was alone at work — stand- 
ing up at the window, to save the twilight lingering above the 
wall — when he opened the door and walked in. 

She kissed and welcomed him; but was afraid to ask him 
any question. He saw how anxious and timid she was, and 
appeared sorry. 5 

“T am afraid, Amy, you’ll be vexed this time. Upon my 
life I am!” 

“T am very sorry to hear you say so, Tip. Have you come 
back ? ” 
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“Why — yes.” 

“Not expecting this time that what you had found would 
answer very well, I am less surprised and sorry than I might have 
been, Tip.” 

“Ah! But that’s not the worst of it.” 

“Not the worst of it?” 

“Don’t look so startled. No, Amy, not the worst of it. I 
have come back, you see; but — don’t look so startled — I have 
come back in what I may call a new way. I am off the volun- 
teer list altogether. Iam in now, as one of the regulars.” 

“Oh! Don’t say you are a prisoner, Tip! Don’t, don’t!” 

“Well, I don’t want to say it,” he returned in a reluctant 
tone; “but if you can’t understand me without my saying it, 
what am I to do? Iam in for forty pound odd.” 

For the first time in all those years, she sunk under her 
cares. She cried, with her clasped hands lifted above her 
head, that it would kill their father if he ever knew it; and 
fell down at Tip’s graceless feet. 

It was easier for Tip to bring her to her senses than for her 
to bring him to understand that the Father of the Marshalsea 
would be beside himself if he knew the truth. The thing was 
incomprehensible to Tip, and altogether a fanciful notion. He 
yielded to it in that light only, when he submitted to her 
entreaties, backed by those of his uncle and sister. There was 
no want of precedent for his return; it was accounted for to the 
father in the usual way; and the collegians, with a better com- 
prehension of the pious fraud than Tip, supported it loyally. 

This was the life, and this the history, of the Child of the 
Marshalsea, at twenty-two. With a still surviving attachment 
to the one miserable yard and block of houses as her birthplace 
and home, she passed to and fro in it shrinkingly now, with a 
womanly consciousness that she was pointed out to every one. 
Since she had begun to work beyond the walls, she had found 
it necessary to conceal where she lived, and to come and go as 
secretly as she could, between the free city and the iron gates 
outside of which she had never slept in her life. Her original 
timidity had grown with this concealment, and her light step 
and her little figure shunned the thronged streets while they 
passed along them. 

Worldly wise in hard and poor necessities, she was innocent 
in all things else. Innocent, in the mist through which she 
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saw her father, and the prison, and the turbid living river that 
flowed through it and flowed on. 

This was the life, and this the history, of Little Dorrit; now 
going home upon a dull September evening, observed at a dis- 
tance by Arthur Clennam. This was the life, and this the 
history, of Little Dorrit; turning at the end of London Bridge, 
recrossing it, going back again, passing on to Saint George’s 
church, turning back suddenly once more, and flitting in at the 
open outer gate and little courtyard of the Marshalsea, 
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CHAPTER VIII 
THE LOCK 


ARTHUR CLENNAM stood in the street, waiting to ask some 
passer-by what place that was. He suffered a few people to 
pass him in whose faces there was no encouragement to make 
the inquiry, and still stood pausing in the street, when an old 
man came up and turned into the courtyard. 

He stooped a good deal, and plodded along in a slow preoc- 
cupied manner, which made the bustling London thoroughfares 
no very safe resort for him. He was dirtily and meanly 
dressed, in a threadbare coat, once blue, reaching to his ankles © 
and buttoned to his chin, where it vanished in the pale ghost 
of a velvet collar. <A piece of red cloth with which that phan- 
tom had been stiffened in its lifetime was now laid bare, and 
poked-itself up, at the back of the old man’s neck, into a con- 
fusion of grey hair and rusty stock and buckle which altogether 
nearly poked his hat off. A greasy hat it was, and a napless; 
impending over his eyes, cracked and crumpled at the brim, 
and with a wisp of pocket-handkerchief dangling out below it. 
His trousers were so long and loose, and his shoes so clumsy 
and large, that he shuffled like an elephant; though how much 
of this was gait, and how much trailing cloth and leather, no 
one could have told. Under one arm he carried a lmp and 
worn-out case, containing some wind instrument; in the same 
hand he had a pennyworth of snuff in a little packet of whitey- 
brown paper, from which he slowly comforted his poor old 
blue nose with a lengthened-out pinch, as Arthur Clennam 
looked at him. 

To this old man, crossing the courtyard, he preferred his 
inquiry, touching him on the shoulder. The old man stopped 
and looked round, with the expression in his weak grey eyes 
of one whose thoughts had been far off, and who was a little 
dull of hearing also. 

“Pray, sir,” said Arthur, repeating his question, “what is 
this place?” 
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“Ay! This place?” returned the old man, staying his 
pinch of snuff on its road, and pointing at the place without 
looking at it. ‘This is the Marshalsea, sir.” 

“The debtors’ prison?” 

“Sir,” said the old man, with the air of deeming it not 
quite necessary to insist upon that designation, ‘“‘the debtors’ 
prison.” 

He turned himself about, and went on. 

“T beg your pardon,” said Arthur, stopping him once more, 
“but will you allow me to ask you another question? Can 
any one go in here?” 

“Any one can go in,” replied the old man; plainly adding 
by the significance of his emphasis, “but it is not every one 
who can go out.” 

“Pardon me once more. Are you familiar with the place?” 

“Sir,” returned the old man, squeezing his little packet of 
snuff in his hand, and turning upon his interrogator as if such 
questions hurt him; “I am.” 

“T beg you to excuse me. I am not impertinently curious, 
but have a good object. Do you know the name of Dorrit 
here?” 

“My name, sir,” replied the old man most unexpectedly, 
is Dorrit.” 

Arthur pulled off his hat to him. “Grant me the favour 
of half a dozen words. I was wholly unprepared for your 
announcement, and hope that assurance is my sufficient apology 
for having taken the liberty of addressing you. I have recently 
come home to England after a long absence. I have seen at 
my mother’s — Mrs. Clennam in the city—-a young woman 
working at her needle, whom I have only heard addressed or 
spoken of as Little Dorrit. I have felt sincerely interested in 
her, and have had a great desire to know something more about 
her. I saw her, not a minute before you came up, pass in at 
that door.” 

The old man looked at him attentively. ‘“‘Are you a 
sailor, sir?” he asked. He seemed a little disappointed by 
the shake of the head that replied to him. ‘‘Not a sailor? I 
judged from your sunburnt face that you might be. Are you 
in earnest, sir?” 

“T do assure you that I am, and do entreat you to believe 
that I am, in plain earnest.” 


86 LITTLE DORRIT 


“T know very little of the world, sir,” returned the other, 
who had a weak and quavering voice. “1 am merely passing 
on, like the shadow over the sun-dial. It would be worth no 
man’s while to mislead me; it would really be too easy — too 
poor a success, to yield any satisfaction. The young woman 
whom you saw go in here is my brother’s child. My brother 
is William Dorrit; I am Frederick. You say you have seen 
her at your mother’s (I know your mother befriends her), you 
have felt an interest in her, and you wish to know what she 
does here. Come and see.” 

He went on again, and Arthur accompanied him. 

“My brother,” said the old man, pausing on the step, and 
slowly facing round again, ‘“‘has been here many years; and 
much that happens even among ourselves, out of doors, is kept 
from him for reasons that I need n’t enter upon now. bBe so 
good as to say nothing of my niece’s working at her needle. 
Be so good as to say nothing that goes beyond what is said 
among us. If you keep within our bounds, you cannot well 
be wrong. Now! Come and see.” 

Arthur followed him down a narrow entry, at the end of 
which a key was turned, and a strong door was opened from 
within. It admitted them into a lodge or lobby, across which 
they passed, and so through another door and a grating into 
the prison. The old man always plodding on before, turned 
round, in his slow, stiff, stooping manner, when they came to 
the turnkey on duty, as if to present his companion. The 
turnkey nodded; and the companion passed in without being 
asked whom he wanted. 

The night was dark; and the prison lamps in the yard, and 
the candles in the prison windows faintly shining behind many 
sorts of wry old curtain and blind, had not the air of making 
it lighter. A few people loitered about, but the greater part 
of the population was within doors. The old man taking the 
right-hand side of the yard, turned in at the third or fourth 
doorway, and began to ascend the stairs. ‘“‘They are rather 
dark, sir, but you will not find anything in the way.” 

He paused for a moment before opening a door on the second 
story. He had no sooner turned the handle than the visitor 
saw Dorrit, and.saw the reason of her setting so much store 
by dining alone. 

She had brought the meat home that she should have eaten 
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herself, and was already warming it on a gridiron over the fire, 
for her father, clad in an old grey gown and a black cap, await- 
ing his supper at the table. A clean cloth was spread before 
him, with knife, fork, and spoon, salt-cellar, pepper-box, 
glass, and pewter ale-pot. Such zests as his particular little 
phial of cayenne pepper, and his pennyworth of pickles ina 
saucer, were not wanting. 

She started, coloured deeply, and turned white. The visi- 
tor, more with his eyes than by the slight impulsive motion of 
his hand, entreated her to be reassured and to trust him. 

“T found this gentleman,” said the uncle — “‘ Mr. Clennam, 
William, son of Amy’s friend —at the outer gate, wishful, as 
he was going by, of paying his respects, but hesitating whether 
to come in or not. This is my brother William, sir.” 

“T hope,” said Arthur, very doubtful what to say, ‘that 
my respect for your daughter may explain and justify my 
desire to be presented to you, sir.” 

“Mr. Clennam,” returned the other rising, taking his cap 
off in the flat of his hand, and so holding it, ready to put on 
again, ““you do me honour. You are welcome, sir.” With 
a low bow. ‘Frederick, a chair. Pray sit down, Mr. Clen- 
nam.” 

He put his black cap on again as he had taken it off, and 
resumed his own seat. There was a wonderful air of benignity 
and patronage in his manner. ‘These were the ceremonies with 
which he received the collegians. 

*“You are welcome to the Marshalsea, sir. I have welcomed 
many gentlemen to these walls. Perhaps you are aware— my 
daughter Amy may have mentioned — that I am the Father of 
this place.” 

“T—so I have understood,” said Arthur, dashing at the 
assertion. | 

“You know, I dare say, that my daughter Amy was born 
here. A good girl, sir, a dear girl, and long a comfort and 
support to me. Amy, my dear, put the dish on; Mr. Clen- 
nam will excuse the primitive customs to which we are reduced 
here. Is it a compliment to ask you if you would do me the 
honour, sir, to—” 

“Thank you,” returned Arthur. ‘Not a morsel.” 

He felt himself quite lost in wonder at the manner of the 
man, and that the probability of his daughter’s having had a 
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reserve as to her family history should be so far out of his 
mind. 

She filled his glass, put all the little matters on the table 
ready to his hand, and then sat beside him while he ate his 
supper. Evidently in observance of their nightly custom, she 
put some bread before herself, and touched his glass with her 
lips; but Arthur saw she was troubled and took nothing. Her 
look at her father, half admiring him and proud of him, half 
ashamed for him, all devoted and loving, went to his inmost 
heart. 

The Father of the Marshalsea condescended towards his 
brother as an amiable, well-meaning man; a private character, 
who had not arrived at distinction. ‘‘ Frederick,” said he, 
“vou and Fanny sup at your lodgings to-night, I know. 
What have you done with Fanny, Frederick?” 

“She is walking with Tip.” 

“Tip—as you may know —is my son, Mr. Clennam. He 
has been a little wild, and difficult to settle, but his introduc- 
tion to the world was rather” —he shrugged his shoulders 
with a faint sigh, and looked round the room — “a little 
adverse. Your first visit here, sir?” 

“My first.” 

“You could hardly have been here since your boyhood with- 
out my knowledge. It very seldom happens that anybody — 
of any pretensions— any pretensions— comes here without 
being presented to me.” 

“As many as forty or fifty in a day have been introduced to 
my brother,” said Frederick, faintly lighting up with a ray of 
pride. 

“Yes!” the Father of the Marshalsea assented. ‘We have 
even exceeded that number. On a fine Sunday in term time, 
it is quite a Levee —quite a Levee. Amy, my dear, I have 
been trying half the day to remember the name of the gentle- 
man from Camberwell who was introduced to me last Christmas 
week, by that agreeable coal-merchant who was remanded for 
six months.” 

‘1 don’t remember his name, father.” 

“Frederick, do you remember his name?” 

Frederick doubted if he had ever heard it. No one could 
doubt that Frederick was the last person upon earth to put 
such a question to, with any hope of information. 
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*T mean,” said his brother, “the gentleman who did that 
handsome action with so much delicacy. Ha! Tush! The 
name has quite escaped me. Mr. Clennam, as I have hap- 
pened to mention a handsome and delicate action, you may 
like, perhaps, to know what it was.” 

“Very much,” said Arthur, withdrawing his eyes from the 
delicate head beginning to droop, and the pale face with a new 
solicitude stealing over it. 

“Tt is so generous, and shows so much fine feeling, that it 
is almost a duty to mention it. I said at the time that I 
always would mention it on every suitable occasion, without 
regard to personal sensitiveness. A — well—a—it’s of no 
use to disguise the fact — you must know, Mr. Clennam, that 
it does sometimes occur that people who come here, desire to 
offer some little — Testimonial — to the Father of the place.” 

To see her hand upon his arm in mute entreaty half 
repressed, and her timid little shrinking figure turning away, 
was to see a sad, sad sight. 

“Sometimes,” he went on in a low, soft voice, agitated, and © 
clearing his throat every now and then; ‘‘sometimes — hem — 
it takes one shape and sometimes another; but it is generally 
—ha—Money. And it is, I cannot but confess it, it is too 
often — hem — acceptable. This gentleman that I refer to, 
was presented to me, Mr. Clennam, in a manner highly grati- 
fying to my feelings, and conversed not only with great polite- 
ness, but with great — ahem — information.” All this time, 
though he had finished his supper, he was nervously going 
about his plate with his knife and fork, as if some of it were 
still before him. ‘It appeared from his conversation that he 
had a garden, though he was delicate of mentioning it at first, 
as gardens are — hem —are not accessible to me. But it came 
out, through my admiring a very fine cluster of geranium — 
beautiful cluster of geranium to be sure—which he had 
brought from his conservatory. On my taking notice of its 
rich colour, he showed me a piece of paper round it, on which 
was written ‘ For the Father of the Marshalsea,’ and presented 
it to me. But this was—hem—not all. He made a par- 
ticular request, on taking leave, that I would remove the 
paper in half an hour, I—ha—I did so; and I found that 
it contained — ahem — two guineas, I assure you, Mr. Clen- 
nam, I have received —hem— Testimonials in many ways, 
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and of many degrees of value, and they have always been — 
ha — unfortunately acceptable; but I never was more pleased 
than with this — ahem — this particular Testimonial.” 

Arthur was in the act of saying the little he could say on 
such a theme, when a bell began to ring, and footsteps 
approached the door. A pretty girl of a far better figure and 
much more developed than Little Dorrit, though looking much 
younger in the face when the two were observed together, 
stopped in the doorway on seeing a stranger; and a young man 
who was with her, stopped too. 

“Mr. Clennam, Fanny. My eldest daughter and my son, 
Mr. Clennam. The bell is a signal for visitors to retire, and 
so they have come to say good night; but there is plenty of 
time, plenty of time. Girls, Mr. Clennam will excuse any 
household business you may have together. He knows, I dare 
say, that I have but one room here.” 

“T only want my clean dress from Amy, father,” said the 
second girl. 

“And I my clothes,” said Tip. 

Amy opened a drawer in an old piece of furniture that was 
a chest of drawers above, and a bedstead below, and produced 
two little bundles, which she handed to her brother and sister. 
‘“Mended and made up?” Clennam heard the sister ask in a 
whisper. ‘Tio which Amy answered, ‘‘ Yes.” He had risen 
now, and tock the opportunity of glancing round the room. 
The bare walls had been coloured green, evidently by an 
unskilled hand, and were poorly decorated with a few prints. 
The window was curtained, and the floor carpeted; and there 
were shelves, and pegs, and other such conveniences, that had 
accumulated in the course of years. It was a close, confined 
room, poorly furnished; and the chimney smoked to boot, or 
the tin screen at the top of the fireplace was superfluous; but 
constant pains and care had made it neat, and even, after its 
kind, comfortable. 

All the while the bell was ringing, and the uncle was anxious 
to go. ‘Come, Fanny, come, Fanny,” he said with his ragged 
clarionet case under his arm; ‘‘the lock, child, the lock!” 

Fanny bade her father good night, and whisked off airily. 
Tip had already clattered down stairs. ‘‘Now, Mr. Clennam,” 
said the uncle, looking back as he shuffled out after them, 
“the lock, sir, the lock.” 
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Mr. Clennam had two things to do before he followed: one, 
to offer his testimonial to the Father of the Marshalsea, without 
giving pain to his child; the other to say something to that 
child, though it were but a word, in explanation of his having 
come there. 

‘“ Allow me,” said the Father, ‘‘to see you down stairs.” 

She had slipped out after the rest, and they were alone. 
“Not on any account,” said the visitor hurriedly. ‘‘ Pray 
allow me to” — chink, chink, chink. 

“Mr. Clennam,” said the Father, “I am deeply, deeply —” 
But his visitor had shut up his hand to stop the chinking, and 
had gone down stairs with great speed. 

He saw no Little Dorrit on his way down, or in the yard. 
The last two or three stragglers were hurrying to the lodge, 
and he was following, when he caught sight of her, in the 
doorway of the first house from the entrance. He turned back 
hastily. 

“Pray forgive me,” he said, “for speaking to you here; 
pray forgive me for coming here at all! I followed you 
to-night. I did so, that I might endeavour to render you and 
your family some service. You know the terms on which I 
and my mother are, and may not be surprised that I have pre- 
served our distant relations at her house, lest I should uninten- 
tionally make her jealous, or resentful, or do you any injury 
in her estimation. What I have seen here, in this short time, 
has greatly increased my heartfelt wish to be a friend to you. 
It would recompense me for much disappointment if I could 
hope to gain your confidence.” 

She was scared at first, but seemed to take courage while 
he spoke to her. 

“You are very good, sir. You speak very earnestly to me. 
But I— but I wish you had not watched me.” 

He understood the emotion with which she said it to arise 
in her father’s behalf; and he respected it, and was silent. 

““Mrs. Clennam has been of great service to me; I don’t 
know what we should have done without the employment she 
has given me; I am afraid it may not be a good return to 
become secret with her; JI can say no more to-night, sir. I 
am sure you mean to be kind to us. Thank you, thank you.” 

“Tet me ask you one question before I leave. Have you 
known my mother long?” 
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“JT think two years, sir. — The bell has stopped.” 

“How did you know her first? Did she send here for 
you q 9? 

“No. She does not even know that I live here. We have 
a friend, father and I—a poor labouring man, but the best of 
friends —and I wrote out that I wished to do needlework, and 
gave his address. And he got what I wrote out displayed at 
a few places where it cost nothing, and Mrs. Clennam found 
me that way, and sent for me. ‘The gate will be locked, sir! ” 

She was so tremulous and agitated, and he was so moved 
by compassion for her, and by deep interest in her story as it 
dawned upon him, that he could scarcely tear himself away. 
But the stoppage of the bell, and the quiet in the prison, were 
a warning to depart; and with a few hurried words of kindness 
he left her gliding back to her father. 

But he had remained too late. The inner gate was locked, 
and the lodge closed. After a little fruitless knocking with 
his hand, he was standing there with the disagreeable convic- 
tion upon him that he had to get through the night, when a 
voice accosted him from behind. 

“Caught, eh?” said the voice. ‘‘You won’t go home till 
morning. —Oh! It’s you, is it, Mr. Clennam?” 

The voice was Tip’s; and they stood looking at one another 
in the prison-yard, as it began to rain. 

“You ’ve done it,” observed Tip; “you must be sharper 
than that, next time.” 

“But you are locked in too,” said Arthur. 

“T believe I am!” said Tip sarcastically. ‘About! But 
not in your way. I belong to the shop, only my sister has a 
theory that our governor must never know it. I don’t see 
why, myself.” 

“Can I get any shelter?” asked Arthur. ‘What had I 
better do?” 

“We had better get hold of Amy, first of all,” said Tip, 
referring any difficulty to her, as a matter of course. 

“T would rather walk about all night—#it’s not much to 
do — than give that trouble.” 

“You need n’t do that, if you don’t mind paying for a bed. 
If you don’t mind paying, they ll make you up one on the 
Snuggery table, under the circumstances. If you’ll come 
along, I’ll introduce you there.” 


LITTLE DORRIT 92 


As they passed down the yard, Arthur looked up at the 
window of the room he had lately left, where the light was 
still burning. “Yes, sir,” said Tip, following his glance. 
“That ’s the governor’s. She’ll sit with him for another hour 
reading yesterday’s paper to him, or something of that sort; 
and then she’ll come out like a little ghost, and vanish away 
without a sound.” 

“T don’t understand you.” 

“The governor sleeps up in the room, and she has a lodging 
at the turnkey’s. First house there,” said Tip, pointing out 
the doorway into which she had retired. ‘First house, sky 
parlor. She pays twice as much for it as she would for one 
twice as good outside. But she stands by the governor, poor 
dear girl, day and night.” 

This brought them to the tavern-establishment at the upper 
end of the prison, where the collegians had just vacated their 
social evening club. ‘The apartment on the ground floor in 
which it was held was the Snuggery in question; the presi- 
dential tribune of the chairman, the pewter-pots, glasses, pipes, 
tobacco-ashes, and general flavour of members, were still as 
that convivial institution had left them on its adjournment. 
The Snuggery had two of the qualities popularly held to be 
essential to grog for ladies, in respect that it was hot and 
strong; but in the third point of analogy, requiring plenty of 
it, the Snuggery was defective — being but a cooped-up apart- 
ment. 

The unaccustomed visitor from outside naturally assumed 
everybody here to be prisoners— landlord, waiter, barmaid, 
potboy, and all. Whether they were or not did not appear; 
but they all had a weedy look. The keeper of a chandler’s 
shop in a front parlour, who took in gentlemen boarders, lent 
his assistance in making the bed. He had been a tailor in his 
time, and had kept a phaeton, he said. He boasted that he 
stood up litigiously for the interests of the college; and he had 
undefined and undefinable ideas that the marshal intercepted 
a “Fund ” which ought to come to the collegians. He liked 
to believe this, and always impressed the shadowy grievance 
on new comers and strangers; though he could not, for his 
life, have explained what Fund he meant, or how the notion 
had got rooted in his soul. He had fully convinced himself, 
notwithstanding, that his own proper share of the Fund was 
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three and ninepence a week; and that in this amount he, as 
an individual collegian, was swindled by the marshal, regularly 
every Monday. Apparently, he helped to make the bed that 
he might not lose an opportunity of stating this case; after 
which unloading of his mind, and after announcing (as it 
seemed he always did, without anything coming of it), that he 
was going to write a letter to the papers and show the marshal 
up, he fell into miscellaneous conversation with the rest. It 
was evident from the general tone of the whole party, that they 
had come to regard insolvency as the normal state of mankind 
and the payment of debts as a disease that occasionally broke 
out. 

In this strange scene, and with these strange spectres flitting 
about him, Arthur Clennam looked on at the preparations, as 
if they were part of a dream. Pending which, the long- 
initiated Tip, with an awful enjoyment of the Snuggery’s 
resources, pointed out the common kitchen fire maintained by 
subscription of collegians, the boiler for hot water supported 
in like manner, and other premises generally tending to the 
deduction that the way to be healthy, wealthy, and wise, was 
to come to the Marshalsea. 

The two tables put together in a corner were at length con- 
verted into a very fair bed; and the stranger was left to the 
Windsor chairs, the presidential tribune, the beery atmosphere, 
sawdust, pipe-lights, spittoons, and repose. But the last item 
was long, long, long, in linking itself to the rest. The novelty 
of the place, the coming upon it without preparation, the sense 
of being locked up, the remembrance of that room up stairs, of 
the two brothers, and above all of the retiring childish form, 
and the face in which he now saw years of insufficient food, 
if not of want, kept him waking and unhappy. 

Speculations, too, bearing the strangest relations towards 
the prison, but always concerning the prison, ran like night- 
mares through his mind while he lay awake. Whether coffins 
were kept ready for people who might die there, where they 
were kept, how they were kept, where people who died in the 
prison were buried, how they were taken out, what forms were 
observed, whether an implacable creditor could arrest the dead? 
As to escaping, what chances there were of escape? Whether 
a prisoner could scale the walls with a cord and grapple, how 
he would descend upon the other side; whether he could alight 
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on a housetop, steal down a staircase, let himself out at a door, 
and get lost in the crowd? As to Fire in the prison, if one 
were to break out while he lay there? | 

And these involuntary starts of fancy were, after all, but 
the setting of a picture in which three people kept before him. 
His father, with the steadfast look with which he had died, 
prophetically darkened forth in the portrait; his mother, with 
her arm up, warding off his suspicion; Little Dorrit, with her 
hand on the degraded arm, and her drooping head turned away. 

What if his mother had an old reason she well knew for 
softening to this poor girl! What if the prisoner now sleeping 
quietly — Heaven grant it!— by the light of the great Day of 
Judgment should trace back his fall to her. What if any act 
of hers, and of his father’s, should have even remotely brought 
the grey heads of those two brothers so low! 

A swift thought shot into his mind. In that long imprison- 
ment here, and in her own long confinement to her room, did 
his mother find a balance to be struck? I admit that I was 
accessory to that man’s captivity. I have suffered for it in 
kind. He has decayed in his prison; I in mine. I have paid 
the penalty. 

When all the other thoughts had faded out, this one held 
possession of him. When he fell asleep, she came before him 
in her wheeled chair, warding him off with this justification. 
When he awoke, and sprang up causelessly frightened, the 
words were in his ears, as if her voice had slowly spoken them 
at his pillow, to break his rest: “‘He withers away in his 
prison; I wither away in mine; inexorable justice is done; 
what do I owe on this score!” 
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CHAPTER IX 
LITTLE MOTHER 


THE morning light was in no hurry to climb the prison wall 
and look in at the Snuggery windows; and when it did come, 
it would have been more welcome if it had come alone, instead 
of bringing a rush of rain with it. But the equinoctial gales 
were blowing out at sea, and the impartial southwest wind, in 
its flight, would not neglect even the narrow Marshalsea. 
While it roared through the steeple of Saint George’s church, 
and twirled all the cowls in the neighbourhood, it made a 
swoop to beat the Southwark smoke into the jail; and, plung- 
ing down the chimneys of the few early collegians who were 
yet lighting their fires, half suffocated them. 

Arthur Clennam would have been little disposed to linger in 
bed, though his bed had been in a more private situation, and 
less affected by the raking out of yesterday’s fire, the kindling 
of to-day’s under the collegiate boiler, the filling of that Spar- 
tan vessel at the pump, the sweeping and sawdusting of the 
common room, and other such preparations. Heartily glad to 
see the morning, though little rested by the night, he turned 
out as soon as he could distinguish objects about him, and 
paced the yard for two heavy hours before the gate was opened. 

The walls were so near to one another, and the wild clouds 
hurried over them so fast, that it gave him a sensation like the 
beginning of sea-sickness to look up at the gusty sky. The 
rain, carried aslant by flaws of wind, blackened that side of 
the central building which he had visited last night, but left 
a narrow dry trough under the lee of the wall, where he 
walked up and down among waifs of straw and dust and paper, 
the waste droppings of the pump, and the stray leaves of yes- 
terday’s greens. It was as haggard a view of life as a man 
need look upon. 

Nor was it relieved by any glimpse of the little creature who 
had brought him there. Perhaps she glided out of her door- 
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way and in at that where her father lived, while his face was 
turned from both; but he saw nothing of her. It was too 
early for her brother; to have seen him once was to have seen 
enough of him to know that he would be sluggish to leave 
whatever frowsy bed he occupied at night; so, as Arthur 
Clennam walked up and down, waiting for the gate to open, he 
cast about in his mind for future rather than for present means 
of pursuing his discoveries. 

At last the lodge-gate turned, and the turnkey, standing on 
the step, taking an early comb at his hair, was ready to let 
him out. With a joyful sense of release he passed through 
the lodge, and found himself again in the little outer courtyard 
where he had spoken to the brother last night. 

There was a string of people already straggling in, whom it 
was not difficult to identify as the nondescript messengers, 
go-betweens, and errand-bearers of the place. Some of them 
had been lounging in the rain until the gate should open; 
others, who had timed their arrival with greater nicety, were 
coming up now, and passing in with damp whitey-brown paper 
bags from the grocers, loaves of bread, lumps of butter, eggs, 
milk, and the ike. The shabbiness of these attendants upon 
shabbiness, the poverty of these insolvent waiters upon insol- 
vency, was a sight to see. Such threadbare coats and trousers, 
such fusty gowns and shawls, such squashed hats and-bonnets, 
such boots and shoes, such umbrellas and walking-sticks, never 
were seen in Rag Fair. All of them wore the cast-off clothes 
of other men and women; were made up of patches and pieces 
of other people’s individuality, and had no sartorial existence of 
their own proper. Their walk was the walk of a race apart. 
They had a peculiar way of doggedly slinking round the corner, 
as if they were eternally going to the pawnbroker’s. When 
they coughed, they coughed like people accustomed to be for- 
gotten on doorsteps and in draughty passages, waiting for 
answers to letters in faded ink, which gave the recipients of 
those manuscripts great mental disturbance, and no satisfaction. 
As they eyed the stranger in passing, they eyed him with bor- 
rowing eyes— hungry, sharp, speculative as to his softness if 
they were accredited to him, and the likelihood of his standing 
something handsome. Mendicity on commission stooped in 
their high shoulders, shambled in their unsteady legs, buttoned 
and pinned and darned and dragged their clothes, frayed their 
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button-holes, leaked out of their figures in dirty little ends of 
tape, and issued from their mouths in alcoholic breathings. 

As these people passed him standing still in the courtyard, 
and one of them turned back to inquire if he could assist him 
with his services, it came into Arthur Clennam’s mind that 
he would speak to Dorrit again before he went away. She 
would have recovered her first surprise, and might feel easier 
with him. He asked this member of the fraternity (who had 
two red herrings in his hand, and a loaf and a blacking-brush 
under his arm), where was the nearest place to get a cup of 
coffee at. The nondescript replied in encouraging terms, and 
brought him to a coffee-shop in the street within a stone’s 
throw. 

“Do you know Miss Dorrit?” asked the new client. 

The nondescript knew two Miss Dorrits; one who was born 
inside— That was the one! That was the one? The nonde- 
script had known her many years. In regard of the other 
Miss Dorrit, the nondescript lodged in the same house with 
herself and uncle. 

This changed the client’s half-formed design of remaining at 
the coffee-shop until the nondescript should bring him word 
that Dorrit had issued forth into the street. He entrusted the 
nondescript with a confidential message to her, importing that 
the visitor who had waited on her father last night, begged the 
favour of a few words with her at her uncle’s lodging; he 
obtained from the same source full directions to the house, 
which was very near; dismissed the nondescript gratified with 
half a crown; and having hastily refreshed himself at the 
coffee-shop, repaired with all speed to the clarionet-player’s 
dwelling. 

There were so many lodgers in this house, that the door-post 
seemed to be as full of bell-handles as a cathedral organ is of 
stops. Doubtful which might be the clarionet-stop, he was 
considering the point, when a shuttlecock flew out of the par- 
lour window, and alighted on his hat. He then observed that 
in the parlour window was a blind with the inscription, Mr. 
CrippLEs’s ACADEMY; also in another line, Evenrne Tut- 
T10N; and behind the blind was a little white-faced boy, with 
a slice of bread and butter, and a battledore. The window 
being accessible from the footway, he looked in over the blind, 
returned the shuttlecock, and put his question. 
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“Dorrit?” said the little white-faced boy (Master Cripples 
in fact). “Mr. Dorrit? Third bell and one knock.” 

The pupils of Mr. Cripples appeared to have been making a 
copy-book of the street door, it was so extensively scribbled 
over in pencil. The frequency of the inscriptions, ‘‘Old 
Dorrit,” and “Dirty Dick,” in combination, suggested inten- 
tions of personality on the part of Mr. Cripples’s pupils. There 
was ample time to make these observations, before the door 
was opened by the poor old man himself. 

“Ha!” said he, very slowly remembering Arthur, ‘you 
were shut in last night?” 

“Yes, Mr. Dorrit. I hope to meet your niece here pres- 
ently.” 

“Oh!” said he pondering. ‘Out of my brother’s way ? 
True. Would you come up stairs and wait for her?” 

“Thank you.” 

Turning himself, as slowly as he turned in his mind what- 
ever he heard or said, he led the way up the narrow stairs. 
The house was very close, and had an unwholesome smell. 
The little staircase windows looked in at the back windows of 
other houses as unwholesome as itself, with poles and lines 
thrust out of them, on which unsightly linen hung; as if the 
inhabitants were angling for clothes, and had had some 
wretched bites not worth attending to. In the back garret — 
a sickly room, with a turn-up bedstead in it, so hastily and 
recently turned up that the blankets were boiling over, as it 
were, and keeping the lid open—a half finished breakfast of 
coffee and toast, for two persons, was jumbled down anyhow 
on a rickety table. 

There was no one there. The old man, mumbling to him- 
self, after some consideration, that Fanny had run away, went 
to the next room to fetch her back. The visitor, observing 
that she held the door on the inside, and that when the uncle 
tried to open it, there was a sharp adjuration of ‘Don’t, 
stupid!” and an appearance of loose stocking and flannel, con- 
cluded that the young lady was in an undress. The uncle, 
without appearing to come to any conclusion, shuffled in again, 
sat down in his chair, and began warming his hands at the fire. 
Not that it was cold, or that he had any waking idea whether 
it was or not. 

“What did you think of my brother, sir?” he asked, when 
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he, by and by, discovered what he was doing, left off, reached 
over to the chimney-piece, and took his clarionet case down. 

“T was glad,” said Arthur, very much at a loss, for his 
thoughts were on the brother before him; ‘‘to find him so well 
and cheerful.” 

“Ha!” muttered the old man, “‘yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!” 

Arthur wondered what he could possibly want with the 
clarionet case. He did not want it at all. He discovered, in 
due time, that it was not the little paper of snuff (which was 
also on the chimney-piece), put it back again, took down the 
snuff instead, and solaced himself with a pinch. He was as 
feeble, spare, and slow in his pinches as in everything else, 
but a certain little trickling of enjoyment of them played in 
the poor worn nerves about the corners of his eyes and mouth. 

“Amy, Mr. Clennam. What do you think of her?” 

“T am much impressed, Mr. Dorrit, by all that I have seen 
of her and thought of her.” 

“My brother would have been quite lost without Amy,” he 
returned. ‘‘ We should all have been lost without Amy. She 
is a very good girl, Amy. She does her duty.” 

Arthur fancied that he heard in these praises a certain tone 
of custom which he had heard from the father last night, with 
an inward protest and feeling of antagonism. It was not that 
they stinted her praises, or were insensible to what she did for 
them; but that they were lazily habituated to her, as they were 
to all the rest of their condition. He fancied that although 
they had before them, every day, the means of comparison 
between her and one another and themselves, they regarded 
her as being in her necessary place; as holding a position 
towards them all which belonged to her, like her name or her 
age. He fancied that they viewed her, not as having risen 
away from the prison atmosphere, but as appertaining to it; as 
being vaguely what they had a right to expect, and nothing 
more. 

Her uncle resumed his breakfast, and was munching toast 
sopped in coffee, oblivious of his guest, when the third bell 
rang. That was Amy, he said, and went down to let her in; 
leaving the visitor with as vivid a picture on his mind of his 
begrimed hands, dirt-worn face, and decayed figure, as if he 
were still drooping in his chair. 

She came up after him, in the usual plain dress, and with 
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the usual timid manner. Her lips were a little parted, as if 
her heart beat faster than usual. 

“Mr. Clennam, Amy,” said her uncle, “has been expecting 
you some time.” 

“T took the liberty of sending you a message.” 

*‘T received the message, sir.” 

“Are you going to my mother’s this morning? I think 
not, for it is past your usual hour.” 

“Not to-day, sir. Iam not wanted to-day.” 

“Will you allow me to walk a little way in whatever direc- 
tion you may be going; I can then speak to you as we walk, 
both without detaining you here, and without intruding longer 
here myself.” 

She looked embarrassed, but said, if he pleased. He made 
a pretence of having mislaid his walking-stick, to give her time 
to set the bedstead right, to answer her sister’s impatient knock 
at the wall, and to say a word softly to her uncle. Then he 
found it, and they went down stairs; she first, he following, 
the uncle standing at the stair-head, and probably forgetting 
them before they had reached the ground floor. 

Mr. Cripples’s pupils, who were by this time coming to 
school, desisted from their morning recreation of cuffing one 
another with bags and books, to stare with all the eyes they had 
at a stranger who had been to see Dirty Dick. They bore the 
trying spectacle in silence, until the mysterious visitor was at 
a safe distance; when they burst into pebbles and yells, and 
likewise into reviling dances, and in all respects buried the 
pipe of peace with so many savage ceremonies, that if Mr. 
' Cripples had been the chief of the Cripplewayboo tribe with 
his war-paint on, they could scarcely have done greater justice 
to their education. 

In the midst of this homage, Mr. Arthur Clennam offered 
his arm to Little Dorrit, and Little Dorrit took it. ‘* Will 
you go by the Iron Bridge,” said he, ‘“‘where there is an 
escape from the noise of the street?” Little Dorrit answered, 
if he pleased, and presently ventured to hope that he would 
“not mind” Mr. Cripples’s boys, for she had herself received 
her education, such as it was, in Mr. Cripples’s evening 
academy. He returned, with the best will in the world, that 
Mr. Cripples’s boys were forgiven out of the bottom of his 
soul, Thus did Cripples unconsciously become a master of 
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the ceremonies between them, and bring them more naturally 
together than Beau Nash might have done if they had lived in 
his golden days, and he had alighted from his coach and six 
for the purpose. 

The morning remained squally, and the streets were miser- 
ably muddy, but no rain fell as they walked towards the Iron 
Bridge. The little creature seemed so young in his eyes, that 
there were moments when he found himself thinking of her, if 
not speaking to her, as if she were a child. Perhaps he 
seemed as old in her eyes as she seemed young in his. 

“‘T am sorry to hear you were so inconvenienced last night, 
sir, as to be locked in. It was very unfortunate.” 

It was nothing, he returned. He had had a very good bed. 

“Oh, yes!” she said quickly; “she believed there were 
excellent beds at the coffee-house.” He noticed that the 
coffee-house was quite a majestic hotel to her, and that she 
treasured its reputation. 

““T believe it is very expensive,” said Little Dorrit, but 
my father has told me that quite beautiful dinners may be got 
there. And wine,” she added timidly. 

‘“‘ Were you ever there?” 

“Oh, no! Only into the kitchen, to fetch hot water.” 

To think of growing up with a kind of awe upon one as to 
the luxuries of that superb establishment, the Marshalsea 
hotel! 

“T asked you last night,” said Clennam, “‘how you had 
become acquainted with my mother. Did you ever hear her 
name before she sent for you?” 

‘(No isiz.7? 

“Do you think your father ever did?” 

No, sir.” 

He met her eyes raised to his with so much wonder in them 
(she was scared when that encounter took place, and shrunk 
away again), that he felt it necessary to say: — 

“T have a reason for asking, which I cannot very well 
explain; but you must, on no account, suppose it to be of a 
nature to cause you the least alarm or anxiety. Quite the 
reverse. And you think that at no time of your father’s life 
was my name of Clennam ever familiar to him?” 

* No, eine” 

He felt, from the tone in which she spoke, that she was 
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glancing up at him with those parted lips; therefore he looked 
before him, rather than make her heart beat quicker still by 
embarrassing her afresh. 

Thus they emerged upon the Iron Bridge, which was as 
quiet, after the roaring streets, as though it had been open 
country. The wind blew roughly, the wet squalls came rat- 
tling past them, skimming the pools on the road and pavement, 
and raining them down into the river. The clouds raced on 
furiously in the lead-coloured sky, the smoke and mist raced 
after them, the dark tide ran fierce and strong in the same 
direction. Little Dorrit seemed the least, the quietest, and 
weakest of Heaven’s creatures. 

“Let me put you in a coach,” said Arthur Clennam, very 
nearly adding, “‘my poor child.” _ 

She hurriedly declined, saying that wet or dry made little 
difference to her; she was used to go about in all weathers. 
He knew it to be so, and was touched with more pity; think- 
ing of the slight figure at his side, making its nightly way 
through the damp, dark, boisterous streets, to such a place of 
rest. 

“You spoke so feelingly to me last night, sir, and I found 
afterwards that you had been so generous to my father, that I 
could not resist your message, if it was only to thank you; 
especially as I wished very much to say to you—7” she hesi- 
tated and trembled, and tears rose in her eyes, but did not fall. 

“To say to me —” 

“That I hope you will not misunderstand my father. Don’t 
judge him, sir, as you would judge others outside the gates, 
He has been there so long! I never saw him outside, but I 
can understand that he must have grown different in some 
things since.” 

“My thoughts will never be unjust or harsh towards him, 
believe me.” 

“Not,” she said, with a prouder air, as the misgiving evi- 
dently crept upon her that she might seem to be abandoning 
him, “‘not that he has anything to be ashamed of for himself, 
or that I have anything to be ashamed of for him. He only 
requires to be understood. I only ask for him that his life 
may be fairly remembered. All that he said was quite true. 
It all happened just as he related it. He is very much 
respected. Everybody who comes in is glad to know him. 
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He is more courted than any one else. He is far more 
thought of than the Marshal is.” 

If ever pride were innocent, it was innocent in Little Dorrit 
when she grew boastful of her father. 

“It is often said that his manners are a true gentleman’s, 
and quite a study. I see none like them in that place, but 
he is admitted to be superior to all the rest. This is quite as 
much why they make him presents, as because they know him 
to be needy. He is not to be blamed for being in need, poor 
love. Who could be in prison a quarter of a century, and be 
prosperous! ” 

What affection in her words, what compassion in _ her 
repressed tears, what a great soul of fidelity within her, how 
true the light that shed false brightness round him! 

“Tf I have found it best to conceal where my home is, it 
is not because 1 am ashamed of him. God forbid! Nor am 
I so much ashamed of the place itself as might be supposed. 
People are not bad because they come there. I have known 
numbers of good, persevering, honest people, come there 
through misfortune. They are almost all kind-hearted to one 
another. And it would be ungrateful indeed in me, to forget 
that I have had many quiet, comfortable hours there; that I 
had an excellent friend there when I was quite a baby, who 
was very fond of me; that I have been taught there, and have 
worked there, and have slept soundly there. I think it would 
be almost cowardly and cruel not to have some little attach- 
ment for it, after all this.” 

She had relieved the faithful fulness of her heart, and 
modestly said, raising her eyes appealingly to her new friend’s, 
“I did not mean to say so much, nor have I ever but once 
spoken about this before. But it seems to set it more right 
than it was last night. I said I wished you had not followed 
me, sir. I don’t wish it so much now, unless you should 
think — indeed I don’t wish it at all, unless I should have 
spoken so confusedly, that —that you can scarcely understand 
me, which I am afraid may be the case.” 

He told her with perfect truth that it was not the case; and 
putting himself between her and the sharp wind and rain, 
sheltered her as well as he could. 

“T feel permitted now,” he said, “to ask you a little more 
concerning your father. Has he many creditors?” 
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“Oh! a great number.” 

“T mean detaining creditors, who keep him where he is?” 

“Oh, yes! a great number.” 

“Can you tell me—TI can get the information, no doubt, 
elsewhere, if you cannot—who is the most influential of 
them?” 

Dorrit said, after considering a little, that she used to hear 
long ago of Mr. Tite Barnacle as a man of great power. He 
was a commissioner, or a board, or a trustee, “‘or something.” 
He lived in Grosvenor Square, she thought, or very near it. 
He was under Government—high in the Circumlocution 
Office. She appeared to have acquired, in her infancy, some 
awful impression of the might of this formidable Mr. Tite 
Barnacle of Grosvenor Square, or very near it, and the Circum- 
locution Office, which quite crushed her when she mentioned 
him. 

“Tt can do no harm,” thought Arthur, ‘if I see this Mr. 
Tite Barnacle.” 

The thought did not present itself so quietly but that her 
quickness intercepted it. ‘“‘Ah!” said Little Dorrit, shaking 
her head with the mild despair of a lifetime. ‘‘ Many people 
used to think once of getting my poor father out, but you don’t 
know how hopeless it is.” 

She forgot to be shy at the moment, in honestly warning 
him away from the sunken wreck he had a dream of raising; 
and looked at him with eyes which assuredly, in association 
with her patient face, her fragile figure, her spare dress, and 
the wind and rain, did not turn him from his purpose of help- 
ing her. 

‘“‘Hven if it could be done,” said she — ‘‘and it never can be 
done now — where could father live, or how could he live? I 
have often thought that if such a change could come, it might 
be anything but a service to him now. People might not 
think so well of him outside as they do there. He might 
not be so gently dealt with outside as he is there. He might 
not be so fit himself for the life outside, as he is for that.” 

Here for the first time she could not restrain her tears from 
falling; and the little thin hands he had watched when they 
were so busy, trembled as they clasped each other. 

“Tt would be a new distress to him even to know that I 
earn a little money, and that Fanny earns a little money. He 
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is so anxious about us, you see, feeling helplessly shut up there. 
Such a good, good father! ” 

He let the little burst of feeling go by before he spoke. It 
was soon gone. She was not accustomed to think of herself, 
or to trouble any one with her emotions. He had but 
glanced away at the piles of city roofs and chimneys among 
which the smoke was rolling heavily, and at the wilderness of 
masts on the river, and the wilderness of steeples on the shore, 
indistinctly mixed together in the stormy haze, when she was 
again as quiet as if she had been plying her needle in his 
mother’s room. 

“You would be glad to have your brother set at liberty?” 

“Oh, very, very glad, sir!” 

“Well, we will hope for him at least. You told me last 
night of a friend you had?” 

His name was Plornish, Little Dorrit said. 

And where did Plornish live? Plornish lived in Bleeding 
Heart Yard. He was “only a plasterer,” Little Dorrit said, 
as a caution to him not to form high social expectations of 
Plornish. He lived at the last house in Bleeding Heart Yard, 
and his name was over a little gateway. 

Arthur took down the address and gave her his. He had 
now done all he sought to do for the present, except that he 
wished to leave her with a reliance upon him, and to have 
something like a promise from her that she would cherish it. 

“There is one friend!” he said, putting up his pocket-book. 
‘As I take you back — you are going back?” 

“Oh, yes! going straight home.” 

““As I take you back,” the word home jarred upon him, 
“let me ask you to persuade yourself that you have another 
friend. I make no professions, and say no more.” 

““You are truly kind to me, sir. I am sure I need no 
more.” 

They walked back through the miserable muddy streets, and 
among the poor, mean shops, and were jostled by the crowds 
of dirty hucksters usual to a poor neighbourhood. There was 
nothing, by the short way, that was pleasant to any of the five 
senses. Yet it was not a common passage through common 
rain, and mire, and noise, to Clennam, having this little, slen- 
der, careful creature on his arm. How young she seemed to 
him, or how old he to her; or what a secret either to the 
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other, in that beginning of the destined interweaving of their 
stories, matters not here. He thought of her having been born 
and bred among these scenes, and shrinking through them now, 
familiar yet misplaced; he thought of her long acquaintance 
with the squalid needs of life, and of her innocence; of her old 
solicitude for others, and her few years and her childish aspect. 

They were come into the High Street, where the prison 
stood, when a voice cried, ‘‘ Little mother, little mother!” 
Dorrit stopping and looking back, an excited figure of a strange 
kind bounced against them (still crying “‘little mother”), fell 
down, and scattered the contents of a large basket, filled with 
potatoes, in the mud. 

“Oh, Maggy,” said Dorrit, “what a clumsy child you are!” 

Maggy was not hurt, but picked herself up immediately, and 
then began to pick up the potatoes, in which both Dorrit and 
Arthur Clennam helped. Maggy picked up very few potatoes, 
and a great quantity of mud; but they were all recovered, and 
deposited in the basket. Maggy then smeared her muddy face 
with her shawl, and presenting it to Mr. Clennam as a type of 
purity, enabled him to see what she was like. 

She was about eight and twenty, with large bones, large 
features, large feet and hands, large eyes, and no hair. Her 
large eyes were limpid and almost colourless; they seemed to 
be very little affected by light, and to stand unnaturally still. 
There was also that attentive listening expression in her face, 
which is seen in the faces of the blind; but she was not blind, 
having one tolerably serviceable eye. Her face was not exceed- 
ingly ugly, though it was only redeemed from being so by a 
smile; a good-humoured smile, and pleasant in itself, but ren- 
dered pitiable by being constantly there. A great white cap, 
with a quantity of opaque frilling that was always flapping 
about, apologised for Maggy’s baldness, and made it so very 
difficult for her old black bonnet to retain its place upon her 
head, that it held on round her neck like a gipsy’s baby. A 
commission of haberdashers could alone have reported what the 
rest of her poor dress was made of; but it had a strong general 
resemblance to sea-weed, with here and there a gigantic tea- 
leaf. Her shawl looked particularly like a tea-leaf, after long 
infusion. 

Arthur Clennam looked at Dorrit, with the expression of 
one saying, ‘‘May I ask who this is?” Dorrit, whose hand 
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this Maggy, still calling her little mother, had begun to fondle, 
answered in words. (They were under a gateway into which 
the majority of the potatoes had rolled.) 

“This is Maggy, sir.” 

“Maggy, sir,” echoed the personage presented. ‘Little 
mother! ” 

“She is the grand-daughter ”’ — said Dorrit. 

“‘Grand-daughter,” echoed Maggy. 

“Of my old nurse, who has been dead a long time. Maggy, 
how old are you?” 

“Ten, mother,” said Maggy. 

“You can’t think how good she is, sir,” said Dorrit, with 
infinite tenderness. 

“Good she is,” echoed Maggy, transferring the pronoun in 
a most expressive way from herself to her little mother. 

“Or how clever,” said Dorrit. “She goes on errands as 
well as any one.” Maggy laughed. ‘‘And is as trustworthy 
as the Bank of England.” Maggy laughed. ‘She earns her 
own living entirely. Entirely, sir!” said Dorrit in a lower 
and triumphant tone. ‘Really does!” 

“What is her history?” asked Clennam. 

“Think of that, Maggy!” said Dorrit, taking her two large 
hands and clapping them together. ‘A gentleman from thou- 
sands of miles away, wanting to know your history!” 

“ My history?” cried Maggy. “Little mother.” 

‘She means me,” said Dorrit, rather confused; ‘she is very 
much attached tome. Her old grandmother was not so kind to 
her as she should have been; was she, Maggy?” 

Maggy shook her head, made a drinking vessel of her 
clenched left hand, drank out of it, and said, “Gin.” Then 
beat an imaginary child, and said, ‘‘Broom-handles and 
pokers.” 

“When Maggy was ten years old,” said Dorrit, watching 
her face while she spoke, “she had a bad fever, sir, and she 
has never grown any older ever since.” 

“Ten years old,” said Maggy, nodding her head. ‘“ But 
what a nice hospital! So comfortable, wasn’t it? Oh, so 
vice it was. Such a Ev’nly place!” 

‘She had never been at peace before, sir,” said Dorrit, turn- 
ing towards Arthur for an instant and speaking low, “and she 
always runs off upon that.” 
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‘Such beds there is there!” cried Maggy. ‘Such lemon- 
ades! Such oranges! Such d’licious broth and wine! Such 
Chicking! Oh, arn’r it a delightful place to go and stop at!” 

“So Maggy stopped there as long as she could,” said Dorrit, 
in her former tone of telling a child’s story; the tone designed 
for Maggy’s ear, “‘and at last, when she could stop there no 
longer, she came out. Then, because she was never to be 
more than ten years old, however long she lived — ” 

‘However long she lived,” echoed Maggy. 

*‘And because she was very weak; indeed was so weak that 
when she began to laugh she couldn’t stop herself — which 
was a great pity —” 

(Maggy mighty grave of a sudden.) 

“Her grandmother did not know what to do with her, and 
for some years was very unkind to her indeed. At length, in 
course of time, Maggy began to take pains to improve herself, 
and to be very attentive and very industrious; and by degrees 
was allowed to come in and out as often as she liked, and got 
enough to do to support herself, and does support herself. 
And that,” said Little Dorrit, clapping the two great hands 
together again, “is Maggy’s history, as Maggy knows!” 

Ah! But Arthur would have known what was wanting to 
its completeness, though he had never heard the words Little 
Mother; though he had never seen the fondling of the small 
spare hand; though he had had no sight for the tears now 
standing in the colourless eyes; though he had had no hearing 
for the sob that checked the clumsy laugh. ‘The dirty gate- 
way with the wind and rain whistling through it, and the 
basket of muddy potatoes waiting to be spilt again or taken up, 
never seemed the common hole it really was, when he looked 
back to it by these lights. Never, never! 

They were very near the end of their walk, and they now 
came out of the gateway to finish it. Nothing would serve 
Maggy but that they must stop at a grocer’s window, short of 
their destination, for her to show her learning. She could 
read after a sort; and picked out the fat figures in the tickets 
of prices, for the most part correctly. She also stumbled, with 
a large balance of success against her failures, through various 
philanthropic recommendations to Try our Mixture, Try our 
Family Black, Try our Orange-flavoured Pekoe, challenging 
competition at the head of Flowery Teas; and various cautions 
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to the public against spurious establishments and adulterated 
articles. When he saw how pleasure brought a rosy tint into 
Dorrit’s face when Maggy made a hit, he felt that he could 
have stood there making a library of the grocer’s window until 
the rain and wind were tired. 

The courtyard received them at last, and there he said 
good-by to Little Dorrit. Little as she had always looked, 
she looked less than ever when he saw her going into the 
Marshalsea lodge passage, the little mother attended by her 
big child. 

The cage door opened, and when the small bird, reared in 
captivity, had tamely fluttered in, he saw it shut again; and 
then he came away. 
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CHAPTER X 
CONTAINING THE WHOLE SCIENCE OF GOVERNMENT 


Tue Circumlocution Office was (as everybody knows with- 
out being told) the most important Department under gov- 
ernment. No public business of any kind could possibly be 
done at any time, without the acquiescence of the Circumlo- 
cution Office. Its finger was in the largest public pie, and in 
the smallest public tart. It was equally impossible to do the 
plainest right and to undo the plainest wrong, without the 
express authority of the Circumlocution Office. If another 
Gunpowder Plot had been discovered half an hour before the 
lighting of the match, nobody would have been justified in 
saving the parliament until there had been half a score of 
boards, half a bushel of minutes, several sacks of official memo- 
randa, and a family vault full of ungrammatical correspondence, 
on the part of the Circumlocution Office. 

This glorious establishment had been early in the field, 
when the one sublime principle involving the difficult art of 
governing a country was first distinctly revealed to statesmen. 
It had been foremost to study that bright revelation, and to 
carry its shining influence through the whole of the official 
proceedings. Whatever was required to be done, the Circum- 
locution Office was beforehand with all the public departments 
in the art of perceiving — HOW NOT TO Do IT. 

Through this delicate perception, through the tact with 
which it invariably seized it, and through the genius with 
which it always acted on it, the Circumlocution Office had risen 
to overtop all the public departments; and the public condi- 
tion had risen to be — what it was. 

It is true that How not to do it was the great study and 
object of all public departments and professional politicians all 
round the Cireumlocution Office. It is true that every new 
premier and every new government, coming in because they 
had upheld a certain thing as necessary to be done, were no 
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sooner come in than they applied their utmost faculties to dis- 
covering How not to doit. It is true that from the moment 
when a general election was over, every returned man who had 
been raving on hustings because it hadn’t been done, and who 
had been asking the friends of the honourable gentleman in the 
opposite interest on pain of impeachment to tell him why it 
had n’t been done, and who had been asserting that it must be 
- done, and who had been pledging himself that it should be 
done, began to devise How it was not to be done. It is true 
that the debates of both Houses of Parliament, the whole ses- 
sion through, uniformly tended to the protracted deliberation 
How not to do it. It is true that the royal speech at the 
opening of such session virtually said, My lords and gentle- 
men, you have a considerable stroke of work to do, and you 
will please to retire to your respective chambers, and discuss 
How not to do it. It is true that the royal speech, at the 
close of such session, virtually said, My lords and gentlemen, 
you have through several laborious months been considering 
with great loyalty and patriotism How not to do it, and you 
have found out; and with the blessing of Providence upon the 
harvest (natural, not political), I now dismiss you. All this 
is true, but the Circumlocution Office went beyond it. 

Because the Circumlocution Office went on mechanically, 
every day, keeping this wonderful, all sufficient wheel of states- 
manship, How not to do it, in motion. Because the Circum- 
locution Office was down upon any ill-advised public servant 
who was going to do it, or who appeared to be by any surpris- 
ing accident in remote danger of doing it, with a minute, and 
a memorandum, and a letter of instructions that extinguished 
him. It was this spirit of national efficiency in the Circumlo- 
cution Office that had gradually led to its having something to 
do with everything. Mechanicians, natural philosophers, sol- 
diers, sailors, petitioners, memorialists, people with grievances, 
people who wanted to prevent grievances, people who wanted 
to redress grievances, jobbing people, jobbed people, people 
who could n’t get rewarded for merit, and people who could n’t 
get punished for demerit, were all indiscriminately tucked up 
under the foolscap paper of the Circumlocution Office. 

Numbers of people were lost in the Circumlocution Office. 
Unfortunates with wrongs, or with projects for the general 
welfare (and they had better have had wrongs at first, than 
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have taken that bitter English recipe for certainly getting 
them), who in slow lapse of time and agony had passed safely 
through other public departments — who, according to rule, had 
been bullied in this, over-reached by that, and evaded by the 
other — got referred at last to the Circumlocution Office, and 
never reappeared in the light of day. Boards sat upon them, 
secretaries minuted upon them, commissioners gabbled about 
them, clerks registered, entered, checked, and ticked them off, 
and they melted away. In short, all the business of the coun- 
try went through the Circumlocution Office, except the business 
that never came out of it; and 7ts name was Legion. 
Sometimes angry spirits attacked the Circumlocution Office. 
Sometimes parliamentary questions were asked about it, and 
even parliamentary motions made or threatened about it, by 
demagogues so low and ignorant as to hold that the real recipe 
of government was How to do it. Then would the noble 
lord, or right honourable gentleman, in whose department it 
was to defend the Circumlocution Office, put an orange in his 
pocket, and make a regular field-day of the occasion. Then 
would he come down to that House with a slap upon the table, 
and meet the honourable gentleman foot to foot. Then would 
he be there to tell that honourable gentleman that the Circum- 
locution Office not only was blameless in this matter, but was 
commendable in this matter, was extollable to the skies in this 
matter. Then would he be there to tell that honourable gen- 
tleman, that, although the Circumlocution Office was invariably 
right and wholly right, it never was so right as in this matter. 
Then would he be there to tell that honourable gentleman that 
it would have been more to his honour, more to his credit, 
more to his good taste, more to his good sense, more to half 
the dictionary of commonplaces, if he had left the Circumlocu- 
tion Office alone, and never approached this matter. Then 
would he keep one eye upon a coach or crammer from the 
Circumlocution Office sitting below the bar, and smash the 
honourable gentleman with the Circumlocution Office account 
of this matter. And although one of two things always hap- 
pened; namely, either that the Circumlocution Office had 
nothing to say and said it, or that it had something to say of 
which the noble lord, or right honourable gentleman, blun- 
dered one half and forgot the other; the Cireumlocution Office 
was always voted immaculate, by an accommodating majority. 
VOL. I. 
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Such a nursery of statesmen had the Department become in 
virtue of a long career of this nature, that several solemn lords 
had attained the reputation of being quite unearthly prodigies 
of business, solely from having practised How not to do it, at 
the head of the Circumlocution Office. As to the minor priests 
and acolytes of that temple, the result of all this was that they 
stood divided into two classes, and, down to the junior messen- 
ger, either believed in the Circumlocution Office as a heaven- 
born institution, that had an absolute right to do whatever it 
liked; or took refuge in total infidelity, and considered it a 
flagrant nuisance. 

The Barnacle family had for some time helped to administer 
the Circumlocution Office. The Tite Barnacle Branch, indeed, 
considered themselves in a general way as having vested rights 
in that direction, and took it ill if any other family had much 
to say to it. The Barnacles were a very high family, and a 
very large family. They were dispersed all over the public 
offices, and held all sorts of public places. Hither the nation 
was under a load of obligation to the Barnacles, or the Barna- 
cles were under a load of obligation to the nation. It was not 
quite unanimously settled which; the Barnacles having their 
opinion, the nation theirs. 

The Mr. Tite Barnacle who at the period now in question 
usually coached or crammed the statesman at the head of the 
Circumlocution Office, when that noble or right honourable 
individual sat a little uneasily in his saddle, by reason of some 
vagabond making a tilt at him in a newspaper, was more flush 
of blood than money. As a Barnacle he had his place, which 
was a snug thing enough; and as a Barnacle he had of course 
put in his son Barnacle Junior in the office. But he had 
intermarried with a branch of the Stiltstalkings, who were also 
better endowed in a sanguineous point of view than with real 
or personal property, and of this marriage there had been issue, 
Barnacle Junior, and three young ladies. What with the 
patrician requirements of Barnacle Junior, the three young 
ladies, Mrs. Tite Barnacle née Stiltstalking, and himself, Mr. 
Tite Barnacle found the intervals between quarter day and 
quarter day rather longer than he could have desired; a circum- 
stance which he always attributed to the country’s parsimony. 

For Mr. Tite Barnacle, Mr. Arthur Clennam made his fifth 
inquiry one day at the Circumlocution Office; having on pre- 


LITTLE DORRIT | 115 


vious occasions awaited that gentleman successively in a hall, 
a glass case, a waiting room, and a fire-proof passage where the 
Department seemed to keep its wind. On this occasion Mr. 
Barnacle was not engaged, as he had been before, with the 
noble prodigy at the head of the Department; but was absent. 
Barnacle Junior, however, was announced as a lesser star, yet 
visible above the office horizon. 

With Barnacle Junior he signified his desire to confer; and 
found that young gentleman singeing the calves of his legs at 
the parental fire, and supporting his spine against the mantel- 
shelf. It was a comfortable room, handsomely furnished in 
the higher official manner; and presenting stately suggestions 
of the absent Barnacle, in the thick carpet, the leather-covered 
desk to sit at, the leather-covered desk to stand at, the formid- 
able easy chair and hearth-rug, the interposed screen, the 
torn-up papers, the despatch-boxes with little labels sticking 
out of them, like medicine bottles or dead game, the pervading 
smell of leather and mahogany, and a general bamboozling air 
of How not to do it. 

The present Barnacle, holding Mr. Clennam’s card in his 
hand, had a youthful aspect, and the fluffiest little whisker, 
perhaps, that ever was seen. Such a downy tip was on his 
callow chin, that he seemed half fledged like a young bird; 
and a compassionate observer might have urged, that if he had 
not singed the calves of his legs, he would have died of cold. 
He had a superior eye-glass dangling round his neck, but 
unfortunately had such flat orbits to his eyes, and such limp 
little eyelids, that it would n’t stick in when he put it up, but 
kept tumbling out against his waistcoat buttons with a click 
that discomposed him very much. 

“Oh, I say. Look here! My father’s not in the way, and 
won’t be in the way to-day,” said Barnacle Junior. “Is this 
anything that I can do?” 

(Click! Eye-glass down. Barnacle Junior quite frightened 
and feeling all round himself, but not able to find it.) 

“You are very good,” said Arthur Clennam. ‘‘I wish how- 
ever to see Mr. Barnacle.” 

“But I say. Look here! You haven’t got any appoint 
ment, you know,” said Barnacle Junior. 

(By this time he had found the eye-glass, and put it up 
again. ) 
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“No,” said Arthur Clennam. “That is what I wish to 
have.” 

“But I say. Look here! Is this public business?” asked 
Barnacle Junior. | 

(Click! Eye-glass down again. Barnacle Junior in that 
state of search after it, that Mr. Clennam felt it useless to 
reply at present. ) 

“Ts it,” said Barnacle Junior, taking heed of his visitor’s 
brown face, “‘anything about — Tonnage —or that sort of 
thing ?” 

(Pausing for a reply, he opened his right eye with his hand, 
and stuck his glass in it, in that inflammatory manner that his 
eye began watering dreadfully.) 

“No,” said Arthur, ‘it is nothing about tonnage.” 

“Then look here. Is it private business?” 

“T really am not sure. It relates to a Mr. Dorrit.” 

**Look here, I tell you what! You had better call at our 
house, if you are going that way. Twenty-four, Mews Street, 
Grosvenor Square. My father’s got a slight touch of the 
gout, and is kept at home by it.” 

(The misguided young Barnacle evidently going blind on his 
eye-glass side, but ashamed to make any further alteration in 
his painful arrangements. ) 

“Thank you. I will call there now. Good morning.” 
Young Barnacle seemed discomfited at this, as not having at 
all expected him to go. 

“You are quite sure,” said Barnacle Junior, calling after 
him when he got to the door, unwilling wholly to relinquish 
the bright business idea he had conceived; “that it’s nothing 
about Tonnage ? ” 

‘Quite sure.” 

With which assurance, and rather wondering what might 
have taken place if it had been anything about tonnage, Mr. 
-Clennam withdrew to pursue his inquiries. 

Mews Street, Grosvenor Square, was not absolutely Gros- 
venor Square itself, but it was very near it. It was a hideous 
little street of dead wall, stables, and dunghills, with lofts over 
coach-houses inhabited by coachmen’s families, who had a pas- 
sion for drying clothes, and decorating their window-sills with 
miniature turnpike-gates. The principal chimney-sweep of 
. that fashionable quarter lived at the blind end of Mews Street; 
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and the same corner contained an establishment much fre- 
quented about early morning and twilight, for the purchase of 
wine-bottles and kitchen-stuff. Punch’s shows used to lean 
against the dead wall in Mews Street, while their proprietors 
were dining elsewhere; and the dogs of the neighbourhood 
made appointments to meet in the same locality. Yet there 
were two or three small airless houses at the entrance end of 
Mews Street, which went at enormous rents on account of their 
being abject hangers-on to a fashionable situation; and when- 
ever one of these fearful little coops was to be let (which sel- 
dom happened, for they were in great request), the house agent 
advertised it as a gentlemanly residence in the most aristocratic 
part of town, inhabited solely by the élite of the beau monde. 

If a gentlemanly residence coming strictly within this narrow 
margin, had not been essential to the blood of the Barnacles, 
this particular branch would have had a pretty wide selection 
among let us say ten thousand houses, offering fifty times the 
accommodation for a third of the money. As it was, Mr. Bar- 
nacle, finding his gentlemanly residence extremely inconvenient 
and extremely dear, always laid it, as a public servant, at the 
door of the country, and adduced it as another instance of the 
country’s parsimony. 

Arthur Clennam came to a squeezed house, with a ramshackle 
bowed front, little dingy windows, and a little dark area like a 
damp waistcoat-pocket, which he found to be number twenty- 
four, Mews Street, Grosvenor Square. To the sense of smell, 
the house was like a sort of bottle filled with a strong distilla- 
tion of mews; and when the footman opened the door, he 
seemed to take the stopper out. 

The footman was to the Grosvenor Square footmen, what the 
house was to the Grosvenor Square houses. Admirable in his 
way, his way was a back and a by way. His gorgeousness 
was not unmixed with dirt; and both in complexion and con- 
sistency, he had suffered from the closeness of his pantry. A 
sallow flabbiness was upon him, when he took the stopper out, 
and presented the bottle to Mr. Clennam’s nose. 

“Be so good as to give that card to Mr. Tite Barnacle, and 
to say that I have just now seen the younger Mr. Barnacle who 
recommended me to call here.” 

The footman (who had as many large buttons with the Bar- 
nacle crest upon them on the flaps of his pockets as if he were 
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the family strong box, and carried the plate and jewels about 
with him buttoned up) pondered over the card a little; then 
said, “‘Walk in.” It required some judgment to do it without 
butting the inner hall door open, and in the consequent mental 
confusion and physical darkness slipping down the kitchen stairs. 
The visitor, however, brought himself up safely on the door-mat. 

Still the footman said ‘‘ Walk in,” so the visitor followed 
him. At the inner hall-door, another bottle seemed to be pre- 
sented and another stopper taken out. ‘This second phial 
appeared to be filled with concentrated provisions and extract 
of Sink from the pantry. After a skirmish in the narrow pas- 
sage, occasioned by the footman’s opening the door of the dis- 
mal dining-room with confidence, finding some one there with 
consternation, and backing on the visitor with disorder, the 
visitor was shut up, pending his announcement, in a close back 
parlour. There he had an opportunity of refreshing himself 
with both the bottles at once, looking out at a low blinding 
back wall three feet off, and speculating on the number of Bar- 
nacle families within the bills of mortality who lived in such 
hutches of their own free flunkey choice. 

Mr. Barnacle would see him. Would he walk up stairs? 
He would, and he did; and in the drawing-room, with his leg 
on a rest, he found Mr. Barnacle himself, the express image 
and presentment of How not to do it. 

Mr. Barnacle dated from a better time, when the country was 
not so parsimonious and the Cireumlocution Office was not so 
badgered. He wound and wound folds of white cravat round his 
neck, as he wound and wound folds of tape and paper round the 
neck of the country. His wristbands and collar were oppres- 
“sive, his voice and manner were oppressive. He had a large 
watch-chain and bunch of seals, a coat buttoned up to incon- 
venience, a waistcoat buttoned up to inconvenience, an unwrin- 
kled pair of trousers, a stiff pair of boots. He was altogether 
splendid, massive, overpowering, and impracticable. He seemed 
to have been sitting for his portrait to Sir Thomas Lawrence 
all the days of his life. 

“Mr. Clennam?” said Mr. Barnacle. ‘‘ Be seated.” 

Mr. Clennam became seated. 

“You have called on me, I believe,” said Mr. Barnacle, “at 
the Circumlocution ” — giving it the air of a word of about five 
and twenty syllables — ‘‘ Office.” 
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*“T have taken that liberty.” 

Mr. Barnacle solemnly bent his head as who should say, “TI 
do not deny that it is a liberty; proceed to take another liberty, 
and let me know your business.” 

‘Allow me to observe that I have been for some years in 
China, am quite a stranger at home, and have no personal 
motive or interest in the inquiry I am about to make.” 

Mr. Barnacle tapped his fingers on the table, and, as if he 
were now sitting for his portrait to a new and strange artist, 
appeared to say to his visitor, “If you will be good enough to 
take me with my present lofty expression, I shall feel obliged.” 

“‘T have found a debtor in the Marshalsea prison of the name 
of Dorrit, who has been there many years. I wish to investi- 
gate his confused affairs, so far as to ascertain whether it may 
not be possible, after this lapse of time, to ameliorate his 
unhappy condition. The name of Mr. Tite Barnacle has been 
mentioned to me as representing some highly influential interest 
among his creditors. Am I correctly informed?” 

It being one of the principles of the Circumlocution Office 
never, on any account whatever, to give a straightforward 
answer, Mr. Barnacle said, ‘ Possibly.” 

“On behalf of the Crown, may I ask, or as a private individ- 
ual?” 

“The Cireumlocution Department, sir,” Mr. Barnacle 
replied, ‘“‘may have possibly recommended — possibly —I can- 
not say — that some public claim against the insolvent estate of 
a firm or copartnership to which this person may have belonged, 
should be enforced. The question may have been, in the 
course of official business, referred to the Circumlocution 
Department for its consideration. The Department may have 
either originated, or confirmed, a Minute making that recom- 
mendation.” 

‘“‘T assume this to be the case, then.” 

“The Cireumlocution Department,” said Mr. Barnacle, “‘is 
not responsible for any gentleman’s assumptions.” 

“May I inquire how I can obtain official information as to 
the real state of the case?” 

“Tt is competent,” said Mr. Barnacle, ‘‘to any member of 
the — Public,” mentioning that obscure body with reluctance, 
as his natural enemy, ‘‘to memorialize the Circumlocution 
Department. Such formalities as are required to be observed 
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in so doing, may be known on application to the proper branck 
of that Department.” 

“Which is the proper branch?” 

“I must refer you,” returned Mr. Barnacle, ringing the bell, 
“to the Department itself for a formal answer to that inquiry.” 

**Excuse my mentioning — ” 

“The Department is accessible to the — Public.” Mr. Bar- 
nacle was always checked a little by that word of impertinent 
signification, ‘‘if the— Public approaches it according to the 
official forms; if the — Public does not approach it according to 
the official forms, the — Public has itself to blame.” 

Mr. Barnacle made him a severe bow, as a wounded man of 
family, a wounded man of place, and a wounded man of a gen- 
tlemanly residence, all rolled into one; and he made Mr. Bar- 
nacle a bow, and was shut out into Mews Street by the flabby 
footman. 

Having got to this pass, he resolved as an exercise in perse- 
verance, to betake himself again to the Circumlocution Office, 
and try what satisfaction he could get there. So he went back 
to the Circumlocution Office, and once more sent up his card 
to Barnacle Junior by a messenger who took it very ill indeed 
that he should come back again, and who was eating mashed 
potatoes and gravy behind a partition by the hall fire. 

He was readmitted to the presence of Barnacle Junior, and 
found that young gentleman singeing his knees now, and gap- 
ing his weary way on to four o’clock. 

“Tsay. Look here. You stick to us in a devil of a man- 
ner,” said Barnacle Junior, looking over his shoulder. 

“T want to know —” 

“Look here. Upon my soul you mustn’t come into the 
place saying you want to know, you know,” remonstrated 
Barnacle Junior, turning about and putting up the eye-glass, 

“T want to know,” said Arthur Clennam, who had made up 
his mind to persistence in one short form of words, “the pre- 
cise nature of the claim of the Crown against a prisoner for 
debt named Dorrit.” 

“IT say. Look here. You really are going it at a great 
pace, you know. Egad, you haven’t got an appointment,” 
said Barnacle Junior, as if the thing were growing serious. 

“T want to know,” said Arthur. And repeated his case. 

Barnacle Junior stared at him until his eye-glass fell out, and 
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then put it in again and stared at him until it fell out again. 
“You have no right to come this sort of move,” he then 
observed with the greatest weakness. ‘‘ Look here. What do 
you mean? You told me you didn’t know whether it was 
public business or not.” 

*‘T have now ascertained that it is public business,’ returned 
the suitor, ‘and I want to know”—and again repeated his 
monotonous inquiry. 

Its effect upon young Barnacle was to make him repeat in a 
defenceless way, “Look here! Upon my sour you mustn’t 
come into the place, saying you want to know, you know!” 
The effect of that upon Arthur Clennam was to make him 
repeat his inquiry in exactly the same words and tone as before. 
The effect of that upon young Barnacle was to make him a 
wonderful spectacle of failure and helplessness. 

“Well, I tell you what. Look here. You had better try 
the Secretarial Department,” he said at last, sidling to the bell 
and ringing it. ‘‘ Jenkinson,” to the mashed potatoes messen- 
ger, “Mr. Wobbler! ” 

Arthur Clennam, who now felt that he had devoted himself 
to the storming of the Circumlocution Office, and must go 
through with it, accompanied the messenger to another floor of 
the building, where that functionary pointed out Mr. Wob- 
bler’s room. He entered that apartment, and found two gen- 
tlemen sitting face to face at a large and easy desk, one of 
whom was polishing a gun-barrel on his pocket-handkerchief, 
while the other was spreading marmalade on bread with a 
paper-knife. 

“Mr. Wobbler?” inquired the suitor. 

Both gentlemen glanced at him, and seemed surprised at 
this assurance. 

“So he went,” said the gentleman with the gun-barrel, who 
was an extremely deliberate speaker, ‘‘down to his cousin’s 
place, and took the Dog with him by rail. Inestimable Dog. 
Flew at the porter fellow when he was put into the dog-box, 
and flew at the guard when he was taken out. He got half a 
dozen fellows into a Barn, and a good supply of Rats, and 
timed the Dog. Finding the Dog able to do it immensely, 
made the match, and heavily backed the Dog. When the 
match came off, some devil of a fellow was bought over, Sir, 
Dog was made drunk, Dog’s master was cleaned out.” 
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“Mr. Wobbler?” inquired the suitor. 

The gentleman who was spreading the marmalade returned, 
without looking up from that occupation, “‘what did he call 
the Dog?” 

“Called him Lovely,” said the other gentleman. “Said 
the Dog was the perfect picture of the old aunt from whom 
he has expectations. Found him particularly like her when 
hocussed. ” 

“Mr. Wobbler?” said the suitor. 

Both gentlemen laughed for some time. The gentleman 
with the gun-barrel, considering it on inspection in a satisfac- 
tory state, referred it to the other; receiving confirmation of 
his views, he fitted it into its place in the case before him, and 
took out the stock and polished that, softly whistling. 

“Mr. Wobbler?” said the suitor. 

““What’s the matter,” then said Mr. Wobbler, with his 
mouth full. 

“JT want to know—” and Arthur Clennam again mechani- 
cally set forth what he wanted to know. 

“Can’t inform you,” observed Mr. Wobbler, apparently te 
his lunch. ‘Never heard of it. Nothing at all to do with it. 
Better try Mr. Clive, second door on the left in the next pas- 
sage.” 

“Perhaps he will give me the same answer.” 

“Very likely. Don’t know anything about it,” said Mr. 
Wobbler. 

The suitor turned away and had left the room, when the 
gentleman with the gun called out, ‘‘Mister! Hallo!” 

He looked in again. 

“Shut the door after you. You.’re letting in a devil of a 
draught here! ” 

A few steps brought him to the second door on the left in 
the next passage. In that room he found three gentlemen, 
number one doing nothing particular, number two doing 
nothing particular, number three doing nothing particular. 
They seemed, however, to be more directly concerned than the 
others had been in the effective execution of the great princi- 
ple of the office, as there was an awful inner apartment with a 
double door, in which the Circumlocution Sages appeared to 
be assembled in council, and out of which there was an impos- 
ing coming of papers, and into which there was an imposing 
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going of papers, almost constantly; wherein another gentle- 
man, number four, was the active instrument. 

“T want to know,” said Arthur Clennam, —and again stated 
his case in the same barrel-organ way. As number one referred 
him to number two, and as number two referred him to number 
three, he had occasion to state it three times before they all 
referred him to number four. To whom he stated it again. 

Number four was a vivacious, well-looking, well-dressed, 
agreeable young fellow —he was a Barnacle, out on the more 
sprightly side of the family—and he said in an easy way, 
“Oh! you had better not bother yourself about it, I think.” 

“Not bother myself about it?” 

“No! I recommend you not to bother yourself about it.” 

This was such a new point of view that Arthur Clennam 
found himself at a loss how to receive it. 

“You can if you like. I can give you plenty of forms to 
fill up. Lots of ’em here. You can have a dozen if you like. 
But you ’ll never go on with it,” said number four. 

“Would it be such hopeless work? Excuse me; I am a 
stranger in England.” 

“TI don’t say it would be hopeless,” returned number four, 
with a frank smile. ‘I don’t express an opinion about that; 
I only express an opinion about you. J don’t think you’d go 
on with it. However, of course, you can do as you like. I 
suppose there was a failure in the performance of a contract, 
or something of that kind, was there?” 

“T really don’t know.” 

“Well! That you can find out. Then you’ll find cut 
what Department the contract was in, and then you’ll find out 
all about it there.” 

“T beg your pardon. How shall I find out?” 

“Why, you’ll—you’ll ask till they tell you. Then 
you ’ll memorialise that Department (according to regular forms 
which you’ll find out) for leave to memorialise this Depart- 
ment. If you get it (which you may after a time), that 
memorial must be entered in that Department, sent to be regis- 
tered in this Department, sent back to be signed by that 
Department, sent back to be countersigned by this Department, 
and then it will begin to be regularly before that Department. 
You ’ll find out when the business passes through each of these 
stages, by asking at both Departments till they tell you.” 
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“But surely this is not the way to do the business,” Arthut 
Clennam could not help saying. 

This airy young Barnacle was quite entertained by his sim- . 
plicity in supposing fora moment that it was. This light in 
hand young Barnacle knew perfectly that it was not. This 
touch and go young Barnacle had “got up” the Department in 
a private secretaryship, that he might be ready for any little 
bit of fat that came to hand; and he fully understood the 
Department to be a politico-diplomatico hocus-pocus piece of 
machinery, for the assistance of the nobs in keeping off the 
snobs. This dashing young Barnacle, in a word, was likely 
to become a statesman, and to make a figure. 

‘“When the business is regularly before that Department, 
whatever it is,” pursued this bright young Barnacle, ‘then 
you can watch it from time to time through that Department. 
When it comes regularly before this Department, then you 
must watch it from time to time through this Department. 
We shall have to refer it right and left; and when we refer it 
anywhere, then you’ll have to look it up. When it comes 
back to us at any time, then you had better look us up. 
When it sticks anywhere, you’ll have to try to give it a jog. 
When you write to another Department about it, and then to 
this Department about it, and don’t hear anything satisfactory 
about it, why then you had better — keep on writing.” 

Arthur Clennam looked very doubtful indeed. ‘But 7 am 
obliged to you, at any rate,” said he, “for your politeness.” 

“Not at all,” replied this engaging young Barnacle. ‘Try 
the thing, and see how you like it. It will be in your power 
to give it up at any time, if you don’t like it. You had better 
take a lot of forms away with you. Give him a lot of forms! ” 
With which instruction to number two, this sparkling young 
Barnacle took a fresh handful of papers from numbers one and 
three, and carried them into the sanctuary, to offer to the pre- 
siding Idols of the Circumlocution Office. 

Arthur Clennam put his forms in his pocket gloomily enough, 
and went his way down the long stone passage and the long 
stone staircase. He had come to the swing doors leading into 
the street, and was waiting, not over patiently, for two people 
who were between him and them to pass out and let him fol- 
low, when the voice of one of them struck familiarly on his ear. 
He looked at the speaker and recognised Mr. Meagles. Mr, 
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Meagles was very red in the face —redder than travel could 
have made him —and collaring a short man who was with him, 
said, ‘‘Come out, you rascal, come out!” 

It was such an unexpected hearing, and it was also such an 
unexpected sight to see Mr. Meagles burst the swing doors 
open, and emerge into the street with the short man, who was 
of an unoffending appearance, that Clennam stood still for the 
moment exchanging looks of surprise with the porter. He fol- 
lowed, however, quickly; and saw Mr. Meagles going down the 
street with his enemy at his side. He soon came up with his 
old travelling companion, and touched him on the back. The 
choleric face which Mr. Meagles turned upon him smoothed 
when he saw who it was, and he put out his friendly hand. 

“How are you!” said Mr. Meagles. ‘‘How d’ye do/ I 
have only just come over from abroad. I am glad to see you.” 

“‘And I am rejoiced to see you.” 

“'Thank’ee. Thank’ee!” 

“Mrs. Meagles and your daughter — ” 

“Are as well as possible,” said Mr. Meagles. ‘I only wish 
you had come upon me in a more prepossessing condition as to 
coolness.” 

Though it was anything but a hot day, Mr. Meagles was in 
a heated state that attracted the attention of the passers-by ; 
more particularly as he leaned his back against a railing, took 
off bis hat and cravat, and heartily rubbed his steaming head 
and face, and his reddened ears and neck, without the least 
regard for public opinion. 

“Whew!” said Mr. Meagles, dressing again. “That ’s com- 
fortable. Now I am cooler.” 

“You have been ruffled, Mr. Meagles. What is the mate 
ter?” 

“Wait a bit, and I’ll tell you. Have you leisure for a turn 
in the Park?” 

“As much as you please.” 

“Come along then. Ah! you may well look at him.” He 
happened to have turned his eyes towards the offender whom 
Mr. Meagles had so angrily collared. “‘He’s something to 
look at, that fellow is.” 

He was not much to look at, either in point of size or in 
point of dress; being merely a short, square, practical looking 
man, whose hair had turned grey, and in whose face and fore 
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head there were deep lines of cogitation, which looked ag 
though they were carved in hard wood. He was dressed in 
decent black, a little rusty, and had the appearance of a saga- 
cious master in some handicraft. He had a spectacle-case in 
his hand, which he turned over and over while he was thus in 
question, with a certain free use of the thumb that is never 
seen but in a hand accustomed to tools. 

“You keep with us,” said Mr. Meagles, in a threatening 
kind of way, “and Ill introduce you presently. Now, then!” 

Clennam wondered within himself, as they took the nearest 
way to the Park, what this unknown (who complied in the 
gentlest manner) could have been doing. His appearance did 
not at all justify the suspicion that he had been detected in 
designs on Mr. Meagles’s pocket-handkerchief; nor had he any 
appearance of being quarrelsome or violent. He was a quiet, 
plain, steady man; made no attempt to escape; and seemed a 
little depressed, but neither ashamed nor repentant. If he 
were a criminal offender, he must surely be an incorrigible 
hypocrite; and if he were no offender, why should Mr. Meagles 
have collared him in the Circumlocution Office? He perceived 
that the man was not a difficulty in his own mind alone, but in 
Mr. Meagles’s too; for such conversation as they had together 
on the short way to the Park was by no means well sustained, 
and Mr. Meagles’s eye always wandered back to the man, even 
when he spoke of something very different. 

At length, they being among the trees, Mr. Meagles stopped 
short, and said: — 

“Mr. Clennam, will you do me the favour to look at this 
man? His name is Doyce, Daniel Doyce. You wouldn’t 
suppose this man to be a notorious rascal; would you?” 

“T certainly should not.” It was really a disconcerting 
question, with the man there. 

“No. You would not. I know you would not. You 
would n’t suppose him to be a public offender; would you?” 

NOs? 

“No. But he is. He isa public offender. What has he 
been guilty of? Murder, manslaughter, arson, forgery, swin- 
dling, housebreaking, highway robbery, larcency, conspiracy, 
fraud? Which should you say, now?” 

“T should say,” returned Arthur Clennam, observing a faint 
smile in Daniel Doyce’s face, ‘‘not one of them.” 
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“You are right,” said Mr. Meagles. ‘‘But he has been in- 
genious and he has been trying to turn his ingenuity to his coun- 
try’s service. That makes him a public offender directly, sir.” 

Arthur looked at the man himself, who only shook his head. 

“This Doyce,” said Mr. Meagles, “is a smith and engineer. 
He is not in a large way, but he is well known as a very 
ingenious man. A dozen years ago, he perfects an invention 
(involving a very curious secret process) of great importance to 
his country and his fellow creatures. J won’t say how much 
money it cost him, or how many years of his life he had been 
about it, but he brought it to perfection a dozen years ago. 
Wasn’t it a dozen?” said Mr. Meagles, addressing Doyce. 
‘“He is the most exasperating man in the world; he never 
complains! ”’ 

“Yes. Rather better than twelve years ago.” 

“Rather better?” said Mr. Meagles, “you mean rather 
worse. Well, Mr. Clennam. He addresses himself to the 
Government. The moment he addresses himself to the Goy- 
ernment, he becomes a public offender! Sir,” said Mr. Mea- 
gles, in danger of making himself excessively hot again, “‘he 
ceases to be an innocent citizen, and becomes a culprit. He 
is treated, from that instant, as a man who has done some 
infernal action. He is a man to be shirked, put off, brow- 
beaten, sneered at, handed over by this highly-connected young 
or old gentleman to that highly-connected young or old genile- 
man, and dodged back again; he is a man with no rights in 
his own time, or his own property; a mere outlaw, whom it 
is justifiable to get rid of anyhow —a man to be worn out by 
all possible means.” 

It was not so difficult to believe, after the morning’s experi- 
ence, as Mr. Meagles supposed. 

“Don’t stand there, Doyce, turning your spectacle-case over 
and over,” cried Mr. Meagles, “but tell Mr. Clennam what 
you confessed to me.” 

“T undoubtedly was made to feel,” said the inventor, ‘‘as 
if I had committed an offence. In dancing attendance at the 
various offices, I was always treated, more or less, as if it was 
a very bad offence. I have frequently found it necessary to 
reflect, for my own self-support, that I really had not done 
anything to bring myself into the Newgate Calendar, but only 
wanted to effect a great saving and a great improvement.” 
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“There!” said Mr. Meagles. ‘Judge whether J exagger- 
ate! Now you'll be able to believe me when I tell you the 
rest of the case.” 

With this prelude, Mr. Meagles went through the narrative ; 
the established narrative, which has become tiresome; the mat- 
ter of course narrative which we all know by heart. How 
after interminable attendance and correspondence, after infi- 
nite impertinences, 1gnorances, and insults, my lords made a 
Minute, number three thousand four hundred and seventy-two, 
allowing the culprit to make certain trials of his invention at 
his own expense. How the trials were made in the presence 
of a board of six, of whom two ancient members were too blind 
to see it, two other ancient members were too deaf to hear it, 
one other ancient member was too lame to get near it, and the 
final ancient member was too pig-headed to look at it. How 
there were more years; more impertinences, ignorances, and 
insults. How my lords then made a Minute, number five 
thousand one hundred and three, whereby they resigned the 
business to the Circumlocution Office. How the Circumlocu- 
tion Office, in course of time, took up the business as if it 
were a bran-new thing of yesterday, which had never been 
heard of before; muddled the business, addled the business, 
tossed the business in a wet blanket. How the impertinences, 
ignorances, and insults went through the multiplication table. 
How there was.a reference of the invention to three Barnacles 
and a Stiltstalking, who knew nothing about it; into whose 
heads nothing could be hammered about it; who got bored 
about it, and reported physical impossibilities about it. How 
the Circumlocution Office, in a Minute, number eight thousand 
seven hundred and forty, “‘saw no reason to reverse the deci- 
sion at which my lords had arrived.” How the Circumlocu- 
tion Office, being reminded that my lords had arrived at no 
decision, shelved the business. How there had been a final 
interview with the head of the Circumlocution Office that very 
morning, and how the Brazen Head had spoken, and had been, 
upon the whole, and under all the circumstances, and looking 
at it from the various points of view, of opinion that one of 
two courses was to be pursued in respect of the business; that 
was to say, either to leave it alone for evermore, or to begin it 
all over again. 

“Upon which,” said Mr. Meagles, “‘as a practical man, I 
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then and there, in that presence, took Doyce by the collar, and 
told him it was plain to me that he was an infamous rascal, 
and treasonable disturber of the government peace, and took 
him away. I brought him out at the office door by the collar, 
that the very porter might know I was a practical man who 
appreciated the official estimate of such characters; and here 
we are!” 

If that airy young Barnacle had been there, he would have 
frankly told them perhaps that the Circumlocution Office had 
achieved its functions. That what the Barnacles had to do, 
was to stick on to the national ship as long as they could. 
That to trim the ship, lighten the ship, clean the ship, would 
be to knock them off; that they could but be knocked off once; 
and that if the ship went down with them yet sticking to it, 
that was the ship’s lookout, and not theirs. 

“There!” said Mr. Meagles, “now you know all about 
Doyce. Except, which I own does not improve my state of 
mind, that even now you don’t hear him complain.” 

“You must have great patience,” said Arthur Clennam, 
looking at him with some wonder, “great forbearance.” 

“No,” he returned, “I don’t know that I have more than 
another man.” 

“By the Lord you have more than I have, though!” cried 
Mr. Meagles. 

Doyce smiled, as he said to Clennam, ‘“‘ You see, my experi- 
ence of these things does not begin with myself. It has been 
in my way to know a little about them, from time to time. 
Mine is not a particular case. I am not worse used than a 
hundred others, who have put themselves in the same position 
— than all the others, I was going to say.” 

*T don’t know that I should find that a consolation, if it 
were my case; but I am very glad that you do.” 

“Understand me! I don’t say,” he replied in his steady, 
planning way, and looking into the distance before him as if 
his grey eye were measuring it, “that it’s recompense for a 
man’s toil and hope; but it’s a certain sort of relief to know 
that I might have counted on this.” 

He spoke in that quiet deliberate manner, and in that under- 
tone, which is often observable in mechanics who consider and 
adjust with great nicety. It belonged to him like his supple- 
ness of thumb, or his peculiar way of tilting up his hat at the 
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back every now and then, as if he were contemplating some 
half-finished work of his hand, and thinking about it. 

“‘Disappointed?” he went on, as he walked between them 
under the trees. ‘Yes. No doubt I am _ disappointed. 
Hurt? Yes. No doubt I am hurt. That’s only natural. 
But what I mean, when I say that people who put themselves 
in the same position, are mostly used in the same way —” 

“In England,” said Mr. Meagles. 

“Qh! of course I mean in England. When they take their 
inventions into foreign countries, that’s quite different. And 
that ’s the reason why so many go there.” 

Mr. Meagles very hot indeed again. 

“What I mean is, that however this comes to be the regular 
way of our government, it is its regular way. Have you ever 
heard of any projector or inventor who failed to find it all but 
inaccessible, and whom it did not discourage and ill-treat ? ” 

“‘T cannot say that I ever have.” 

‘““Have you ever known it to be beforehand in the adoption 
of any useful thing? Ever known it to set an example of any 
useful kind?” 

“T am a good deal older than my friend here,” said Mr. 
Meagles, ‘‘and I’ll answer that. Never.” 

“But we all three have known, I expect,” said the inven- 
tor, ‘‘a pretty many cases of its fixed determination to be miles 
upon miles, and years upon years, behind the rest of us; and 
of its being found out persisting in the use of things long 
superseded, even after the better things were well known and 
generally taken up?” 

They all agreed upon that. 

“Well, then,” said Doyce with a sigh, “fas I know what 
such a metal will do at such a temperature, and such a body 
under such a pressure, so I may know (if I will only consider), 
how these great lords and gentlemen will certainly deal with 
such a matter as mine. I have no right to be surprised, with 
a head upon my shoulders, and memory in it, that I fall into 
the ranks with all who came before me. I ought to have let 
it alone. I have had warning enough, I am sure.” 

With that he put up his spectacle case, and said to Arthur, 
“Tf I don’t complain, Mr. Clennam, I can feel gratitude; and 
I assure you that I feel it towards our mutual friend. Many ’s 
the day, and many ’s the way in which he has backed me.” 
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“Stuff and nonsense,” said Mr. Meagles. 

Arthur could not but glance at Daniel Doyce in the ensuing 
silence. Though it was evidently in the grain of his character, 
and of his respect for his own case, that he should abstain from 
idle murmuring, it was evident that he had grown the older, 
the sterner, and the poorer, for his long endeavour. He could 
not but think what a blessed thing it would have been for this 
man, if he had taken a lesson from the gentlemen who were 
so kind as to take the nation’s affairs in charge, and had learnt 
How not to do it. 

Mr. Meagles was hot and despondent for about five minutes, 
and then began to cool and clear up. 

““Come, come!” said he. ‘“‘We shall not make this the 
better by being grim. Where do you think of going, Dan?” 

“‘T shall go back to the factory,” said Dan. 

“Why, then, we’ll all go back to the factory, or walk in 
that direction,” returned Meagles cheerfully. ‘‘Mr. Clennam 
won’t be deterred by its being in Bleeding Heart Yard.” 

“Bleeding Heart Yard?” said Clennam. “I want to go 
there.” 

““So much the better,” cried Mr. Meagles. ‘‘Come along!” 

As they went along, certainly one of the party, and probably 
more than one, thought that Bleeding Heart Yard was no inap- 
propriate destination for a man who had been in official corre- 
spondence with my lords and the Barnacles —and perhaps had 
a misgiving also that Britannia herself might come to look for 
lodgings in Bleeding Heart Yard, some ugly day or other, if 
she over-did the Circumlocution Office. 
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CHAPTER XI 
LET LOOSE 


A LATE, dull autumn night was closing in upon the river 
Saone. ‘The stream, like a sullied looking-glass in a gloomy 
place, reflected the clouds heavily; and the low banks leaned 
over here and there, as if they were half curious, and _ half 
afraid, to see their darkening pictures in the water. The flat 
expanse of country about Chalons lay a long heavy streak, 
occasionally made a little ragged by a row of poplar trees 
against the wrathful sunset. On the banks of the river Saone 
it was wet, depressing, solitary; and the night deepened fast. 

One man, slowly moving on towards Chalons, was the only 
visible figure in the landscape. Cain might have looked as 
lonely and avoided. With an old sheepskin knapsack at his 
back, and a rough, unbarked stick cut out of some wood in 
his hand; miry, footsore, his shoes and gaiters trodden out, 
his hair and beard untrimmed; the cloak he carried over his 
shoulder, and the clothes he wore, soddened with wet; limping 
along in pain and difficulty — he looked as if the clouds were 
hurrying from him, as if the wail of the wind and the shudder- 
ing of the grass were directed against him, as if the low myste- 
rious plashing of the water murmured at him, as if the fitful 
autumn night were disturbed by him. 

He glanced here, and he glanced there, sullenly but shrink- 
ingly; and sometimes stopped and turned about, and looked all 
round him. ‘Then he limped on again, toiling and muttering. 

“To the devil with this plain that has no end! To the 
devil with these stones that cut like knives! To the devil 
with this dismal darkness, wrapping itself about one with a 
chill! I hate you!” 

And he would have visited his hatred upon it all with the 
scowl he threw about him, if he could. He trudged a little 
further; and looking into the distance before him, stopped 
again. 
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“J, hungry, thirsty, weary. You, imbeciles, where the 
lights are yonder, eating and drinking, and warming yourselves 
at fires! I wish I had the sacking of your town, I would 
repay you, my children! ” 

But the teeth he set at the town, and the hand he shook at 
the town, brought the town no nearer; and the man was yet 
hungrier, and thirstier, and wearier, when his feet were on its 
jagged pavement, and he stood looking about him. 

There was the hotel with its gateway, and its savoury smell 
of cooking; there was the caf¢, with its bright windows, and 
its rattling of dominoes; there was the dyer’s, with its strips 
of red cloth on the doorposts; there was the silversmith’s, 
with its ear-rings, and its offerings for altars; there was the 
tobacco dealer’s, with its lively group of soldier customers 
coming out pipe in mouth; there were the bad odours of the 
town, and the rain and the refuse in the kennels, and the faint 
lamps slung across the road, and the huge diligence, and its 
mountain of luggage, and its six grey horses with their tails 
tied up, getting under weigh at the coach office. But no small 
cabaret for a straitened traveller being within sight, he had 
to seek one round the dark corner, where the cabbage leaves 
lay thickest, trodden about the public cistern at which women 
had not yet left off drawing water. There, in the back street 
he found one, the Break of Day. The curtained windows 
clouded the Break of Day, but it seemed light and warm, and it 
announced in legible inscriptions, with appropriate pictorial em- 
bellishment of billiard cue and ball, that at the Break of Day 
one could play billiards; that there one could find meat, drink, 
and lodging, whether one came on horseback, or came on foot; 
and that it kept good wines, liqueurs, and brandy. The man 
turned the handle of the Break of Day door, and limped in. 

He touched his discoloured slouched hat, as he came in at 
the door, to a few men who occupied the room. ‘Two were 
playing dominoes at one of the little tables; three or four were 
seated round the stove, conversing as they smoked; the 
billiard-table in the centre was left alone for the time; the 
landlady of the Daybreak sat behind her little counter among 
her cloudy bottles of syrups, baskets of cakes, and leaden 
drainage for glasses, working at her needle. 

Making his way to an empty little table, in a corner of the 
room behind the stove, he put down his knapsack and his 
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cloak upon the ground. As he raised his head from stooping 
to do so, he found the landlady beside him. 

“One can lodge here to-night, madame?” 

“Perfectly!” said the landlady in a high, sing-song, cheery 
voice. 

““Good, One can dine, sup — what you please to call it?” 

“Ah, perfectly!” cried the landlady as before. . 

“Despatch then, madame, if you please. Something to eat, 
as quickly as you can; and some wine at once. I am 
exhausted.” 

“Tt is very bad weather, monsieur,” said the landlady. 

“Cursed weather.” 

** And a very long road.” 

‘A cursed road.” 

His hoarse voice failed him, and he rested his head upon 
his hands until a bottle of wine was brought from the counter. 
Having filled and emptied his little tumbler twice, and having 
broken off an end from the great loaf that was set before him 
with his cloth and napkin, soup-plate, salt, pepper, and oil, 
he rested his back against the corner of the wall, made a couch 
of the bench on which he sat, and began to chew crust until 
such time as his repast should be ready. 

There had been that momentary interruption of the talk 
about the stove, and that temporary inattention to and distrac- 
tion from one another, which is usualiy inseparable in such a 
company from the arrival of a stranger. It had passed over 
by this time; and the men had done glancing at him, and were 
talking again. 

“That ’s the true reason,” said one of them, bringing a story 
he had been telling to a close, “that’s the true reason why 
they said that the devil was let loose.” The speaker was the 
tall Swiss belonging to the church, and he brought something 
of the authority of the church into the discussion — especially 
as the devil was in question. 

The landlady, having given her directions for the new 
cuest’s entertainment to her husband, who acted as cook to the 
Break of Day, had resumed her needlework behind her counter. 
She was a smart, neat, bright little woman, with a good deal 
of cap and a good deal of stocking, and she struck into the 
conversation with several laughing nods of her head, but with- 
out looking up from her work. 
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* Ah, Heaven, then,” said she. ‘‘When the boat came up 
from Lyons, and brought the news that the devil was actually 
let loose at Marseilles, some fly-catchers swallowed it. But I? 
No, not I.” 

““Madame, you are always right,” returned the tall Swiss. 
“Doubtless you were enraged against that man, madame ? ” 

“Ah, yes, then!” cried the landlady, raising her eyes from 
her work, opening them very wide, aud tossing her head on 
one side. ‘Naturally, yes.” 

“He was a bad subject.” 

“He was a wicked wretch,” said the landlady, “and well 
merited what he had the good fortune to escape. So much 
the worse.” 

“Stay, madame! Let us see,” returned the Swiss, argu- 
mentatively turning his cigar between his lips. ‘It may have 
been his unfortunate destiny. He may have been the child of 
circumstances. It is always possible that he had, and has, 
good in him if one did but know how to find it out. Philo- 
sophical philanthropy teaches — ” 

The rest of the little knot about the stove murmured an 
objection to the introduction of that threatening expression. 
Even the two players at dominoes glanced up from their game, 
as if to protest against philosophical philanthropy being brought 
by name into the Break of Day. 

“Hold there, you and your philanthropy,” cried the smiling 
landlady, nodding her head more than ever. “Listen then. 
I am a woman, I. I know nothing of philosophical philan- 
thropy. But I know what I have seen, and what I have 
looked in the face, in this world here, where I find myself. 
And I tell you this, my friend, that there are people (men and 
women both, unfortunately) who have no good in them — 
none. That there are people whom it is necessary to detest 
without compromise. That there are people who must be 
dealt with as enemies of the human race. That there are 
people who have no human heart, and who must be crushed 
like savage beasts and cleared out of the way. They are but 
few, I hope; but I have seen (in this world here where I find 
myself, and even at the little Break of Day) that there are 
such people. And I do not doubt that this man — whatever 
they call him, I forget his name — is one of them.” 

The landlady’s lively speech was received with greater favour 
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at the Break of Day than it would have elicited from certain 
amiable whitewashers of the class she so unreasonably objected 
to, nearer Great Britain. 

“My faith! If your philosophical philanthropy,” said the 
landlady, putting down her work, and rising to take the 
stranger’s soup from her husband, who appeared with it at 
a side door, “puts anybody at the mercy of such people by 
holding terms with them at all, in words or deeds, or both, 
take it away from the Break of Day, for it isn’t worth a 
sou.” 

As she placed the soup before the guest, who changed his 
attitude to a sitting one, he looked her full in the face, and his 
moustache went up under his nose, and his nose came down 
over his moustache. 

“Well!” said the previous speaker, “let us come back to 
our subject. Leaving all that aside, gentlemen, it was because 
the man was acquitted on his trial, that people said at Mar- 
seilles that the devil was let loose. That was how the phrase 
began to circulate, and what it meant; nothing more.” 

“How do they call him?” said the landlady. ‘“ Biraud, is 
it not?” 

‘Rigaud, madame,” returned the tall Swiss. 

“Rigaud! To be sure!” 

The traveller’s soup was succeeded by a dish of meat, and 
that by a dish of vegetables. He ate all that was placed 
before him, emptied his bottle of wine, called for a glass of 
rum, and smoked his cigarette with his cup of coffee. As he 
became refreshed, he became overbearing; and patronised the 
company at the Daybreak in certain small talk at which he 
assisted, as if his condition were far above his appearance. 

The company might have had other engagements, or they 
might have felt their inferiority, but in any case they dispersed 
by degrees, and not being replaced by other company, left their 
new patron in possession of the Break of Day. The landlord 
was clinking about in his kitchen; the landlady was quiet at 
her work; and the refreshed traveller sat smoking by the 
stove, warming his ragged feet. 

‘Pardon me, madame —that Biraud.” 

“Rigaud, monsieur.”’ 

“Rigaud. Pardon me again — has contracted your displeas- 
ure, how ?” 
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The landlady, who had been at one moment thinking within 
herself that this was a handsome man, at another moment that 
this was an ill-looking man, observed the nose coming down 
and the moustache going up, and strongly inclined to the latter 
decision. Rigaud was a criminal, she said, who had killed his 
wife. 

“Ay, ay? Death of my life, that’s a criminal indeed. 
But how do you know it?” 

** All the world knows it.” 

“Hah! And yet he escaped justice?” 

‘Monsieur, the law could not prove it against him to its 
satisfaction. So the law says. Nevertheless, all the world 
knows he did it. The people knew it so well, that they tried 
to tear him to pieces.” 

“Being all in perfect accord with their own wives?” said 
the guest. ‘‘ Haha!” 

The landlady of the Break of Day looked at him again, and 
felt almost confirmed in her last decision. He had a fine hand 
though, and he turned it with a great show. She began once 
more to think that he was not ill-looking after all. 

“Did you mention, madame —or was it mentioned among 
the gentlemen — what became of him?” 

The landlady shook her head; it being the first conversa- 
tional stage at which her vivacious earnestness had ceased to 
nod it, keeping time to what she said. It had been mentioned 
at the Daybreak, she remarked, on the authority of the jour- 
nals, that he had been kept in prison for his own safety. 
However that might be, he had escaped his deserts, so much 
the worse. 

The guest sat looking at her as he smoked out his final 
cigarette, and as she sat with her head bent over her work, 
with an expression that might have resolved her doubts, and 
brought her to a lasting conclusion on the subject of his good 
or bad looks if she had seen it. When she did look up, the 
expression was not there. The hand was smoothing his shaggy 
moustache. 

“May one ask to be shown to bed, madame?” 

“Very willingly, monsieur. Hola, my husband!” My hus- 
band would conduct him up stairs. There was one traveller 
there, asleep, who had gone to bed very early indeed, being 
overpowered by fatigue; but it was a large chamber with two 
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beds in it, and space enough for twenty. This the landlady 
of the Break of Day chirpingly explained, calling between 
whiles Hola, my husband! out at the side door. 

My husband answered at length, “It is I, my wife!” and 
presenting himself in his cook’s cap, lighted the traveller up a 
steep and narrow staircase; the traveller carrying his own cloak 
and knapsack, and bidding the landlady good night with a 
complimentary reference to the pleasure of seeing her again 
to-morrow. It was a large room, with a rough splintery floor, 
unplastered rafters overhead, and two bedsteads on opposite 
sides. Here my husband put down the candle he carried, and 
with a sidelong look at his guest stooping over his knapsack, 
oruffly gave him the instruction, “The bed to the right!” and 
left him to his repose. The landlord, whether he was a good 
or a bad physiognomist, had fully made up his mind that the 
guest was an ill-looking fellow. 

The guest looked contemptuously at the clean coarse bedding 
prepared for him, and, sitting down on the rush chair at the 
bedside, drew his money out of his pocket, and told it over in 
his hand. ‘One must eat,” he muttered to himself, ‘but by 
Heaven I must eat at the cost of some other man to-morrow! ” 

As he sat pondering, and mechanically weighing his money 
in his palm, the deep breathing of the traveller in the other 
bed fell so regularly upon his hearing that it attracted his eyes 
in that direction. The man was covered up warm, and had 
drawn the white curtain at his head, so that he could be only 
heard, not seen. But the deep regular breathing, still going 
on while the other was taking off his worn shoes and gaiters, 
and still continuing when he had laid aside his coat and cravat, 
became at length a strong provocative to curiosity, and incen- . 
tive to get a glimpse of the sleeper’s face. 

The waking traveller, therefore, stole a little nearer, and yet 
a little nearer, and a little nearer, to the sleeping traveller’s 
bed, until he stood close beside it. Even then he could not 
see his face, for he had drawn the sheet over it. The regular 
breathing still continuing, he put his smooth white hand (such 
a treacherous hand it looked, as it went creeping from him!) to 
the sheet, and gently lifted it away. 

“Death of my soul!” he whispered, falling back, ‘“‘here’s 
Cavalletto!” 

The little Italian, previously influenced in his sleep perhaps 
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by the stealthy presence at his bedside, stopped in his regular 
breathing, and with a long deep respiration opened his eyes. 
At first they were not awake, though open. He lay for some 
seconds looking placidly at his old prison companion, and then, 
all at once, with a cry of surprise and alarm, sprang out of 
bed. ) 

“Hush! What’s the matter? Keep quiet! It’s I. You 
know me?” cried the other, in a suppressed voice, 

But John Baptist, widely staring, muttering a number of 
invocations and ejaculations, tremblingly backing into a corner, 
slipping on his trousers, and tying his coat by the two sleeves 
round his neck, manifested an unmistakable desire to escape 
by the door rather than renew the acquaintance. Seeing this, 
his old prison comrade fell back upon the door, and set his 
shoulders against it. 

“Cavalletto! Wake, boy! Rub your eyes and look at me. 
Not the name you used to call me — don’t use that — Lagnier, 
say Lagnier!” 

John Baptist, staring at him with eyes opened to their 
utmost width, made a number of those national, back-handed 
shakes of the right forefinger in the air, as if he were resolved 
on negativing beforehand everything that the other could pos- 
sibly advance during the whole term of his life. 

“Cavalletto! Give me your hand. You know Lagnier the 
gentleman. ‘Touch the hand of a gentleman! ” 

Submitting himself to the old tone of condescending author- 
ity, John Baptist, not at all steady on his legs as yet, advanced 
and put his hand in his patron’s. Monsieur Lagnier laughed; 
and having given it a squeeze, tossed it up and let it go. 

“Then you were ” — faltered John Baptist. 

“Not shaved? No. See here!” cried Lagnier, giving his 
head a twirl, “as tight on as your own.” 

John Baptist, with a slight shiver, looked all round the 
room as if to recall where he was. His patron took that 
opportunity of turning the key in the door, and then sat down 
upon his bed. 

“Look!” he said, holding up his shoes and_gaiters, 
“That ’s a poor trim for a gentleman, you’ll say. No matter, 
you shall see how soon I’ll mend it. Come and sit down. 
Take your old place! ” 

John Baptist, looking anything but reassured, sat down on 
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the floor at the bedside, keeping his eyes upon his patron all 
the time. 

“That ’s well!” cried Lagnier. ‘‘ Now we might be in the 
old infernal hole again, hey? How long have you been out?” 

“Two days after you, my master.” 

““How do you come here?” ; 

“‘T was cautioned not to stay there, and so I left the town 
at once, and since then I have changed about. I have been 
doing odds and ends at Avignon, at Pont Esprit, at Lyons; 
upon the Rhone, upon the Saone.” As he spoke, he rapidly 
mapped the places out with his sunburnt hand on the floor. 

‘And where are you going?” 

**Going, my master?” 


6¢ Ay ! 99 
John Baptist seemed to desire to evade the question without 
knowing how. ‘By Bacchus!” he said at last, as if he were 


forced to the admission, ‘“‘I have sometimes had a thought of 
going to Paris, and perhaps to England.” 

“Cavalletto. This is in confidence. I also am going to 
Paris, and perhaps to England. Well go together.” 

The little man nodded his head, and showed his teeth; and 
yet seemed not quite convinced that it was a surpassingly 
desirable arrangement. 

“We'll go together,” repeated Lagnier. ‘‘ You shall see 
how soon I will force myself to be recognised as a gentleman, 
and you shall profit by it. Is it agreed? Are we one?” 

“Oh, surely, surely!” said the little man. 

“Then you shall hear before I sleep — and in six words, for 
I want sleep — how I appear before you, I, Lagnier. Remem- 
ber that. Not the other.” 

“Altro, altro! Not Ri—” Before John Baptist could 
finish the name, his comrade had got his hand under his chin 
and fiercely shut up his mouth. 

“Death! what are you doing? Do you want me to be 
trampled upon and stoned? Do you want to be trampled upon 
and stoned? You would be. You don’t imagine that they 
would set upon me, and let my prison chum go? Don’t think 
it!” 

There was an expression in his face as he released his grip 
of his friend’s jaw, from which his friend inferred, that if the 
course of events really came to any stoning and trampling, 
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Monsieur Lagnier would so distinguish him with his notice as 
to ensure his having his full share of it. He remembered 
what a cosmopolitan gentleman Monsieur Lagnier was, and 
how few weak distinctions he made. 

“I am a man,” said Monsieur Lagnier, “‘whom society has 
deeply wronged since you last saw me. You know that I am 
sensitive and brave, and that it is my character to govern. 
How has society respected those qualities in me? I have been 
shrieked at through the streets. I have been guarded through 
the streets against men, and especially women, running at me 
armed with any weapons they could lay their hands on. I 
have lain in prison for security, with the place of my confine- 
ment kept a secret, lest I should be torn out of it and felled 
by a hundred blows. I have been carted out of Marseilles in 
the dead of night, and carried leagues away from it packed in 
straw. It has not been safe for me to go near my house; and, 
with a beggar’s pittance in my pocket, I have walked through 
vile mud and weather ever since, until my feet are crippled — 
look at them! Such are the humiliations that society has 
inflicted upon me, possessing the qualities I have mentioned, 
and which you know me to possess. But society shall pay for 
it.” 

All this he said in his companion’s ear, and with his hand 
before his lips. 

“Even here,” he went on in the same way, ‘‘even in this 
mean drinking-shop, society pursues me. Madame defames 
me, and her guests defame me, I, too, a gentleman with 
manners and accomplishments to strike them dead! But the 
wrongs society has heaped upon me are treasured in this 
breast.” 

To all of which John Baptist, listening attentively to the 
suppressed hoarse voice, said from time to time, “Surely, 
surely!” tossing his head and shutting his eyes, as if there 
were the clearest case against society that perfect candour could 
make out. 

“Put my shoes there,” continued Lagnier. “Hang my 
cloak to dry there by the door. Take my hat.” He obeyed 
each instruction, as it was given. ‘‘And this is the bed to 
which society consigns me, is it? Hah. Very well!” 

As he stretched out his length upon it, with a ragged hand- 
kerchief bound round his wicked head, and only his wicked 
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head showing above the bed-clothes, John Baptist was rather 
strongly reminded of what had so very nearly happened to 
prevent the moustache from any more going up as it did, and 
the nose from any more coming down as it did. 

“Shaken out of destiny’s dice-box again into your company, 
eh? By Heaven! So much the better for you. You ’ll profit 
by it. I shall need along rest. Let me sleep in the morning.” 

John Baptist replied that he should sleep as long as he 
would, and wishing him a happy night, put out the candle. 
One might have supposed that the next proceeding of the 
Italian would have been to undress; but he did exactly the 
reverse, and dressed himself from head to foot, saving his 
shoes. When he had so done, he lay down upon his bed with 
some of its coverings over him, and his coat still tied round his 
neck, to get through the night. 

When he started up, the Godfather Break of Day was peep- 
ing at its namesake. He rose, took his shoes in his hand, 
turned the key in the door with great caution, and crept down 
stairs. Nothing was astir there but the smell of coffee, wine, 
tobacco, and syrups; and madame’s little counter looked ghastly 
enough. But he had paid madame his little note at it over 
night, and wanted to see nobody — wanted nothing but to get 
on his shoes and his knapsack, open the door, and run away. 

He prospered in his object. No movement or voice was 
heard when he opened the door; no wicked head tied up in a 
ragged handkerchief looked out of the upper window. When 
the sun had raised his full dise above the flat line of the hori- 
zon, and was striking fire out of the long muddy vista of paved 
road with its weary avenue of little trees, a black speck moved 
along the road and splashed among the flaming pools of rain- 
water, which black speck was John Baptist Cavalletto running 
away from his patron. 
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CHAPTER XII 
BLEEDING HEART YARD 


In London itself, though in the old rustic road towards a 
suburb of note where in the days of William Shakespeare, 
author and stage-player, there were Royal hunting seats, how- 
beit no sport is left there now but for hunters of men, Bleeding 
Heart Yard was to be found. A place much changed in feature 
and in fortune, yet with some relish of ancient greatness about it. 
Two or three mighty stacks of chimneys, and a few large dark 
rooms which had escaped being walled and subdivided out of 
the recognition of their old proportions, gave the Yard a char- 
acter. It was inhabited by poor people, who set up their rest 
among its faded glories, as Arabs of the desert pitch their tents 
among the fallen stones of the Pyramids; but there was a 
family sentimental feeling prevalent in the Yard, that it had a 
character. 

As if the aspiring city had become puffed up in the very 
ground on which it stood, the ground had so risen about Bleed- 
ing Heart Yard that you got into it down a flight of steps 
which formed no part of the original approach, and got out of 
it by a low gateway into a maze of shabby streets, which went 
about and about, tortuously ascending to the level again. At 
this end of the Yard and over the gateway, was the factory of 
Daniel Doyce, often heavily beating like a bleeding heart of 
iron, with the clink of metal upon metal. 

The opinion of the Yard was divided respecting the deriva- 
tion of its name. The more practical of its inmates abided by 
the tradition of a murder; the gentler and more imaginative 
inhabitants, including the whole of the tender sex, were loyal 
to the legend of a young lady of former times closely impris- 
oned in her chamber by a cruel father for remaining true to her 
own true love, and refusing to marry the suitor he chose for 
her. The legend related how that the young lady used to be 
seen up at her window behind the bars, murmuring a love-lorn 
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song, of which the burden was, “Bleeding Heart, Bleeding 
Heart, bleeding away,” until she died. It was objected by 
the murderous party that this Refrain was notoriously the 
invention of a tambour-worker, a spinster and romantic, still 
iodging in the Yard. But, forasmuch as all favourite legends 
must be associated with the affections, and as many more 
people fall in love than commit murder—which it may be 
hoped, howsoever bad we are, will continue until the end of 
the world to be the dispensation under which we shall live — 
the Bleeding Heart, Bleeding Heart, bleeding away story, 
carried the day by a great majority. Neither party would 
listen to the antiquaries who delivered learned lectures in the 
neighbourhood, showing the Bleeding Heart to have been the 
heraldic cognizance of the old family to whom the property had 
once belonged. And, considering that the hour-glass they 
turned from year to year was filled with the earthiest and 
coarsest sand, the Bleeding Heart Yarders had reason enough 
for objecting to be despoiled of the one little golden grain of 
poetry that sparkled in it. 

Down into the Yard, by way of the steps, came Daniel 
Doyce, Mr. Meagles, and Clennam. (Tassing along the Yard, 
and between the open doors on either hand, all abundantly 
garnished with light children nursing heavy ones, they arrived 
at its opposite boundary, the gateway. Here Arthur Clennam 
stopped to look about him for the domicile of Plornish, plas- 
terer — whose name, according to the custom of Londoners, 
Daniel Doyce had never seen or heard of to that hour. 

It was plain enough, nevertheless, as Little Dorrit had said; 
over a lime-splashed gateway in the corner, within which Plor- 
nish kept a ladder and a barrel or two. The last house in 
Bleeding Heart Yard which she had described as his place of 
habitation, was a large house, let off to various tenants; but 
Plornish ingeniously hinted that he lived in the parlour, by 
means of a painted hand under his name, the forefinger of 
which hand (on which the artist had depicted a ring and a 
most elaborate nail of the genteelest form), referred all inquir- 
ers to that apartment. 

Parting from his companions, after arranging another meet- 
ing with Mr. Meagles, Clennam went alone into the entry, and 
knocked with his knuckles at the parlour door. It was opened 
presently by a woman with a child in her arms, whose unoccu- 
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pied hand was hastily rearranging the upper part of her dress. 
This was Mrs. Plornish, and this maternal action was the 
action of Mrs. Plornish during a large part of her waking 
existence. 

Was Mr. Plornish at home? ‘Well, sir,” said Mrs. Plorn- 
ish, a civil woman, “not to deceive you, he’s gone to look for 
a job.” 

Not to deceive you, was a method of speech with Mrs. 
Plornish. She would deceive you, under any circumstances, 
as little as might be; but she had a trick of answering in this 
provisional form. 

“Do you think he will be back soon, if I wait for him?” 

“IT have been expecting him,” said Mrs. Plornish, “this 
half an hour, at any minute of time. Walk in, sir.” 

Arthur entered the rather dark and close parlour (though 
it was lofty too), and sat down in the chair she placed for 
him. 

“Not to deceive you, sir, I notice it,” said Mrs. Plornish, 
“and I take it kind of you.” 

He was at a loss to understand what she meant; and by 
expressing as much in his looks, elicited her explanation. 

“Tt ain’t many that comes into a poor place, that deems it 
worth their while to move their hats,” said Mrs. Plornish. 
“But people think more of it than people think.” 

Clennam returned, with an uncomfortable feeling in so very 
slight a courtesy being unusual, Was that all! And stooping 
down to pinch the cheek of another young child who was sitting 
on the floor, staring at him, asked Mrs. Plornish how old that 
fine boy was ? 

“Four year just turned, sir,” said Mrs. Plornish. ‘‘He 7s 
a fine little fellow, ain’t he, sir? But this one is rather 
sickly.” She tenderly hushed the baby in her arms, as she 
said it. “You wouldn’t mind my asking if it happened to be 
a job as you was come about, sir, would you?” added Mrs. 
Plornish wistfully. 

She asked it so anxiously, that if he had been in possession 
of any kind of tenement, he would have had it plastered a foot 
deep rather than answer No. But he was obliged to answer 
No; and he saw a shade of disappointment on her face, as she 
checked a sigh, and looked at the low fire. Then he saw, also, 
that Mrs. Plornish was a young woman, made somewhat slat- 
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ternly in herself and her belongings by poverty; and so dragged 
at by poverty and the children together, that their united 
forces had already dragged her face into wrinkles. 

“All such things as jobs,” said Mrs. Plornish, “‘seems to 
me to have gone under ground, they do indeed.” (Herein 
Mrs. Plornish lmited her remark to the plastering trade, and 
spoke without reference to the Circumlocution Office and the 
Barnacle Family. ) 

“Ts it so difficult to get work?” asked Arthur Clennam. 

“Plornish finds it so,” she returned. “He is quite unfor- 
tunate. Really he is.” 

Really he was. He was one of those many wayfarers on 
the road of life who seem to be afflicted with supernatural 
corns, rendering it impossible for them to keep up even with 
their lame competitors. A willing, working, soft-hearted, not 
hard-headed fellow, Plornish took his fortune as smoothly as 
could be expected; but it was a rough one. It so rarely hap- 
pened that anybody seemed to want him, it was such an excep- 
tional case when his powers were in any request, that his misty 
mind could not make out how it happened. He took it as it 
came, therefore; he tumbled into all kinds of difficulties, and 
tumbled out of them; and, by tumbling through life, got him- 
self considerably bruised. 

“Tt’s not for want of looking after jobs, I am sure,” said 
Mrs. Plornish, lifting up her eyebrows, and searching for a 
solution of the problem between the bars of the grate; ‘“‘nor 
yet for want of working at them, when they are to be got. 
No one ever heard my husband complain of work.” 

Somehow or other, this was the general misfortune of Bleed- 
ing Heart Yard. From time to time there were public com- 
plaints, pathetically going about, of labour being scarce — 
which certain people seemed to take extraordinarily ill, as 
though they had an absolute right to it on their own terms — 
but Bleeding Heart Yard, though as willing a Yard as any in 
Britain, was never the better for the demand. That high old 
family, the Barnacles, had long been too busy with their great 
principle to look into the matter; and indeed the matter had 
nothing to do with their watchfulness in outgeneraling all other 
high old families except the Stiltstalkings. 

While Mrs. Plornish spoke in these words of her absent 
lord, her lord returned. A smooth-cheeked, fresh-coloured, 
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sandy-whiskered man of thirty. Long in the legs, yielding at 
the knees, foolish in the face, flannel-jacketed, lime-whitened. 
“This is Plornish, sir.” 
“T came,” said Clennam rising, “‘to beg the favour of a little 
conversation with you, on the subject of the Dorrit family.” 
Plornish became suspicious. Seemed to scent a creditor. 


Said, ““Ah, yes. Well. He didn’t know what satisfaction , 


he could give any gentleman respecting that family. What 
might it be about, now?” 

“‘T know you better,” said Clennam smiling, “than you sup- 
pose.” 

Plornish observed, not smiling in return, And yet he had n’t 
the pleasure of being acquainted with the gentleman neither. 

“No,” said Arthur, “I know of your kind offices at second 
hand, but on the best authority. Through Little Dorrit —I 
mean,” he explained, “‘ Miss Dorrit.” 

“Mr. Clennam, is it? Oh! I’ve heard of you, sir.” 

“And I of you,” said Arthur. 

“Please to sit down again, sir, and consider yourself wel- 
come. Why, yes,” said Plornish, taking a chair, and lifting 
the elder child upon his knee, that he might have the moral 
support of speaking to a stranger over his head, “I have been 
on the wrong side of the Lock myself, and in that way we 
come to know Miss Dorrit. Me and my wife, we are well 
acquainted with Miss Dorrit.” 

“Tntimate!” cried Mrs. Plornish. Indeed, she was so 
proud of the acquaintance, that she had awakened some bitter- 
ness of spirit in the Yard, by magnifying to an enormous 
amount the sum for which Miss Dorrit’s father had become 
insolvent. The Bleeding Hearts resented her claiming to 
know people of such distinction. 

“It was her father that I got acquainted with first. And 
through getting acquainted with him, you see— why —I got 
acquainted with her,” said Plornish tautologically. 

“TI see,” 

“Ah! And there’s manners! There’s polish! There’s 
a gentleman to have run to seed in the Marshalsea Jail! 
Why, perhaps you are not aware,” said Plornish, lowering his 
voice, and speaking with a perverse admiration of what he 
ought to have pitied or despised, ‘not aware that Miss Dorrit 
and her sister dursn’t let him know that they work for a 
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living. No!” said Plornish, looking with a ridiculous triumph 
first at his wife, and then all round the room. ‘‘Dursn’t let 
him know it, they dursn’t! ” 

“Without admiring him for that,” Clennam quietly 
observed, “‘I am very sorry for him.” The remark appeared 
to suggest to Plornish, for the first time, that it might not be 
a very fine trait of character after all. He pondered about it 
for a moment, and gave it up. 

“As to me,” he resumed, ‘“‘certainly Mr. Dorrit is as affable 
with me, I am sure, as I can possibly expect. Considering 
the differences and distances betwixt us, more so. But it’s 
Miss Dorrit that we were speaking of.” 

“True. Pray how did you introduce her at my mother’s? ” 

Mr. Plornish picked a bit of lime out of his whisker, put it 
between his lips, turned it with his tongue like a sugar-plum, 
considered, found himself unequal to the task of lucid explana- 
tion, and appealing to his wife, said, “Sally, you may as well 
mention how it was, old woman.” 

“Miss Dorrit,” said Sally, hushing the baby from side to 
side, and laying her chin upon the little hand as it tried to 
disarrange the gown again, ‘“‘came here one afternoon with a 
bit of writing, telling that how she wished for needlework, and 
asked if it would be considered any ill-conwenience in case she 
was to give her address here.” (Plornish repeated, her address 
here, in a low voice, as if he were making responses at church. ) 
“Me and Plornish says, No, Miss Dorrit, no ill-conwenience ” 
(Plornish repeated, no ill-conwenience), “and she wrote it in, 
according. Which then me and Plornish says, Ho, Miss Dor- 
rit!” (Plornish repeated, Ho, Miss Dorrit.) ‘Have you 
thought of copying it three or four times, as the way to make 
it known in more places than one? No, says Miss Dorrit, I 
have not, but I will. She copied it out according, on this 
table, in a sweet writing, and Plornish, he took it where he 
worked, having a job just then ” (Plornish repeated, job just 
then), “and likeways to the landlord of the Yard; through 
which it was that Mrs. Clennam first happened to employ Miss 
Dorrit.”” Plornish repeated, employ Miss Dorrit; and Mrs. 
Plornish having come to an end, feigned to bite the fingers of 
the little hand as she kissed it. 

“The landlord of the Yard,” said Arthur Clennam, ‘is —” 

“He is Mr. Casby by name, he is,” said Plornish, “and 
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Pancks, he collects the rents. That,” added Mr. Plornish, 
dwelling on the subject, with a slow thoughtfulness that 
appeared to have no connection with any specific object, and 
to lead him nowhere, “that is about what they are, you may 
believe me or not, as you think proper.” 

“Ay?” returned Clennam, thoughtful in his turn. “Mr. 
Casby, too! An old acquaintance of mine, long ago!” 

Mr. Plornish did not see his road to any comment on this 
fact, and made none. As there truly was no reason why he 
should have the least interest in it, Arthur Clennam went on 
to the present purport of his visit; namely, to make Plornish 
the instrument of effecting Tip’s release, with as little detri- 
ment as possible to the self-reliance and self-helpfulness of the 
young man, supposing him to possess any remnant of those 
qualities — without doubt a very wide stretch of supposition. 
Plornish, having been made acquainted with the cause of action 
from the Defendant’s own mouth, gave Arthur to understand 
that the Plaintiff was “a Chaunter’— meaning, not a singer 
of anthems, but a seller of horses—and that he (Plornish) 
considered that ten shillings in the pound “would settle hand- 
some,” and that more would be a waste of money. The Prin- 
cipal and instrument soon drove off together to a stable-yard in 
High Holborn, where a remarkably fine grey gelding, worth, 
at the lowest figure, seventy-five guineas (not taking into 
account the value of the shot he had been made to swallow, 
for the improvement of his form), was to be parted with for 
a twenty-pound note, in consequence of his having run away 
last week with Mrs. Captain Barbary of Cheltenham, who 
wasn’t up to a horse of his courage, and who, in mere spite, 
insisted on selling him for that ridiculous sum; or, in other 
words, on giving him away. Plornish, going up this yard 
alone and leaving his Principal outside, found a gentleman 
with tight drab legs, a rather old hat, a little hooked stick, and 
a blue neckerchief (Captain Maroon of Gloucestershire, a 
private friend of Captain Barbary); who happened to be there, 
in a-friendly way, to mention these little circumstances con- 
cerning the remarkably fine grey gelding to any real judge of 
a horse and quick snapper-up of a good thing, who might look 
in at that address as per advertisement. This gentleman, hap- 
pening also to be the Plaintiff in the Tip case, referred Mr. 
Plornish to his solicitor, and declined to treat with Mr. Plor- 
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nish, or even to endure his presence in the yard, unless he 
appeared there with a twenty-pound note: in which case only, 
the gentleman would augur from appearances that he meant 
business, and might be induced to talk to him. On this hint, 
Mr. Plornish retired to communicate with his Principal, and 
presently came back with the required credentials. Then said 
Captain Maroon, ‘‘ Now, how much time do you want to make 
up the other twenty in? Now, I ’ll give you a month.” 
Then said Captain Maroon, when that wouldn’t suit, ‘Now, 
I’ll tell what I’ll do with you. You shall get me a good bill 
at four months, made payable at a banking-house, for the other 
twenty!” Then said Captain Maroon, when that would n’t 
suit, “Now, come! MHere’s the last I’ve got to say to you. 
You shall give me another ten down, and I’ll run my pen 
clean through it.” Then said Captain Maroon, when that 
wouldn’t suit, “Now, I’ll tell you what it is, and this shuts 
it up; he has used me bad, but I’ll let him off for another 
five down and a bottle of wine; and if you mean done, say 
done, and if you don’t like it, leave it.” Finally said Captain 
Maroon, when that would n’t suit either, ‘‘ Hand over, then! ” 
—and in consideration of the first offer, gave a receipt in full 
and discharged the prisoner. 

“Mr. Plornish,” said Arthur, “I trust to you, if you please, 
to keep my secret. If you will undertake to let the young 
man know that he is free, and to tell him that you were 
employed to compound for the debt by some one whom you are 
not at liberty to name, you will not only do me a service, but 
may do him one, and his sister also.” 

“The last reason, sir,” said Plornish, ‘would be quite suffi- 
cient. Your wishes shall be attended to.” 

“‘A Friend has obtained his discharge, you can say if you 
please. A Friend who hopes that for his sister’s sake, if for 
no one else’s, he will make good use of his liberty.” 

‘Your wishes, sir, shall be attended to.” 

“And if you will be so good, in your better knowledge of 
the family, as to communicate freely with me, and to point out 
to me any means by which you think I may be delicately and 
really useful to Little Dorrit, I shall feel under an obligation 
to you.” 

“Don’t name it, sir,” returned Plornish, “it ’ll be ekally a 
pleasure and a—it’ll be ekally a pleasure anda”— _ Finding 
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himself unable to balance his sentence after two efforts, Mr. 
Plornish wisely dropped it. He took Clennam’s card, and 
appropriate pecuniary compliment. 

He was earnest to finish his commission at once, and his 
Principal was in the same mind. So his Principal offered to 
set him down at the Marshalsea Gate, and they drove in that 
direction over Blackfriars Bridge. On the way, Arthur elicited 
from his new friend a confused summary of the interior life of 
Bleeding Heart Yard. They was all hard up there, Mr. Plor- 
nish said, uncommon hard up, to be sure. Well, he couldn’t 
say how it was; he didn’t know as anybody could say how it 
was; all he know’d was, that so it was. When a man felt, 
on his own back and in his own belly, that he was poor, that 
man (Mr. Plornish gave it as his decided belief) know’d well 
that poor he was somehow or another, and you couldn’t talk 
it out of him, no more than you could talk Beef into him. 
Then you see, some people as was better off said, and a good 
many such people lived pretty close up to the mark themselves 
if not beyond it so he’d heerd, that they was “improvident ” 
(that was the favourite word) down the Yard. For instance, 
if they see a man with his wife and children going to Hampton 
Court in a Wan, perhaps once in a year, they says, “‘ Hallo! 
I thought you was poor, my improvident friend!” Why, 
Lord, how hard it was upon a man! What was a man to do? 
He couldn’t go mollancholly mad, and even if he did, you 
would n’t be the better for it. In Mr. Plornish’s judgment 
you would be the worse for it. Yet you seemed to want to 
make a man mollancholly mad. You was always at it —if not 
with your right hand, with your left. What was they a 
doing in the Yard? Why, take a look at ’em and see. There 
was the girls and their mothers a working at their sewing, 
or their shoe-binding, or their trimming, or their waistcoat- 
making, day and night and night and day, and not more than 
able to keep body and soul together after all—often not so 
much. There was people of pretty well all sorts of trades you 
could name, all wanting to work, and yet not able to get it. 
There was old people, after working all their lives, going and 
being shut up in the workhouse, much worse fed and lodged 
and treated altogether, than— Mr. Plornish said manufactur- 
ers, but appeared to mean malefactors. Why, a man didn’t 
know where to turn himself, for a crumb of comfort. As to 
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who was to blame for it, Mr. Plornish didn’t know who was 
to blame for it. He could tell you who suffered, but he 
could n’t tell you whose fault it was. It wasn’t his place to 
find out, and who’d mind what he said, if he did find out? 
He only know’d.that it wasn’t put right by them what under- 
took that line of business, and that it didn’t come right of 
itself. And in brief his illogical opinion was, that if you 
could n’t do nothing for him, you had better take nothing from 
him for doing of it; so far as he could make out, that was 
about what it come to. Thus, in a prolix, gently-growling, 
foolish way, did Plornish turn the tangled skein of his estate 
about and about, like a blind man who was trying to find some 
beginning or end to it, until they reached the prison gate. 
There he left his Principal alone; to wonder, as he rode away, 
how many thousand Plornishes there might be within a day or 
two’s journey of the Circumlocution Office, playing sundry 
curious variations on the same tune, which were not known by 
ear in that glorious institution. 


LITTLE DORRIT 83 


CHAPTER XIII 
PATRIARCHAL 


THE mention of Mr. Casby again revived, in Clennam’s 
memory, the smouldering embers of curiosity and _ interest 
which Mrs. Flintwinch had fanned on the night of his arrival. 
Flora Casby had been the beloved of his boyhood; and Flora 
was the daughter and only child of wooden-headed old Christo- 
pher (so he was still occasionally spoken of by some irreverent 
spirits who had had dealings with him, and in whom familiarity 
had bred its proverbial result perhaps), who was reputed to be 
rich in weekly tenants, and to get a good quantity of blood 
out of the stones of several unpromising courts and alleys. 

After some days of inquiry and research, Arthur Clennam 
became convinced that the case of the Father of the Marshalsea 
was indeed a hopeless one, and sorrowfully resigned the idea of 
helping him to freedom again. He had no hopeful inquiry to 
make, at present, concerning Little Dorrit either; but he 
argued with himself that it might—for anything he knew it 
might be serviceable to the poor child, if he renewed this 
acquaintance. It is hardly necessary to add that beyond all 
doubt he would have presented himself at Mr. Casby’s door, if 
there had been no Little Dorrit in existence; for we all know 
how we all deceive ourselves —that is to say, how people in 
general, our profounder selves excepted, deceive themselves — 
as to motives of action. 

With a comfortable impression upon him, and quite an hon- 
est one in its way, that he was still patronising Little Dorrit 
in doing what had no reference to her, he found himself one 
afternoon at the corner of Mr. Casby’s street. Mr. Casby 
lived in a street in the Gray’s Inn Road, which had set off 
from that thoroughfare with the intention of running at one 
heat down into the valley, and up again to the top of Penton- 
ville Hill; but which had run itself out of breath in twenty 
yards, and had stood still ever since. There is no such place 
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in that part now; but it remained there for many years, look- 
ing with a baulked countenance at the wilderness patched with 
unfruitful gardens and pimpled with eruptive summer-houses, 
that it had meant to run over in no time. 

“The house,” thought Clennam, as he crossed to the door, 
“is as little changed as my mother’s, and looks almost as 
gloomy. But the likeness ends outside. I know its staid 
repose within. The smell of its jars of old rose-leaves and 
lavender seems to come upon me even here.” 

When his knock, at the bright brass knocker of obsolete 
shape, brought a woman-servant to the door, those faded scents 
in truth saluted him like wintry breath that had a faint remem- 
brance in it of the bygone spring. He stepped into the sober, 
silent, air-tight house—one might have fancied it to have 
been stifled by Mutes in the Eastern manner — and the door, 
closing again, seemed to shut out sound and motion. The 
furniture was formal, grave, and quaker-like, but well-kept; 
and had as prepossessing an aspect as anything, from a human 
creature to a wooden stool, that is meant for much use and is 
preserved for little, can ever wear. ‘There was a grave clock, 
ticking somewhere up the staircase; and there was a songless 
bird in the same direction, pecking at his cage as if he were 
ticking too. The parlour fire ticked in the grate. There was 
only one person on the parlour hearth, and the loud watch in 
his pocket ticked audibly. 

The servant-maid had ticked the two words “‘ Mr. Clennam ” 
so softly that she had not been heard; and he consequently 
stood, within the door she had closed, unnoticed. The figure 
of a man advanced in life, whose smooth grey eyebrows seemed 
to move to the ticking as the fire-light flickered on them, sat 
in an arm-chair, with his list shoes on the rug, and his thumbs 
slowly revolving over one another. This was old Christopher 
Casby, recognisable at a glance —as unchanged in twenty years 
and upwards, as his own solid furniture — as little touched by 
the influence of the varying seasons, as the old rose-leaves and 
old lavender in his porcelain jars. 

Perhaps there never was a man, in this troublesome world, 
so troublesome for the imagination to picture as a boy. And 
yet he had changed very little in his progress through life. 
Confronting him, in the room in which he sat, was a boy’s 
portrait, which anybody seeing him would have identified as 
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Master Christopher Casby, aged ten; though disguised with a 
haymaking rake, for which he had had, at any time, as much 
taste or use as for a diving-bell; and sitting (on one of his own 
legs) upon a bank of violets, moved to precocious contemplation 
by the spire of a village church. There was the same smooth 
face and forehead, the same calm blue eye, the same placid air. 
The shining bald head, which looked so very large because it 
shone so much, and the long grey hair at its sides and back, 
like floss silk or spun glass, which looked so very benevolent 
because it was never cut, were not, of course, to be seen in 
the boy as in the old man. Nevertheless, in the Seraphic 
creature with the haymaking rake were clearly to be discerned 
the rudiments of the Patriarch with the list shoes. 

Patriarch was the name which many people delighted to 
give him. Various old ladies in the neighbourhood spoke of 
him as The Last of the Patriarchs. So grey, so slow, so quiet, 
so impassionate, so very bumpy in the head, Patriarch was the 
word for him. He had been accosted in the streets, and 
respectfully solicited to become a Patriarch for painters and for 
sculptors; with so much importunity, in sooth, that it would 
appear to be beyond the Fine Arts to remember the points of 
a Patriarch, or to invent one. /Philanthropists of both sexes 
had asked who he was, and on being informed, ‘Old Christo- 
pher Casby, formerly Town-agent to Lord Decimus Tite Bar- 
nacle,” had cried in a rapture of disappointment, “Oh! why, 
with that head, is he not a benefactor to his species! Oh! 
why, with that head, is he not a father to the orphan and 
a friend to the friendless!’”’ With that head, however, he 
remained old Christopher Casby, proclaimed by common report 
rich in house property; and with that head, he now sat in his 
silent parlour. Indeed it would be the height of unreason to 
expect him to be sitting there without that head. 

Arthur Clennam moved to attract his attention, and the grey 
eyebrows turned towards him. 

“T beg your pardon,” said Clennam, “‘I fear you did not 
hear me announced ? ” 

“No, sir, I did not. Did you wish to see me, sir?” 

“‘T wished to pay my respects.” 

Mr. Casby seemed a feather’s weight disappointed by the 
last words, having perhaps prepared himself for the visitor’s 
wishing to pay something else. ‘“‘Have I the pleasure, sir,” 
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he proceeded — “take a chair, if you please—have I the 
pleasure of knowing— Ah! truly, yes, I think I have! I 
believe I am not mistaken in supposing that I am acquainted 
with those features? I think I address a gentleman of whose 
return to this country I was informed by Mr. Flintwinch ? ” 

“That is your present visitor.” 

“Really! Mr. Clennam?” 

*“No other, Mr. Casby.” 

“Mr. Clennam, I am glad to see you. How have you been 
since we met?” 

Without thinking it worth while to explain that in the 
course of some quarter of a century he had experienced occa- 
sional slight fluctuations in his health and spirits, Clennam 
answered generally that he had never been better, or something 
equally to the purpose; and shook hands with the possessor of 
“that head,” as it shed its patriarchal light upon him. 

“We are older, Mr. Clennam,” said Christopher Casby. 

“We are—not younger,” said Clennam. After this wise 
remark he felt that he was scarcely shining with brilliancy, and 
became aware that he was nervous. 

‘“‘And your respected father,” said Mr. Casby, “is no more! 
I was grieved to hear it, Mr. Clennam, I was grieved.” 

Arthur replied in the usual way that he felt infinitely obliged 
to him. 

“There was a time,” said Mr. Casby, ‘“‘when your parents 
and myself were not on friendly terms. ‘There was a little 
family misunderstanding among us. Your respected mother 
was rather jealous of her son, maybe; when I say her son, I 
mean your worthy self, your worthy self.” 

His smooth face had a bloom upon it, like ripe wall-fruit. 
What with his blooming face, and that head, and his blue 
eyes, he seemed to be delivering sentiments of rare wisdom and 
virtue. In like manner, his physiognomical expression seemed 
to teem with benignity. Nobody could have said where the 
wisdom was, or where the virtue was, or where the benignity 
was; but they all seemed to be somewhere about him. 

“Those times, however,” pursued Mr. Casby, “are past and 
gone, past and gone. I do myself the pleasure of making a 
visit to your respected mother occasionally, and of admiring 
the fortitude and strength of mind with which she bears her 
trials, bears her trials. ’’ 
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When he made one of these little repetitions, sitting with 
his hands crossed before him, he did it with his head on one 
side and a gentle smile, as if he had something in his thoughts 
too sweetly profound to be put into words. As if he denied 
himself the pleasure of uttering it, lest he should soar too high; 
and his meekness therefore preferred to be unmeaning. 

“T have heard that you were kind enough on one of those 
occasions,” said Arthur, catching at the opportunity as it 
drifted past him, ‘‘to mention Little Dorrit to my mother.” 

“VLittle—? Dorrit? That’s the seamstress who was men- 
tioned to me by a small tenant of mine? Yes, yes, Dorrit? 
That’s the name. Ah, yes—yes! You call her Little 
Dorrit?” 

No road in that direction. Nothing came of the cross-cut. 
It led no further. 

“My daughter Flora,” said Mr. Casby, “as you may have 
heard probably, Mr. Clennam, was married and established in 
life several years ago. She had the misfortune to lose her 
husband when she had been married a few months. She 
resides with me again. She will be glad to see you, if you 
will permit me to let her know that you are here.” 

“By all means,” returned Clennam. “I should have pre- 
ferred the request, if your kindness had not anticipated me.” 

Upon this, Mr. Casby rose up in his list shoes, and with a 
slow, heavy step (he was of an elephantine build), made for 
the door. He had a long wide-skirted bottle-green coat on, 
and a bottle-green pair of trousers, and a bottle-green waist- 
coat. The Patriarchs were not dressed in bottle-green broad- 
cloth, and yet his clothes looked patriarchal. 

He had scarcely left the room, and allowed the ticking to 
become audible again, when a quick hand turned a latchkey in 
the house-door, opened it, and shut it. Immediately after- 
wards, a quick and eager short dark man came into the room 
with so much way upon him, that he was within a foot of 
Clennam before he could stop. 

“Halloa!” he said. 

Clennam saw no reason why he should not say “ Halloa!” 
too. 

“What ’s the matter?” said the short dark man. 

“T have not heard that anything is the matter,” returned 
Clennam. 
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“Where ’s Mr. Casby?” asked the short dark man, looking 
about. 

“‘He will be here directly, if you want him.” . 

“7 want him?” said the short dark man. “Don’t you?” 

This elicited a word or two of explanation from Clennam, 
during the delivery of which the short dark man held his 
breath and looked at him. He was dressed in black and 
rusty iron grey; had jet black beads of eyes; a scrubby little 
black chin; wiry black hair striking out from his head in 
prongs, like forks or hair-pins; and a complexion that was 
very dingy by nature, or very dirty by art, or a compound of 
nature and art. He had dirty hands and dirty broken nails, 
and looked as if he had been in the coals; he was in a perspi- 
ration, and snorted and sniffed and puffed and blew, like a 
little labouring steam-engine. 

“Oh!” said he, when Arthur had told him how he came to 
be there. “Very well. That’s right. If he should ask for 
Pancks, will you be so good as to say that Pancks is come 
in?” And so, with a snort and a puff, he worked out by 
another door. 

Now, in the old days at home, certain audacious doubts 
respecting the last of the Patriarchs, which were afloat in the 
air, had, by some forgotten means, come in contact with 
Arthur’s sensorium. He was aware of motes and specks of 
suspicion, in the atmosphere of that time; seen through which 
medium, Christopher Casby was a mere Inn signpost without 
any Inn —an invitation to rest and be thankful, when there 
was no place to put up at, and nothing whatever to be thank- 
ful for. He knew that some of these specks even represented 
Christopher as capable of harbouring designs in ‘“‘that head,” 
and as being a crafty impostor. Other motes there were which 
showed him as a heavy, selfish, drifting Booby, who, having 
stumbled, in the course of his unwieldy jostlings against other 
men, on the discovery that to get through hfe with ease and 
credit, he had but to hold his tongue, keep the bald part of his 
head well polished, and leave his hair alone, had had just cun- 
ning enough to seize the idea and stick to it. It was said that 
his being town-agent to Lord Decimus Tite Barnacle was 
referable, not to his having the least business capacity, but te 
his looking so supremely benignant that nobody could suppose 
the property screwed or jobbed under such a man; also, that 
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for similar reasons he now got more money out of his own 
wretched lettings, unquestioned, than anybody with a less 
knobby and less shining crown could possibly have done. In 
a word, it was represented (Clennam called to mind, alone in 
the ticking parlour) that many people select their models, 
much as the painters just now mentioned select theirs; and 
that, whereas in the Royal Academy some evil old ruffian of 
a Dogstealer will annually be found embodying all the cardinal 
virtues, on account of his eyelashes, or his chin, or his legs 
(thereby planting thorns of confusion in the breasts of the 
more observant students of nature), so, in the great social 
Exhibition, accessories are often accepted in lieu of the internal 
character. 

Calling these things to mind, and ranging Mr. Pancks in a 
row with them, Arthur Clennam leaned this day to the opinion, 
without quite deciding on it, that the last of the Patriarchs 
was the drifting Booby aforesaid, with the one idea of keeping 
the bald part of his head highly polished; and that, much as 
an unwieldy ship in the Thames river may sometimes be seen — 
heavily driving with the tide, broadside on, stern first, in its 
own way and in the way of everything else, though making a 
great show of navigation, when all of a sudden a little coaly 
steam-tug will bear down upon it, take it in tow, and bustle 
off with it; similarly, the cumbrous Patriarch had been taken 
in tow by the snorting Pancks, and was now following in the 
wake of that dingy little craft. 

The return of Mr. Casby, with his daughter Flora, put an 
end to these meditations. Clennam’s eyes no sooner fell upon 
the object of his old passion, than it shivered and broke to 
pieces. 

Most men will be found sufficiently true to themselves to be 
true to an old idea. It is no proof of an inconstant mind, but 
exactly the opposite, when the idea will not bear close compar- 
ison with the reality, and the contrast is a fatal shock to it. 
Such was Clennam’s case. In his youth he had ardently loved 
this woman, and had heaped upon her all the locked-up wealth 
of his affection and imagination. That wealth had been, in 
his desert home, ike Robinson Crusoe’s money; exchangeable 
with no one, lying idle in the dark to rust, until he poured it 
eut for her. Ever since that memorable time, though he had, 
until the night of his arrival, as completely dismissed her from 
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any association with his Present or Future as if she had been 
dead (which she might easily have been for anything he knew), 
he had kept the old fancy of the Past unchanged, in its old 
sacred place. And now, after all, the last of the Patriarchs 
coolly walked into the parlour, saying in effect, “Be good 
enough to throw it down and dance upon it. This is Flora.” 

Flora, always tall, had grown to be very broad too, and short 
of breath; but that was not much. Flora, whom he had left a 
lily, had become a peony; but that was not much. Flora, who 
had seemed enchanting in all she said and thought, was diffuse 
and silly. That was much. Flora, who had been spoiled and 
artless long ago, was determined to be spoiled and artless now. 
That was a fatal blow. 

This is Flora! 

“T am sure,” giggled Flora, tossing her head with a carica- 
ture of her girlish manner, such as a mummer might have pre- 
sented at her own funeral, if she had lived and died in classical 
antiquity, ““I am ashamed to see Mr. Clennam, I am a mere 
fright, I know he ’ll find me fearfully changed, I am actually 
an old woman, it’s shocking to be so found out, it’s really 
shocking! ” 

He assured her that she was just what he had expected, and 
that time had not stood still with himself. 

“Oh! But with a gentleman it’s so different and really you 
look so amazingly well that you have no right to say anything 
of the kind, while as to me you know — oh!” cried Flora with 
a little scream, ‘‘I am dreadful! ” 

The Patriarch, apparently not yet understanding his own 
part in the drama under representation, glowed with vacant 
serenity. 

“But if we talk of not having changed,” said Flora, who, 
whatever she said, never once came to a full stop, “look at 
papa, is not papa precisely what he was when you went away, 
isn’t it cruel and unnatural of papa to be such a reproach to 
his own child, if we go on in this way much longer people 
who don’t know us will begin to suppose that I am papa’s 
mama!” 

That must be a long time hence, Arthur considered. 

“Oh Mr. Clennam you insincerest of creatures,” said Flora, 
“T perceive already you have not lost your old way of paying 
compliments, your old way when you used to pretend to be se 
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sentimentally struck you know —at least I don’t mean that, I 
—oh, I don’t know what I mean!” MHere Flora tittered con- 
fusedly, and gave him one of her old glances. 

The Patriarch, as if he now began to perceive that his part 
in the piece was to get off the stage as soon as might be, rose, 
and went to the door by which Pancks had worked out, hailing 
that Tug by name. He received an answer from some little 
Dock beyond, and was towed out of sight directly. 

“You must n’t think of going yet,” said Flora — Arthur had 
looked at his hat, being in a ludicrous dismay, and not know- 
ing what to do; “you could never be so unkind as to think of 
going, Arthur—JI mean Mr. Arthur—or I suppose Mr. Clen- 
nam would be far more proper— but I am sure I don’t know 
what I’m saying — without a word about the dear old days 
gone for ever, however when I come to think of it I dare say it 
would be much better not to speak of them and it’s highly 
probable that you have some much more agreeable engagement 
and pray let .Me be the last person in the world to interfere 
with it though there was a time, but I am running into non- 
sense again.” 

Was it possible that Flora could have been such a chatterer, 
in the days she referred to? Could there have been anything 
like her present disjointed volubility in the fascinations that 
had captivated him ? 

“Indeed I have little doubt,” said Flora, running on with 
astonishing speed, and pointing her conversation with nothing 
but commas, and very few of them, “that you are married to 
some Chinese lady, being in China so long and being in busi- 
ness and naturally desirous to settle and extend your connection 
nothing was more likely than that you should propose to a 
Chinese lady and nothing was more natural I am sure than that 
the Chinese lady should accept you and think herself very well 
off too, I only hope she’s not a Pagodian dissenter.” 

“T am not,” returned Arthur, smiling in spite of himself, | 
“married to any lady, Flora.” 

“Oh good gracious me I hope you never kept yourself a 
bachelor so long on my account!” tittered Flora; “but of 
course you never did why should you, pray don’t answer, I 
don’t know where I’m running to, oh, do tell me something 
about the Chinese ladies whether their eyes are really so long 
and narrow always putting me in mind of mother-of-pearl fish 

VOL. L 


162 LITTLE DORRIT 


at cards and do they really wear tails down their back and 
plaited too or is it only the men, and when they pull their hair 
so very tight off their foreheads don’t they hurt themselves, 
and why do they stick little bells all over their bridges and 
temples and hats and things or don’t they really do it!” Flora 
gave him another of her old glances. Instantly she went on 
again, as if he had spoken in reply for some time. 

“Then it’s all true and they really do! good gracious 
Arthur! — pray excuse me — old habit — Mr. Clennam far 
more proper — what a country to live in for so long a time, 
and with so many lanterns and umbrellas too how very dark 
and wet the climate ought to be and no doubt actually is, and 
the sums of money that must be made by those two trades: 
where everybody carries them and hangs them everywhere, the 
little shoes too and the feet screwed back in infancy is quite 
surprising, what a traveller you are!” 

In his ridiculous distress, Clennam received another of the 
old glances, without in the least knowing what to do with it. 

“Dear dear,” said Flora, “only to think of the changes at 
home Arthur—cannot overcome it, seems so natural, Mr. 
Clennam far more proper —since you became familiar with the 
Chinese customs and language which I am persuaded you speak 
like a Native if not better for you were always quick and clever 
though immensely difficult no doubt, I am sure the tea chests 
alone would kill me if I tried, such changes Arthur—TI am 
doing it again, seems so natural, most improper— as no one 
could have believed, who could have ever imagined Mrs. Finch- 
ing when I can’t imagine it myself!” 

“Ts that your married name?” asked Arthur, struck, in the 
midst of all this, by a certain warmth of heart that expressed 
itself in her tone when she referred, however oddly, to the 
youthful relation in which they had stood to one another. 
** inching?” 

“Finching oh yes isn’t it a dreadful name, but as Mr. F. 
said when he proposed to me which he did seven times and 
handsomely consented I must say to be what he used to call on 
liking twelve months after all, he wasn’t answerable for it and 
could n’t help it could he, Excellent man, not at all like you 
but excellent man! ” 

Flora had at last talked herself out of breath for one moment. 
One moment; for she recovered breath in the act of raising a 
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minute corner of her pocket-handkerchief to her eye, as a trib- 
ute to the ghost of the departed Mr. F., and began again. 

“No one could dispute, Arthur — Mr. Clennam — that it’s 
quite right you should be formally friendly to me under the 
altered circumstances and indeed you couldn’t be anything 
else, at- least I suppose not you ought to know, but I can’t 
help recalling that there was a time when things were very 
different. ” 

“My dear Mrs. Finching,” Arthur began, struck by the 
good tone again. 

“Oh, not that nasty ugly name, say Flora!” 

“Flora. I assure you, Flora, [ am happy in seeing you once 
more, and in finding that, like me, you have not forgotten the 
old foolish dreams, when we saw all before us in the lght of 
our youth and hope.” 

“You don’t seem so,” pouted Flora, “you take it very 
coolly, but however I know you are disappointed in me, I 
suppose the Chinese ladies — Mandarinesses if you call them so 
—are the cause or perhaps I am the cause myself, it’s just as 
likely.” 

“No, no,” Clennam entreated, “‘don’t say that.” 

“Oh, I must you know,” said Flora, in a positive tone, 
“what nonsense not to, I know I am not what you expected, 
I know that very well.” 

In the midst of her rapidity, she had found that out with 
the quick perception of a cleverer woman. ‘The inconsistent 
and profoundly unreasonable way in which she instantly went 
on, nevertheless, to interweave their long-abandoned boy and 
girl relations with their present interview, made Clennam feel 
as if he were light-headed. 

“One remark,” said Flora, giving their conversation, with- 
out the slightest notice and to the great terror of Clennam, the 
tone of a love-quarrel, ‘“‘I wish to make, one explanation I 
wish to offer, when your mamma came and made a scene of it 
with my papa and when I was called down into the little 
breakfast room where they were looking at one another with 
your mamma’s parasol between them seated on two chairs like 
mad bulls what was I to do!” 3 

“My .dear Mrs. Finching,” urged Clennam — “‘all so long 
ago and so long concluded, is it worth while seriously to — ” 

“T can’t Arthur,” returned Flora, “be denounced as heart- 
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less by the whole society of China without setting myself right 
when I have the opportunity of doing so, and you must be 
very well aware that there was Paul and Virginia which had 
to be returned and which was returned without note or.com- 
ment, not that I mean to say you could have written to me 
watched as I was but if it had only come back with a red wafer 
on the cover I should have known that it meant Come to Pekin 
Nankeen and What’s the third place, barefoot.” 

“My dear Mrs. Finching, you were not to blame, and I 
never blamed you. We were both too young, too dependent 
and helpless, to do anything but accept our separation. Pray 
think how long ago,” gently remonstrated Arthur. 

“One more Toran ” proceeded Flora with sinelaekagen 

volubility, “‘I wish to make, one more explanation I wish to 
offer, for five days I had a cold in the head from erying which 
I passed entirely in the back drawing-room — there is the back 
drawing-room still on the first floor and still at the back of the 
house to confirm my words—when that dreary period had 
passed a lull succeeded years rolled on and Mr. F. became 
acquainted with us at a mutual friend’s, he was all attention 
he called next day he soon began to call three evenings a week 
and to send in little things for supper, it was not love on Mr. 
F.’s part it was adoration, Mr. F. proposed with the full 
approval of papa and what could I do?” 

“Nothing whatever,” said Arthur, with the cheerfulest 
readiness, “but what you did. Let an old friend assure you 
of his full conviction that you did quite right.” 

“One last remark,” proceeded Flora, rejecting commonplace 
life with a wave of her hand, ‘I wish to make, one last expla- 
nation I wish to offer, there was a time ere Mr. F. first paid 
attentions incapable of being mistaken, but that is past and 
was not to be, dear Mr. Clennam you no longer wear a golden 
thain you are free I trust you may be happy, here is papa who 
is always tiresome and putting in his nose everywhere where 
he is not wanted.” 

With these words, and with a hasty gesture fraught with 
timid caution—such a gesture had Clennam’s eyes been 
familiar with in the old time — poor Flora left herself, at eigh- 
teen years of age, a long, long way behind again; and came to a 
full stop at last. 

Or rather, she left about half of herself at eighteen years of 
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age behind, and grafted the rest on to the relict of the late Mr. 
F.; thus making a moral mermaid of herself, which her once 
boy-lover contemplated with feelings wherein his sense of the 
sorrowful and his sense of the comical were curiously blended. 

For example. As if there were a secret understanding 
between herself and Clennam of the most thrilling nature; as 
if the first of a train of post-chaises and four, extending all the 
way to Scotland, were at that moment round the corner; and 
as if she couldn’t (and wouldn’t) have walked into the 
Parish Church with him, under the shade of the family 
umbrella, with the Patriarchal blessing on her head, and the 
perfect concurrence of all mankind; Flora comforted her soul 
with agonies of mysterious signalling, expressing dread of dis- 
covery. With the sensation of becoming more and more 
light-headed every minute, Clennam saw the relict of the late 
Mr. F. enjoying herself in the most wonderful manner, by 
putting herself and him in their old places, and going through 
all the old performances— now, when the stage was dusty, 
when the scenery was faded, when the youthful aetors were 
dead, when the orchestra was empty, when the hghts were out. 
And still, through all this grotesque revival of what he remem- 
bered as having once been prettily natural to her, he could not 
but feel that it revived at sight of him, and that there was a 
tender memory in it. 

The Patriarch insisted on his staying to dinner, and Flora 
signalled “Yes!” Clennam so wished he could have done 
more than stay to dinner—so heartily wished he could have 
found the Flora that had been, or that never had been — that 
he thought the least atonement he could make for the disap- 
pointment he almost felt ashamed of, was to give himself up 
to the family desire. Therefore, he stayed to dinner. 

Pancks dined with them. Pancks steamed out of his little 
dock at a quarter before six, and bore straight down for the 
Patriarch, who happened to be then driving, in an inane man- 
ner, through a stagnant account of Bleeding Heart Yard. 
Pancks instantly made fast to him and hauled him out. 

“Bleeding Heart Yard?” said Pancks, with a puff and a 
snort. ‘It’s a troublesome property. Don’t pay you badly, 
but rents are very hard to get there. You have more trouble 
with that one place, than with all the places belonging to 
you.” 
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Just as the big ship in tow gets the credit, with most spec- 
tators, of being the powerful object, so the Patriarch usually 
seemed to have said himself whatever Pancks said for him. 

“Indeed?” returned Clennam, upon whom this impression 
was so efficiently made by a mere gleam of the polished head, 
that he spoke the ship instead of the Tug. “The people are 
so poor there?” 

“You can’t say, you know,” snorted Pancks, taking one of 
his dirty hands out of his rusty iron-grey pockets to bite his 
nails, if he could find any, and turning his beads of eyes upon 
his employer, ‘whether they ’re poor or not. They say they 
are, but they all say that. When a man says he’s rich, 
you’re generally sure he isn’t. Besides, if they are poor, 
you can’t help it. You’d be poor yourself if you didn’t get 
your rents.” 

“True enough,” said Arthur. 

“You ’re not going to keep open house for all the poor of 
London,” pursued Pancks. ‘“You’re not going to lodge ’em 
for nothigg. You’re not going to open your gates wide and 
let ’em come free. Not if you know it, you ain’t.” 

Mr. Casby shook his head, in placid and benignant general- 
ity. 

“Tf a man takes a room of you at half a crown a week, and 
when the week comes round hasn’t got the half crown, you 
say to that man, Why have you got the room, then? If you 
have n’t got the one thing, why have you got the other? 
What have you been and done with your.money? What do 
you mean by it? What are you up to? That’s what you 
say to a man of that sort; and if you didn’t say it, more 
shame for you!” Mr. Pancks here made a singular and start- 
ling noise, produced by a strong blowing effort in the region 
of the nose, unattended by any result but that acoustic one. 

“You have some extent of such property about the east and 
northeast here, I believe?” said Clennam, doubtful which of 
the two to address. 

“Oh, pretty well,” said Pancks. ‘“You’re not particular 
to east or northeast, any point of the compass will do for you. 
What you want is a good investment and a quick return. 
You take it where you can find it. You ain’t nice as to situa- 
tion — not you.” 

There was a fourth and most original figure in the Patri. 
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atchal tent, who also appeared before dinner. This was an 
amazing little old woman, with a face like a staring wooden 
doll too cheap for expression, and a stiff yellow wig perched 
unevenly on the top of her head, as if the child who owned 
the doll had driven a tack through it anywhere, so that it only 
got fastened on. Another remarkable thing in this little old 
- woman was that the same child seemed to have damaged her 
face in two or three places with some blunt instrument in the 
nature of a spoon; her countenance, and particularly the tip of 
her nose, presenting the phenomena of several dints, generally 
answering to the bowl of that article. A further remarkable 
thing in this little old woman was that she had no name but 
Mr. F.’s Aunt. 

She broke upon the visitor’s view under the following cir- 
cumstances: Flora said, when the first dish was being put on 
table, perhaps Mr. Clennam might not have heard that Mr. F. 
had left her a legacy? Clennam in return implied his hope 
that Mr. F. had endowed the wife whom he adored, with the 
greater part of his worldly substance, if not with all. Flora 
said, Oh, yes, she didn’t mean that, Mr. F. had made a beau- 
tiful will, but he had left her as a separate legacy, his Aunt. 
She then went out of the room to fetch the legacy, and, on her 
return, rather triumphantly presented “Mr. F.’s Aunt.” 

The major characteristics discoverable by the stranger in 
Mr. F.’s Aunt, were extreme severity and grim taciturnity ; 
sometimes interrupted by a propensity to offer remarks, in a 
deep warning voice, which, being totally uncalled for by any- 
thing said by anybody, and traceable to no association of ideas, 
confounded and terrified the mind. Mr. F.’s Aunt may have 
thrown in these observations on some system of her own, and 
it may have been ingenious, or even subtle; but the key to it 
was wanted. 

The neatly-served and well-cooked dinner (for everything 
about the Patriarchal household promoted quiet digestion) 
began with some soup, some fried soles, a butter-boat of 
shrimp sauce, and a dish of potatoes. The conversation still 
turned on the receipt of rents. Mr. F.’s Aunt, after regarding 
the company for ten minutes with a malevolent gaze, delivered 
the following fearful remark. 

“When we lived at Henley, Barnes’s gander was stole by 
cinkers. ” 
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Mr. Pancks courageously nodded his head and said, ‘ All 
right, ma’am.” But the effect of this mysterious communi- 
cation upon Clennam was absolutely to frighten him. And 
another circumstance invested this old lady with peculiar ter- 
rors. ‘Though she was always staring, she never acknowledged 
that she saw any individual. The polite and attentive stranger 
would desire, say, to consult her inclinations on the subject of 
potatoes. His expressive action would be hopelessly lost upon 
her, and what could he do? Noman could say, “Mr. F.’s 
Aunt, will you permit me?” Every man retired from the 
spoon, as Clennam did, cowed and baffled. 

There was mutton, a steak, and an apple-pie— nothing in 
the remotest way connected with ganders—and the dinner 
went on like a disenchanted feast, as it truly was. Once 
upon a time Clennam had sat at that table taking no heed of 
anything but Flora; now the principal heed he took of Flora 
was, to observe, against his will, that she was very fond of 
porter, that she combined a great deal of sherry with senti- 
ment, and that if she were a little overgrown, it was upon 
substantial grounds. The last of the Patriarchs had always 
been a mighty eater, and he disposed of an immense quantity 
of solid food with the benignity of a good soul who was feed- 
ing some one else. Mr. Pancks, who was always in a hurry, 
and who referred at intervals to a little dirty note-book which 
he kept beside him (perhaps containing the names of the 
defaulters he meant to look up by way of dessert), took in his 
victuals much as if he were coaling; with a good deal of noise, 
a good deal of dropping about, and a puff and a snort occasion- 
ally, as if he were nearly ready to steam away. 

All through dinner, Flora combined her present appetite for 
eating and drinking with her past appetite for romantic love, * 
in a way that made Clennam afraid to lift his eyes from his 
plate; since he could not look towards her without receiving 
some glance of mysterious meaning or warning, as if they were 
engaged in a plot. Mr. F.’s Aunt sat silently defying him 
with an aspect of the greatest bitterness, until the removal of 
the cloth and the appearance of the decanters, when she origi- 
nated another observation — struck into the conversation like a 
clock, without consulting anybody. 

Flora had just said, ‘Mr. Clennam, will you give me a glass 
of port for Mr. F.’s Aunt?” 
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“The Monument near London Bridge,” that lady instantly 
proclaimed, ‘“‘ was put up arter the Great Fire of London, and 
the Great Fire of London was not the fire in which your uncle 
George’s workshops was burned down.” 

Mr. Pancks, with his former courage, said, “Indeed, ma’am ? 
All right!” But appearing to be incensed by imaginary con- 
tradiction, or other ill-usage, Mr. F.’s Aunt, instead of relaps- 
ing into silence, made the following additional proclamation. 

“T hate a fool!” 

She imparted to this sentiment, in itself almost Solomonic, 
so extremely injurious and personal a character, by levelling it 
straight at the visitor’s head, that it became necessary to lead 
Mr. F.’s Aunt from the room. This was quietly done by 
Flora; Mr. F.’s Aunt offering no resistance, but inquiring on 
her way out, ‘“What he come there for, then?” with impla- 
cable animosity. 

When Flora returned, she explained that her legacy was a 
clever old lady, but was sometimes a little smgular, and “took 
dislikes ” — peculiarities of which Flora seemed to be proud 
rather than otherwise. As Flora’s good nature shone in the 
case, Clennam had no fault to find with the old lady for elicit- 
ing it, now that he was relieved from the’ terrors of her pres- 
ence; and they took a glass or two of wine in peace. Foresee- — 
ing then that the Pancks would shortly get under weigh, and 
that the Patriarch would go to sleep, he pleaded the necessity 
of visiting his mother, and asked Mr. Pancks in which direc- 
tion he was going. 

“Citywards, sir,” said Pancks. 

“Shall we walk together?” said Arthur. 

“Quite agreeable,” said Pancks. 

Meanwhile Flora was murmuring in rapid snatches for his 
ear, that there was a time and that the past was a yawning 
gulf however and that a golden chain no longer bound him and 
that she revered the memory of the late Mr. F. and that she 
should be at home to-morrow at half past one and that the 
decrees of Fate were beyond recall and that she considered 
nothing so improbable as that he ever walked on the northwest 
side of Gray’s Inn Gardens at exactly four o’clock in the after- 
noon. He tried at parting to give his hand in frankness to 
the existing Flora—not the vanished Flora, or the Mermaid 
-—but Flora would n’t have it, couldn’t have it, was wholly 
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destitute of the power of separating herself and him from their 
bygone characters. He left the house miserably enough; and 
so much more light-headed than ever, that if it had not been 
his good fortune to be towed away, he might, for the first 
quarter of an hour, have drifted anywhere. 

When he began to come to himself, in the cooler air and the 
absence of Flora, he found Pancks at full speed, cropping such 
scanty pasturage of nails as he could find, and snorting at 
intervals. These, in conjunction with one hand in his pocket 
and his roughened hat hind side before, were evidently the 
conditions under which he reflected. 

“A fresh night!” said Arthur. 

“Yes, it’s pretty fresh,” assented Pancks. “As a stranger, 
you feel the climate more than I do, I dare say., Indeed I 
have n’t got time to feel it.” 

“You lead such a busy life?” 

“Yes, I have always some of ’em to look up, or something 
to look after. But I like business,” said Pancks, getting on 
a little faster. ‘‘What’s a man made for?” 

“For nothing else?” said Clennam. | 

Pancks put the counter question, “ What else?” It packed 
up, in the smallest compass, a weight that had rested on Clen- 
nam’s life; and he made no answer. 

“That ’s what I ask our weekly tenants,” said Pancks. 
“Some of ’em will pull long faces to me, and say, Poor as you 
see us, master, we ’re always grinding, drudging, toiling, every 
minute we ’re awake. I say to them, What else are you made 
for? It shuts them up. They haven’t a word to answer. 
What else are you made for? That clinches it.” 

“‘Ah, dear, dear, dear!” sighed Clennam. 

“Here am I,” said Pancks, pursuing his argument with the 
weekly tenant. ‘What else do you suppose I think I am 
made for? Nothing. Rattle me out of bed early, set me 
going, give me as short a time as you like to bolt my meals in, 
and keep me at it. Keep me always at it, I’ll keep you 
always at it, you keep somebody else always at it. There you 
are, with the Whole Duty of Man in a commercial country.” 

When they had walked a little further in silence, Clennam 
said, ‘‘ Have you no taste for anything, Mr. Pancks?” 

“What ’s taste?” dryly retorted Pancks. 

** Let us say inclination.” 
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*T have an inclination to get money, sir,” said Pancks, “if 
you ll show me how.” He blew off that sound again, and it 
occurred to his companion for the first time that it was his way 
of laughing. He was a singular man in all respects; he might 
not have been quite in earnest, but that the short, hard, rapid 
manner in which he shot out these cinders of principles, as if 
it were done by mechanical revolvency, seemed irreconcilable 
with banter. 

“You are no great reader, I suppose?” said Clennam. 

“Never read anything but letters and accounts. Never 
collect anything but advertisements relative to next of kin. If 
that’s a taste, I have got that. You’re not of the Clennams 
of Cornwall, Mr. Clennam.” 

“Not that I ever heard of.” 

“T know you’re not. JI asked your mother, sir. She has 
too much character to let a chance escape her.” 

“Supposing I had been of the Clennams of Cornwall? ” 

“You ’d have heard of something to your advantage.” 

“Indeed! I have heard of little enough to my advantage, 
for some time.” 

“There ’s a Cornish property going a begging, sir, and not 
a Cornish Clennam to have it for the asking,” said Pancks, 
taking his note-book from his breast pocket and putting it in 
again, ‘I turn off here. I wish you good night.” 

“Good night!” said Clennam. But the Tug suddenly 
lightened, and, untrammelled by having any weight in tow, 
was already puffing away into the distance. 

They had crossed Smithfield together, and Clennam was left 
alone at the corner of Barbican. He had no intention of pre- 
senting himself in his mother’s dismal room that night, and 
could not have felt more depressed and cast away if he had 
been in a wilderness. He turned slowly down Aldersgate 
Street, and was pondering his way along towards St. Paul’s, 
purposing to come into one of the great thoroughfares for the 
sake of their light and life, when a crowd of people flocked 
towards him on the same pavement, and he stood aside against 
a shop to let them pass. As they came up, he made out that 
they were gathered round a something that was carried on 
men’s shoulders. He soon saw that it was a litter, hastily 
made of a shutter or some such thing; and a recumbent figure 
upon it, and the scraps of conversation in the crowd, and a 
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muddy bundle carried by one man, and a muddy hat carried 
by another, informed him that an accident had occurred. The 
litter stopped under a lamp before it had passed him half a 
dozen paces, for some readjustment of the burden; and, the 
crowd stopping too, he found himself in the midst of the array. 

“An accident going to the Hospital?” he asked an old man 
beside him, who stood shaking his head, inviting conversation. 

“Yes,” said the man, “‘along of them Mails. They ought 
to be prosecuted and fined, them Mails. ‘They come a racing 
out of Lad Lane and Wood Street at twelve or fourteen mile 
a hour, them Mails do. ‘The only wonder is, that people ain’t 
killed oftener by them Mails.” 

“This person is not killed, I hope?” 

*T don’t know!” said the man, ‘‘it ain’t for the want of a 
will in them Mails, if he ain’t.”” The speaker having folded 
his arms, and set in comfortably to address his depreciation of 
them Mails to any of the bystanders who would lsten, several 
voices, out of pure sympathy with the sufferer, confirmed him; 
one voice saying to Clennam, “They ’re a public nuisance, 
them Mails, sir;” another, “J see one on ’em pull up within 
half a inch of a boy, last night; ” another, ‘‘Z see one on ’em go 
over a cat, sir —and it might have been your own mother;” 
and all representing, by implication, that if he happened to 
possess any public influence, he could not use it better than 
against them Mails. 

“Why, a native Englishman is put to it every night of his 
life, to save his life from them Mails,” argued the first old 
man; ‘‘and he knows when they ’re a coming round the corner, 
to tear him limb from limb. What can you expect from a 
poor foreigner who don’t know nothing about ’em!” 

“Is this a foreigner?” said Clennam, leaning forward to 
look, 

In the midst of such replies as ‘‘ Frenchman, sir,” ‘‘ Porte- 
ghee, sir,” ‘‘ Dutchman, sir,” “‘Prooshan, sir,” and other con- 
flicting testimony, he now heard a feeble voice asking, both in 
Italian and in French, for water. A general remark going 
round, in reply, of “Ah, poor fellow, he says he’ll never get 
over it; and no wonder!” Clennam begged to be allowed to 
pass, as he understood the poor creature. He was immediately 
handed to the front, to speak to him. 

“First, he wants some water,” said he, looking round. (A 
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dozen good fellows dispersed to get it.) “Are you badly hurt, 
my friend?” he asked the man on the litter, in Italian. 

“Yes, sir; yes, yes, yes. It’s my leg, it’s my leg. But 
it pleases me to hear the old music, though I am very bad.” 

“You are a traveller? Stay! See the water! Let me 
give you some.” 

They had rested the litter on a pile of paving stones. It 
was at a convenient height from the ground, and by stooping 
he could lightly raise the head with one hand, and hold the 
glass to the lips with the other. A little, muscular, brown + 
man, with black hair and white teeth. A lively face, appar- © 
ently. Har-rings in his ears. 

“That ’s well. You are a traveller?” 

“Surely, sir.” 

“A stranger in this city?” 

“Surely, surely, altogether. I am arrived this unhappy 
evening.” 

“From what country?” 

* Marseilles. ” 

“Why, see there! I also! Almost as much a stranger here 
as you, though born here, I came from Marseilles a little while 
ago. Don’t be cast down.” The face looked up at him 
imploringly, as he rose from wiping it, and gently replaced the 
coat that covered the writhing figure. ‘“‘I won’t leave you, 
till you shall be well taken care of. Courage! You will be 
very much better, half an hour hence.” 

“Ah! Altro, Altro!” cried the poor little man, in a faintly 
incredulous tone; and as they took him up, hung out his right 
hand to give the forefinger a back-handed shake in the air. 

Arthur Clennam turned; and walking beside the litter, and 
saying an encouraging word now and then, accompanied it to 
the neighbouring hospital of St. Bartholomew. None of the 
crowd but the bearers and he being admitted, the disabled man 
was soon laid on a table in a cool, methodical way, and care- 
fully examined by a surgeon: who was as near at hand, and as 
ready to appear, as Calamity herself. ‘‘He hardly knows an 
English word,” said Clennam; ‘‘is he badly hurt?” “Let us 
know all about it first,” said the surgeon, continuing his 
examination with a business-like delight in it, “before we 
pronounce.” 

After trying the leg with a finger and two fingers, and one 
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hand and two hands, and over and under, and up and down, 
and in this direction and in that, and approvingly remarking 
on the points of interest to another gentleman who joined 
him, the surgeon at last clapped the patient on the shoulder, 
and said, ‘“‘He’won’t hurt. He’ll do very well. It’s diffi- 
cult enough, but we shall not want him to part with his leg 
this time.” Which Clennam interpreted to the patient, who 
was full of gratitude, and, in his demonstrative way, kissed 
both the interpreter’s hand and the surgeon’s several times. 

“It’s a serious injury, I suppose?” said Clennam. 

*““Ye-es,” replied the surgeon, with the thoughtful pleasure 
of an artist, contemplating the work upon his easel. “Yes, 
it’s enough. There’s a compound fracture above the. knee, 
and a dislocation below. They are both of a beautiful kind.” 
He gave the patient a friendly clap on the shoulder again, as if 
he really felt that he was a very good fellow indeed, and 
worthy of all commendation for having broken his leg in a 
manner interesting to science. 

“He speaks French?” said the surgeon. 

“Oh, yes, he speaks French.” 

“He ’ll be at no loss here, then. — You have only to bear 
a little pain like a brave fellow, my friend, and to be thankful 
that all goes as well as it does,” he added, in that tongue, 
‘and you ’ll walk again to a marvel. Now, let us see whether 
there ’s anything else the matter, and how our ribs are.” 

There was nothing else the matter, and our ribs were sound. 
Clennam remained until everything possible to be done had 
been skilfully and promptly done—the poor belated wanderer 
in a strange land movingly besought that favor of him —and 
lingered by the bed to which he was in due time removed, 
until he had fallen into a doze. Even then he wrote a few 
words for him on his card, with a promise to return to-morrow, 
and left it to be given to him when he should awake. 

All these proceedings occupied so long, that it struck eleven 
o’clock at night as he came out at the Hospital Gate. He 
had hired a lodging for the present in Covent Garden, and he 
took the nearest way to that quarter, by Snow Hill and Hol- 
born. 

Left to himself again, after the solicitude and compassion of 
his last adventure, he was naturally in a thoughtful mood. 
As naturally, he could not walk on thinking for ten minutes, 


LITTLE DORRIT 175 


without recalling Flora. She necessarily recalled to him his 
life, with all its misdirection and little happiness. 

When he got to his lodging, he sat down before the dying 
fire, as he had stood at the window of his old room looking 
out upon the blackened forest of chimneys, and turned his gaze 
back upon the gloomy vista by which he had come to that 
stage in his existence. So long, so bare, so blank. No child- 
hood; no youth, except for one remembrance; the one remem- 
prance proved, only that day, to be a piece of folly. 

It was a misfortune to him, trifle as it might have been to 
another. For, while all that was hard and stern in his recol- 
lection remained Reality on being proved — was obdurate to 
the sight and touch, and relaxed nothing of its old indomitable 
grimness — the one tender recollection of his experience would 
not bear the same test, and melted away. He had foreseen 
this, on the former night, when he had dreamed with waking 
eyes; but he had not felt it then; and he had now. 

He was a dreamer in such wise, because he was a man who 
had, deep-rooted in his nature, a belief in all the gentle and 
good things his life had been without. Bred in meanness and 
hard dealing, this had rescued him to be a man of honourable 
mind and open hand. Bred in coldness and severity, this had 
rescued him to have a warm and sympathetic heart. Bred in 
a creed too darkly audacious to pursue, through its process of 
reversing the making of man in the image of his Creator to the 
making of his Creator in the image of an erring man, this had 
rescued him to judge not, and in humility to be merciful, and 
have hope and charity. 

And this saved him still from the whimpering weakness and 
cruel selfishness of holding that because such a happiness or 
such a virtue had not come into his little path, or worked well 
for him, therefore it was not in the great scheme, but was 
reducible, when found in appearance, to the basest elements. 
A disappointed mind he had, but a mind too firm and healthy 
for such unwholesome air. Leaving himself in the dark, it 
could rise into the light, seeing it shine on others and hailing 
it. 

Therefore he sat before his dying fire, sorrowful to think 
upon the way by which he had come to that night, yet not 
strewing poison on the way by which other men had come to 
it. That he should have missed so much, and at his time of 
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life should look so far about him for any staff to bear him 
company upon his downward journey and cheer it, was a just 
regret. He looked at the fire from which the blaze departed, 
from which the afterglow subsided, in which the ashes turned 
grey, from which they dropped to dust, and thought, “‘ How 
soon I too shall pass through such changes, and be gone!” 

To review his life was like descending a green tree in fruit 
and flower, and seeing all the branches wither and drop off one 
by one, as he came down towards them. 

“From the unhappy suppression of my youngest days, 
through the rigid and unloving home that followed them, 
through my departure, my long exile, my return, my mother’s 
welcome, my intercourse with her since, down to the afternoon 
of this day with poor Flora,” said Arthur Clennam, “ what 
have I found?” : 

His door was softly opened, and these spoken words startled 
him, and came as if they were an answer: — 

“Little Derrit.” 
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OCHAPTER XLV 
LITTLE DORRIT’S PARTY 


ARTHUR CLENNAM rose hastily, and saw her standing at 
the door. This history must sometimes see with Little Dor- 
rit’s eyes, and shall begin that course by seeing him. 

Little Dorrit looked into a dim room, which seemed a spa- 
cious one to her, and grandly furnished. Courtly ideas of 
Covent Garden, as a place with famous coffee-houses, where 
gentlemen wearing gold-laced coats and swords had quarrelled 
and fought duels; costly ideas of Covent Garden, as a place 
where there were flowers in winter at guineas a piece, pine- 
apples at guineas a pound, and peas at guineas a pint; pic- 
turesque ideas of Covent Garden, as a place where there was 
a mighty theatre, showing wonderful and beautiful sights to 
richly-dressed ladies and gentlemen, and which was for ever 
far beyond the reach of poor Fanny or poor uncle; desolate 
ideas of Covent Garden, as having all those arches in it, where 
the miserable children in rags among whom she had just now 
passed, like young rats, slunk and hid, fed on offal, huddled 
together for warmth, and were hunted about (look to the rats 
young and old, all ye Barnacles, for before God they are eating 
away our foundations, and will bring the roofs on our heads!) ; 
teeming ideas of Covent Garden, as a place of past and pres- 
ent mystery, romance, abundance, want, beauty, ugliness, fair 
country gardens, and foul street-gutters, all confused together, 
—made the room dimmer than it was, in Little Dorrit’s eyes, 
as they timidly saw it from the door. 

At first in the chair before the gone-out fire, and then turned 
round wondering to see her, was the gentleman whom she 
sought. The brown, grave gentleman, who smiled so pleas- 
antly, who was so frank and considerate in his manner, and 
yet in whose earnestness there was something that reminded 
her of his mother, with the great difference that she was ear- 
nest in asperity and he in gentleness. Now he regarded her 
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with that attentive and inquiring look before which Little 
Dorrié’s eyes had always fallen, and before which they fell 
still. 

“My poor child! Here at midnight?” 

“T said Little Dorrit, sir, on purpose to prepare you. [ 
knew you must be very much surprised.” 

‘Are you alone?” 

“No, sir, I have got Maggy with me.” 

Considering her entrance sufficiently prepared for by this 
mention of her name, Maggy appeared from the landing out- 
side, on the broad grin. She instantly suppressed that mani- 
festation, however, and became fixedly solemn. 

“And I have no fire,” said Clennam. ‘‘And you are—” 
He was going to say so lightly clad, but stopped himself in 
what would have been a reference to her poverty, saying 
instead, ‘‘ And it is so cold.” 

Putting the chair from which he had risen nearer to the 
grate, he made her sit down in it; and hurriedly bringing 
wood and coal, heaped them together and got a blaze. 

“Your foot is like marble, my child,” — he had happened to 
touch it, while stooping on one knee at his work of kindling 
the fire, — ‘‘put it nearer the warmth.” Little Dorrit thanked 
him hastily. It was quite warm, it was very warm! It smote 
upon his heart to feel that she hid her thin, worn shoe. 

Little Dorrit was not ashamed of her poor shoes. He knew 
her story, and it was not that. Little Dorrit had a misgiving 
that he might blame her father, if he saw them; that he might 
think, “‘why did he dine to-day, and leave this little creature 
to the mercy of the cold stones!” She had no belief that it 
would have been a just reflection; she simply knew, by expe- 
rience, that such delusions did sometimes present themselves 
to people. It was a part of her father’s misfortunes that they 
did. 

“Before I say anything else,” Little Dorrit began, sitting 
before the pale fire, and raising her eyes again to the face 
which in its harmonious look of interest, and pity, and protec- 
tion, she felt to be a mystery far above her in degree, and. 
almost removed beyond her guessing at; “‘may I tell you some- 
thing, sir?” 

“Yes, my child.” 

A slight shade of distress fell upon her, at his so often call: 
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ing her a child. She was surprised that he should see it, or 
think of such a slight thing; but he said directly : — 

“T wanted a tender word, and could think of no other. As 
you just now gave yourself the name they give you at my. 
mother’s, and as that is the name by which I always think of 
you, let me call you Little Dorrit.” 

“Thank you, sir, I should like it better than any name.” 

“Little Dorrit.” 

“Little mother,” Maggy (who had been falling asleep) put 
in, as a correction. 

“It’s all the same, Maggy,” returned Dorrit, ‘‘all the 
same.” 

“Ts it all the same, mother?” 

“ Just the same.” 

Maggy laughed, and immediately snored. In Little Dorrit’s 
eyes and ears, the uncouth figure and the uncouth sound were 
as pleasant as could be. There was a glow of pride in her big 
child, overspreading her face, when it again met the eyes of 
the grave brown gentleman. She wondered what he was 
thinking of, as he looked at Maggy and her. She thought 
what a good father he would be. How, with some such look, 
he would counsel and cherish his daughter. 

““What I was going to tell you, sir,” said Little Dorrit, ‘‘is, 
that my brother is at large.” 

Arthur was rejoiced to hear it, and hoped he would do well. 

‘And what I was going to tell you, sir,” said Little Dorrit, 
trembling in all her little figure and in her voice, “‘is, that I 
am not to know whose generosity released him—am never to 
ask, and am never to be told, and am never to thank that 
gentleman with all my grateful heart! ” 

He would probably need no thanks, Clennam said. Very 
likely he would be thankful himself (and with reason), that 
he had had the means and chance of doing a little service to 
her, who well deserved a great one. 

‘“‘And what I was going to say, sir, is,” said Little Dorrit, 
trembling more and more, “that if I knew him, and I might, 
I would tell him that he can never, never know how I feel his 
goodness, and how my good father would feel it. And what 
I was going to say, sir, is, that if I knew him, and I might — 
but I don’t know him and I must not—TI know that! —I 
would tell him that I shall never any more lie down to sleep, 
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without having prayed to Heaven to bless him and reward 
him. And if I knew him, and I might, I would go down on 
my knees to him, and take his hand and kiss it, and ask him 
not to draw it away, but to leave it—oh, to leave it for a 
moment — and let my thankful tears fall on it, for I have no 
other thanks to give him!” 

Little Dorrit had put his hand to her lips, and would have 
kneeled to him; but he gently prevented her, and replaced 
her in her chair. Her eyes, and the tones of her voice, had 
thanked him far better than she thought. He was not able 
to say, quite as composedly as usual, “There, Little Dorrit, 
there, there, there! We will suppose that you did know this 
person, and that you might do all this, and that it was all 
done. And now tell me, who am quite another person — who 
am nothing more than the friend who begged you to trust him 
—why you are out at midnight, and what it is that brings you 
so far through the streets at this late hour, my slight, deli- 
cate ’”’ — child was on his lips again — “ Little Dorrit! ” 

“Maggy and I have been to-night,” she answered, subduing 
herself with the quiet effort that had long been natural to her, 
“‘to the theatre where my sister is engaged.” 

“And oh, ain’t it a Ev’nly place,” suddenly interrupted 
Maggy, who seemed to have the power of going to sleep and 
waking up whenever she chose. ‘‘ Almost as good as a hospi- 
tal. Only there ain’t no Chicking in it.” 

Here she shook herself, and fell asleep again. 

“We went there,” said Little Dorrit, glancing at her charge, 
because I like sometimes to know, of my own knowledge, 
that my sister is doing well; and like to see her there, with 
my own eyes, when neither she nor Uncle is aware. It is 
very seldom indeed that I can do that, because when I am not 
out at work I am with my father, and even when I am out at 
work I hurry home to him. But I pretend to-night that I am 
at a party.” 

As she made the confession, timidly hesitating, she raised 
her eyes to the face, and read its expression so plainly that she 
answered it. 

“Oh, no, certainly! I never was at a party in my life.” 

She paused a little under his attentive look, and then said, 
“T hope there is no harm in it. I could never have been of 
any use, if I had not pretended a little.” 
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She feared that he was blaming her in his mind, for so 
devising to contrive for them, think for them, and watch over 
them, without their knowledge or gratitude; perhaps even 
with their reproaches for supposed neglect. But what was 
really in his mind, was the weak figure with its strong pur- 
pose, the thin worn shoes, the insufficient dress, and the pre- 
tence of recreation and enjoyment. He asked where the sup- 
posititious party was. At a place where she worked, answered 
Little Dorrit blushing. She had said very little about it; only 
a few words to make her father easy. Her father did not 
believe it to be a grand party — indeed he might suppose that. 
And she glanced for an instant at the shawl she wore. 

“It is the first night,” said Little Dorrit, “that I have ever 
been away from home. And London looks so large, so barren, 
and so wild.” In Little Dorrit’s eyes, its vastness under the 
black sky was awful; a tremor passed over her as she said the 
words. 

“But this is not,” she added, with the quiet effort again, 
“what I have come to trouble you with, sir. My sister’s 
having found a friend, a lady she has told me of and made me 
rather anxious about, was the first cause of my coming away 
from home. And being away, and coming (on purpose) round 
by where you lived, and seeing a light in the window —” 

Not for the first time. No, not for the first time. In 
Little Dorrit’s eyes, the outside of that window had been a 
distant star on other nights than this. She had toiled out of 
her way, tired and troubled, to look up at it, and wonder 
about the grave, brown gentleman from so far off, who had 
spoken to her as a friend and protector, 

“There were three things,” said Little Dorrit, “that I 
thought I would like to say, if you were alone and I might 
come up stairs. First, what I have tried to say, but never can 
— never shall —” 

“Hush, hush! That is done with, and disposed of. Let 
us pass to the second,” said Clennam, smiling her agitation 
away, making the blaze shine upon her, and putting wine and 
cake and fruit towards her on the table. 

“T think,” said Little Dorrit— “this is the second thing, 
sir —I think Mrs. Clennam must have found out my secret, 
and must know where I come from and where I go to. Where 
I live, I mean.” 
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“Indeed?” returned Clennam quickly. He asked her, after 
a short consideration, why she supposed so. 

“‘T think,” replied Little Dorrit, “that Mr. Flintwinch must 
have watched me.” 

And why, Clennam asked, as he turned his eyes upon the 
fire, bent his brows, and considered again; why did she sup- 
pose that? 

‘“‘T have met him twice. Both times near home. Both 
times at night, when I was going back. Both times I thought 
(though that may easily be my mistake), that he hardly looked 
as if he had met me by accident.” 

**Did he say anything?” 

“No; he only nodded and put his head on one side.” 

“The devil take his head!” mused Clennam, still looking at 
the fire; ‘‘it’s always on one side.” 

He roused himself to persuade her to put some wine to her 
lips, and to touch something to eat — it was very difficult, she 
was so timid and shy —and then said, musing again: — 

“Ts my mother at all changed to you?” . 

“Oh, not at all. She is just the same. I wondered 
whether I had better tell her my history. I wondered whether 
I might —I mean, whether you would like me to tell her. I 
wondered,” said Little Dorrit, looking at him in a suppliant 
way, and gradually withdrawing her eyes as he looked at her, 
“‘whether you would advise me what I ought to do.” 

“Little Dorrit,” said Clennam; and the phrase had already 
begun, between those two, to stand for a hundred gentle 
phrases, according to the varying tone and connection in which 
it was used; “‘do nothing. I will have some talk with my 
old friend, Mrs. Affery. Do nothing, Little Dorrit — except 
refresh yourself with such means as there are here. I entreat 
you to do that.” 

“Thank you, I am not hungry. Nor,” said Little Dorrit, 
as he softly put her glass towards her, “nor thirsty. —I think 
Maggy might like something, perhaps.” 

“We will make her find pockets presently for all there is 
here,” said Clennam; “but before we awake her, there was a 
third thing to say.” 

“Yes. You will not be offended, sir?” 

“T promise that, unreservedly.” 

“Tt will sound strange. I hardly know how to say it 
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Don’t think it unreasonable or ungrateful in me,” said Little 
Dorrit, with returning and increasing agitation. 

“No, no, no. I am sure it will be natural and right. I 
am not afraid that I shall put a wrong construction on it, what- 
ever it is.” 

“Thank you. You are coming back to see niy father 
again ? ” 

tN Ga, | 

“You have been so good and thoughtful as to write him a 
note, saying that you are coming to-morrow?” 

“Qh, that was nothing! Yes.” 

“Can you guess,” said Little Dorrit, folding her small hands 
tight in one another, and looking at him with all the earnest- 
ness of her soul looking steadily out of her eyes, ‘‘ what I am 
going to ask you not to do?” 

“JT think I can. But I may be wrong.” 

“No, you are not wrong,” said Little Dorrit, shaking her 
head. “If we should want it so very, very badly that we 
cannot do without it, let me ask you for it.” 

“T will, —I will.” 

“Don’t encourage him to ask. Don’t understand him, if 
he does ask. Don’t give it to him. Save him and spare him 
that, and you will be able to think better of him!” 

Clennam said—tuot very plainly, seeing those tears glisten- 
ing in her anxious eyes — that her wish should be sacred with 
him. 

“You don’t know what he is,” she said; “you don’t know 
what he really is. How can you, seeing him there all at once, 
dear love, and not gradually, as I have done! You have been 
so good to us, so delicately and truly good, that I want him to 
be better in your eyes than in anybody’s. And I cannot bear 
to think,” cried Little Dorrit, covering her tears with her 
hands, “I cannot bear to think that you of all the world 
should see him in his only moments of degradation! ” 

“Pray,” said Clennam, “do not be so distressed. Pray, 
pray, Little Dorrit! This is quite understood now.” 

“Thank you, sir. Thank you! I have tried very much to 
keep myself from saying this; I have thought about it, days 
and nights; but when I knew for certain you were coming 
again, I made up my mind to speak to you. Not because I 
am ashamed of him,” she dried her tears quickly, ‘‘ but because 
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I know him better than any one does, and love him, and am 
proud of him.” 

Relieved of this weight, Little Dorrit was nervously anxious 
to be gone. Maggy being broad awake, and in the act of 
distantly gloating over the fruit and cakes with chuckles of 
anticipation, Clennam made the best diversion in his power by 
pouring her out a glass of wine, which she drank in a series of 
loud smacks; putting her hand upon her windpipe after every 
one, and saying, breathless, with her eyes in a prominent state, 
“Oh, ain’t it d’licious! Ain’t it hospitally!”? When she had 
finished the wine and these encomiums, he charged her to load 
her basket (she was never without her basket) with every 
eatable thing upon the table, and to take especial care to leave 
no scrap behind. Maggy’s pleasure in doing this, and her 
little mother’s pleasure in seeing Maggy pleased, was as good 
a turn as circumstances could have given to the late conversa- 
tion. 

“But the gates will have been locked long ago,” said Clen- 
nam, suddenly remembering it. ‘“‘ Where are you going?” 

“T am going to Maggy’s lodging,” answered Little Dorrit. 
“T shall be quite safe, quite well taken care of.” 

“I must accompany you there,” said Clennam. “I cannot 
let you go alone.” 

“Yes, pray leave us to go there by ourselves. Pray do!” 
begged Little Dorrit. 

She was so earnest in the petition, that Clennam felt a deli- 
eacy in obtruding himself upon her: the rather, because he 
could well understand that Maggy’s lodging was of the obscur- 
est sort. “Come, Maggy,” said Little Dorrit cheerily, “we 
shall do very well; we know the way, by this time, Maggy?” 

“Yes, yes, little mother; we know the way,” chuckled 
Maggy. And away they went. Little Dorrit turned at the 
door to say, “God bless you!” She said it very softly, but 
perhaps she may have been as audible above —who knows! — 
as a whole cathedral choir. 

Arthur Clennam suffered them to pass the corner of the 
street, before he followed at a distance; not with any idea of 
encroaching a second time on Little Dorrit’s privacy, but to 
satisfy his mind by seeing her secure, in the neighbourhood to 
which she was accustomed. So diminutive she looked, so 
fragile and defenceless against the bleak damp weather, flitting 
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along in the shuffling shadow of her charge, that he feit, in his 
compassion, and in his habit of considering her a child apart 
from the rest of the rough world, as if he would have been 
glad to take her up in his arms and carry her to her journey’s 
end. 

In course of time she came into the leading thoroughfare 
where the Marshalsea was, and then he saw them slacken their 
pace, and soon turn down a by-street. He stopped, felt that 
he had no right to go further, and slowly left them. He had 
no suspicion that they ran any risk of being houseless until 
morning; had no idea of the truth, until long, long afterwards. 

But said Little Dorrit, when they stopped at a poor dwell- 
ing all in darkness, and heard no sound on listening at the 
door, ‘‘Now, this is a good lodging for you, Maggy, and we 
must not give offence. Consequently, we will only knock 
twice, and not very loud; and if we cannot wake them so, we 
must walk about till day.” 

Once, Little Dorrit knocked with a careful hand, and list- 
ened. Twice, Little Dorrit knocked with a careful hand, and 
listened. All was close and still. ‘‘ Maggy, we must do the 
best we can, my dear. We must be patient, and wait for 
day.” 

It was a chill dark night, with a damp wind blowing, when 
they came out into the leading street again, and heard the 
clocks strike half past one. ‘In only five hours and a half,”’ 
said Little Dorrit, “‘we shall be able to go home.” To speak 
of home, and to go and look at it, it being so near, was a 
natural sequence. They went to the closed gate, and peeped 
through into the courtyard. ‘‘I hope he is sound asleep,” said 
Little Dorrit, kissing one of the bars, “‘and does not miss me.” 

The gate was so familiar, and so like a companion, that they 
put down Maggy’s basket in a corner to serve fora seat, and keep- 
ing close together, rested there for some time. While the street 
was empty and silent, Little Dorrit was not afraid; but when 
she heard a footstep at a distance, or saw a moving shadow 
among the street lamps, she was startled, and whispered, 
“Maggy, I see some one. Come away!” Maggy would then 
wake up more or less fretfully, and they would wander about 
a little, and come back again. 

As long as eating was a novelty and an amusement, Maggy 
kept up pretty well. But, that period going by, she became 
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querulous about the cold, and shivered and whimpered. ‘“‘It 
will soon be over, dear,” said Little Dorrit patiently. ‘Oh, 
it’s all very fine for you, little mother,” returned Maggy, 
“but I’m a poor thing, only ten years old.” At last, in the 
dead of the night,.when the street was very still indeed, Little 
Dorrit laid the heavy head upon her bosom, and soothed her 
to sleep. And thus she sat at the gate, as it were alone; look- 
ing up at the stars, and seeing the clouds pass over them in 
their wild flight— which was the dance at Little Dorrit’s 
party. 

“Tf it really was a party!’ she thought once, as she sat 
there. “If it was light and warm and beautiful, and it was 
our house, and my poor dear was its master, and had never 
been inside these walls. And if Mr. Clennam was one of our 
visitors, and we were dancing to delightful music, and were 
all as gay and light-hearted as ever we could be! I won- 
der —’”’ Such a vista of wonder opened out before her, that 
she sat looking up at the stars, quite lost; until Maggy was 
querulous again, and wanted to get up and walk. 

Three o’clock, and half past three, and they had passed over 
London Bridge. They had heard the rush of the tide against 
obstacles; had looked down, awed, through the dark vapour on 
the river; had seen little spots of lighted water where the 
bridge lamps were reflected, shining like demon eyes, with a 
terrible fascination in them for guilt and misery. They had 
shrunk past homeless people, lying coiled up in nooks. They 
had run from drunkards. They had started from slinking 
men, whistling and signing to one another at by corners, or 
running away at full speed. Though everywhere the leader 
and the guide, Little Dorrit, happy for once in her youthful 
appearance, feigned to cling to and rely upon Maggy. And 
more than once some voice, from among a knot of brawling or 
prowling figures in their path, had called out to the rest to 
“let the woman and the child go by!” 

So the woman and the child had gone by, and gone on, and 
five had sounded from the steeples. They were walking slowly 
towards the east, already looking for the first pale streak of 
day, when a woman came after them. 

‘What are you doing with the child?” she said to Maggy. 

She was young —far too young to be there, Heaven knows! 
-e—and neither ugly nor wicked-leoking. She spoke coarsely 
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but with no naturally coarse voice; there was even something 
musical in its sound. 

“What are you doing with yourself?” retorted Maggy, for 
want of a better answer. 

“Can’t you see, without my telling you?” 

“T don’t know as I can,” said Maggy. 

“Killing myself. Now I have answered you, answer me, 
What are you doing with the child?” 

The supposed child kept her head drooped down, and kept 
her form close at Maggy’s side. 

“Poor thing!” said the woman. “Have you no feeling, 
that you keep her out in the cruel streets at such a time as 
this? Have you no eyes, that you don’t see how delicate and 
slender she is? Have you no sense (you don’t look as if you 
had much) that you don’t take more pity on this cold and 
trembling little hand?” 

She had stepped across to that side, and held the hand 
between her own two, chafing it. ‘“‘ Kiss a poor lost creature, 
dear,” she said, bending her face, “and tell me where she’s 
taking you.” 

Little Dorrit turned towards her. 

“Why, my God!” she said recoiling, “you ’re a woman!” 

“Don’t mind that!” said Little Dorrit, clasping one of the 
hands that had suddenly released hers. “I am not afraid of 

ou.” 

“Then you had better be,” she answered. ‘‘Have you no 
mother ? ” 

Sve? 

“No father ? ” 

“Yes, a very dear one.” 

“Go home to him, and be afraid of me. Let me go. Good 
night!” 

“JT must thank you first; let me speak to you as if I really 
were a child.” 

“You can’t do it,” said the woman. ‘‘You are kind and 
innocent; but you can’t look at me out of a child’s eyes. I 
never should have touched you, but I thought that you were a 
child.” And with a strange, wild cry, she went away. 

No day yet in the sky, but there was day in the resounding 
stones of the streets; in the wagons, carts, and coaches; in the 
workers going to various occupations; in the opening of early 
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shops; in the traffic at markets; in the stir of the river-side. 
There was coming day in the flaring lights, with a feebler colour 
in them than they would have had at another time; coming day 
in the increased sharpness of the air, and the ghastly dying of 
the night. 

They went back again to the gate, intending to wait there 
now until it should be opened; but the air was so raw and cold, 
that Little Dorrit, leading Maggy about in her sleep, kept in 
motion. Going round by the church, she saw lights there, and 
the door open; and went up the steps, and looked in. 

“Who’s that?” cried a stout old man, who was putting on 
a nightcap as if he were going to bed in a vault. 

“It’s no one particular, sir,” said Little Dorrit. 

“Stop!” cried the man. ‘“Let’s have a look at you!” 

This caused her to turn back again, in the act of going out, 
and to present herself and her charge before him. 

“JT thought so!” said he. “I know you.” 

“We have often seen each other,” said Little Dorrit, recog- 
nising the sexton, or the beadle, or the verger, or whatever he 
was, ‘‘when I have been at church here.” 

“More than that, we’ve got your birth in our Register, you 
know; you’re one of our curiosities.” 

“Indeed? ” said Little Dorrit. 

“To be sure. As the child of the—by the bye, how did 
you get out so early?” 

“We were shut out last night, and are waiting to get in.” 

“You don’t mean it? And there ’s another hour good yet! 
Come into the vestry. You’ll find a fire in the vestry, on 
account of the painters. I’m waiting for the painters, or I 
should n’t be here, you may depend upon it. One of our curi- 
osities must n’t be cold, when we have it in our power to warm 
her up comfortable. Come along.” 

He was a very good old fellow, in his familiar way; and 
having stirred the vestry fire, he looked round the shelves of 
registers for a particular volume. ‘‘ Here you are, you see,” he 
said, taking it down and turning the leaves. ‘Here you’ll 
find yourself, as large as life. Amy, daughter of William and 
Fanny Dorrit. Born, Marshalsea Prison, Parish of St. George. 
And we tell people that you have lived there, without so much 
as a day’s or a night’s absence, ever since. Is it true?” 

“Quite true, till last night.” 
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“Lord!” But his surveying her with an admiring gaze 
suggested something else to him, to wit: “I am sorry to see 
though, that you are faint and tired. Stay a bit. I’ll get 
some cushions out of the church, and you and your friend shall 
lie down before the fire. Don’t be afraid of not going in to 
join your father when the gate opens. J7J/ call you.” 

He soon brought in the cushions, and strewed them on the 
ground. 

“There you are, you see. Again as large as life. Oh, 
never mind thanking. I’ve daughters of my own. And 
though they were n’t born in the Marshalsea Prison, they might 
have been, if I had been, in my ways of carrying on, of your 
father’s breed. Stop a bit. I must put something under the 
cushion for your head. Here’s a burial volume. Just the 
thing! We have got Mrs. Bangham in this book. But what 
makes these books interesting to most people is— not who’s in 
?em, but who isn’t—who’s coming, you know, and when. 
That ’s the interesting question.” 

Commendingly looking back at the pillow he had improvised, 
he left them to their hour’s repose. Maggy was snoring 
already, and Little Dorrit was soon fast asleep, with her head 
resting on that sealed book of Fate, untroubled by its myste- 
rious blank leaves. 

This was Little Dorrit’s party. The shame, desertion, 
wretchedness, and exposure, of the great capital; the wet, the 
cold, the slow hours, and the swift clouds, of the dismal night. 
This was the party from which Little Dorrit went home, jaded, 
in the first grey mist of a rainy morning. 
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CHAPTER XV 
MRS. FLINTWINCH HAS ANOTHER DREAM 


Tue debilitated old house in the city, wrapped in its mantle 
of soot, and leaning heavily on the crutches that had partaken 
of its decay and worn out with it, never knew a healthy or 
a cheerful interval, let what would betide. If the sun ever 
touched it, it was but with a ray, and that was gone in half an 
hour; if the moonlight ever fell upon it, it was only to put 
a few patches on its doleful cloak, and make it look more 
wretched. The stars, to be sure, coldly watched it when the 
nights and the smoke were clear enough; and all bad weather 
stood by it with a rare fidelity. You should alike find rain, 
hail, frost, and thaw lingering in that dismal enclosure, when 
they had vanished from other places; and as to snow, you 
should see it there for weeks, long after it had changed from 
yellow to black, slowly weeping away its grimy hfe. The 
place had no other adherents. As to street noises, the rum- 
bling of wheels in the lane merely rushed in at the gateway in 
going past, and rushed out again; making the listening Mistress 
Affery feel as if she were deaf, and recovered the sense of hear- 
ing by instantaneous flashes. So with whistling, singing, talk- 
ing, laughing, and all pleasant human sounds, They leaped 
the gap in a moment, and went upon their way. 

The varying light of fire and candle in Mrs, Clennam’s room 
made the greatest change that ever broke the dead monotony of 
the spot. In her two long narrow windows the fire shone sul- 
lenly all day, and sullenly all night. On rare occasions, it 
flashed up passionately, as she did; but for the most part it was 
suppressed, like her, and preyed upon itself evenly and slowly. 
During many hours of the short winter days, however, when it 
was dusk there early in the afternoon, changing distortions of 
herself in her wheeled chair, of Mr. Flintwinch with his wry 
neck, of Mistress Affery coming and going, would be thrown 
upon the house wall that was over the gateway, and would 
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hover there like shadows from a great magic lantern. As the 
room-ridden invalid settled for the night, these would gradually 
disappear; Mistress Affery’s magnified shadow always flitting 
about, last, until it finally glided away into the air, as though 
she were off upon a witch-excursion. Then the solitary light 
would burn unchangingly, until it burned pale before the dawn, 
and at last died under the breath of Mistress Affery, as her 
shadow descended on it from the witch-region of sleep. 

Strange, if the little sick-room fire were in effect a beacon 
fire, summoning some one, and’ that the most unlikely some one 
in the world, to the spot that must be come to. Strange, if 
the little sick-room light were in effect a watch-light, burning 
in that place every night until an appointed event should be 
watched out! Which of the vast multitude of travellers, under 
the sun and the stars, climbing the dusty hills and toiling along 
the weary plains, journeying by land and journeying by sea, 
coming and going so strangely, to meet and to act and react on 
one another — which of the host may, with no suspicion of 
the journey’s end, be travelling surely hither? 

Time shall show us. The post of honor and the post of 
shame, the general’s station and the drummer’s, a peer’s statue 
in Westminster Abbey and a seaman’s hammock in the bosom 
of the deep, the mitre and the workhouse, the woolsack and 
the gallows, the throne and the guillotine —the travellers to 
all are on the great high-road; but it has wonderful divergences, 
and only Time shall show us whither each traveller is bound. 

On a wintry afternoon at twilight, Mrs. Flintwinch, having 
been heavy all day, dreamed this dream: — 

She thought she was in the kitchen getting the kettle ready 
for tea, and was warming herself with her feet upon the fender 
and the skirt of her gown tucked up, before the collapsed fire 
in the middle of the grate, bordered on either hand by a deep 
cold black ravine. She thought that as she sat thus, musing 
upon the question whether life was not for some people a rather 
dull invention, she was frightened by a sudden noise behind 
her. She thought that she had been similarly frightened once 
last week, and that the noise was of a mysterious kind —a 
sound of rustling, and of three or four quick beats like a rapid 
step; while a shock or tremble was communicated to her heart, 
as if the step had shaken the floor, or even as if she had 
been touched by some awful hand. She thought that this 


192 | ‘LITTLE DORRIT 


revived within her certain old fears of hers that the house was 
haunted; and that she flew up the kitchen stairs, without 
knowing how she got up, to be nearer company. 

Mistress Affery thought that on reaching the hall, she saw 
the door of her liege lord’s office standing open, and the room 
empty. That she went to the ripped-up window, in the little 
room by the street door, to connect her palpitating heart, 
through the glass, with living things beyond and outside the 
haunted house. That she then saw, on the wall over the gate- 
way, the shadows of the two clever ones in conversation above. 
That she then went up stairs with her shoes in her hand, partly 
to be near the clever ones as a match for most ghosts, and 
partly to hear what they were talking about. 

“None of your nonsense with me,” said Mr. Flintwinch. 
“1 won’t take it from you.” 

Mrs. Flintwinch dreamed that she stood behind the door, 
which was just ajar, and most distinctly heard her husband say 
these bold words. 

“‘Flintwinch,” returned Mrs. Clennam, in her usual strong 
low voice, ‘‘there is a demon of anger in you. Guard against 
abe? 

“IT don’t care whether there’s one or a dozen,” said Mr. 
Flintwinch, forcibly suggesting in his tone that the higher 
number was nearer the mark. ‘If there was fifty, they should 
ali say, None’ of your nonsense with me, I won’t take it from 
you—JI’d make ’em say it, whether they liked it or not.” 

“What have I done, you wrathful man?” her strong voice 
asked. 

“Done?” said Mr. Flintwinch. ‘“‘Dropped down upon 
me.” 

“Tf you mean, remonstrated with you —” 

“Don’t put words in my mouth that I don’t mean,” said 
Jeremiah, sticking to his figurative expression with tenacious 
and impenetrable obstinacy; ‘‘I mean dropped down upon 
me. ”” 

“‘T remonstrated with you,” she began again, ‘‘ because — ” 

“T won’t have it!” cried Jeremiah. ‘‘ You dropped down 
upon me.” 

“‘T dropped down upon you, then, you ill-conditioned man,” 
(Jeremiah chuckled at having forced her to adopt his phrase), : 
“for having been needlessly significant to Arthur that morning. 
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T have a right to complain of it as almost a breach of confi- 
dence. You did not mean it —” 

“T won’t have it!” interposed the contradictory Jeremiah, 
flinging back the concession. ‘I did mean it.” 

“T suppose I must leave you to speak in soliloquy if you 
choose,” she replied, after a pause that seemed an angry one. 
“Tt is useless my addressing myself to a rash and headstrong 
old man who has a set purpose not to hear me.” 

“Now, I won’t take that from you either,” said Jeremiah. 
*‘T have no such purpose. I have told you I did mean it, 
Do you wish to know why I meant it, you rash and headstrong 
old woman?” 

“After all, you only restore me my own words,” she said, 
struggling with her indignation. “Yes.” 

“This is why, then. Because you hadn’t cleared his father 
to him, and you ought to have done it. Because, before you 
went into any tantrum about yourself, who are —” 

“Hold there, Flintwinch!” she cried out in a changed 
voice; ‘you may go a word too far.” 

The old man seemed to think so. There was another pause, 
and he had altered his position in the room, when he spoke 
again more mildly : — 

“T was going to tell you why it was. Because, before you 
took your own part, I thought you ought to have taken the 
part of Arthur’s father. Arthur’s father! I had no particu- 
lar love for Arthur’s father. I served Arthur’s father’s uncle, 
in this house, when Arthur’s father was not much above me — 
was poorer as far as his pocket went—-and when his uncle 
might as soon have left me his heir as have left him. He 
starved in the parlour, and I starved in the kitchen; that was 
the principal difference in our positions; there was not much 
more than a flight of break-neck stairs between us. I never 
took to him in those times; I don’t know that I ever took to 
him greatly at any time. He was an undecided, irresolute 
chap, who had had everything but his orphan life scared out 
of him when he was young. And when he brought you home 
here, the wife his uncle had named for him, I didn’t need to 
look at you twice (you were a good-looking woman at that 
time) to know who’d be master. You have stood of your 
own strength ever since. Stand of your own strength now. 
Don’t lean against the dead.” 
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“T do not —as you call it — lean against the dead.” 

“But you had a mind to do it, if I had submitted,” growled 
Jeremiah, ‘‘and that’s why you drop down upon me. You 
can’t forget that I didn’t submit. I suppose you are aston- 
ished that I should consider it worth my while to have justice 
done to Arthur’s father? Hey? It doesn’t matter whether 
you answer or not, because I know you are, and you know you 
are. Come, then, I’ll tell you how it is. I may be a bit of 
an oddity in point of temper, but this is my temper —I can’t 
let anybody have entirely their own way. You are a deter- 
mined woman, and a clever woman; and when you see your 
purpose before you, nothing will turn you from it. Who 
knows that better than I do?” 

“Nothing will turn me from it, Flintwinch, when I have 
justified it to myself. Add that.” 

“ Justified it to yourself? I said you were the most deter- 
mined woman on the face of the earth (or I meant to say so), 
and if you are determined to justify any object you entertain, 
of course you ’ll do it.” 

“Man! I justify myself by the authority of these Books,” 
she cried, with stern emphasis, and appearing from the sound 
that followed to strike the dead-weight of her arm upon the 
table. 

‘Never mind that,” returned Jeremiah calmly, “we won’t 
enter into that question at present. However that may be, 
you carry out your purposes, and you make everything geo 
down before them. Now, I won’t go down before them. I 
have been faithful to you, and useful to you, and I am attached 
to you. But I can’t consent, and I won’t consent, and I 
never did consent, and I never will consent, to be lost in you. 
Swallow up everybody else, and welcome. The peculiarity of 
my temper is, ma’am, that I won’t be swallowed up alive.” 

Perhaps this had originally been the mainspring of the 
understanding between them. Descrying thus much of force 
of character in Mr. Flintwinch, perhaps Mrs. Clennam had 
deemed alliance with him worth her while. 

“Enough and more than enough of the subject,” said she 
gloomily. . 

“Unless you drop down upon me again,” returned the per- 
sistent Flintwinch, ‘‘and then you must expect to hear of it 
again,” 
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Mistress Affery dreamed that the figure of her lord here 
began walking up and down the room, as if to cool his spleen, 
and that she ran away; but that, as he did not issue forth 
when she had stood listening and trembling in the shadowy 
hall a little time, she crept up stairs again, impelled as before 
by ghosts and curiosity, and once more cowered outside the 
door. 

“Please to light the candle, Flintwinch,” Mrs. Clennam 
was saying, apparently wishing to draw him back into their 
usual tone. ‘It is nearly time for tea. Little Dorrit is com- 
ing, and will find me in the dark.” 

Mr. Flintwinch lighted the candle briskly, and said, as he 
’ put it down upon the table: — 

“What are you going to do with Little Dorrit? Is she to 
come to work here for ever? ‘To come to tea here, for ever? 
To come backwards and forwards here, in the same way, for 
ever?” 

“How can you talk about ‘for ever’ to a maimed creature 
like me? Are we not all cut down like the grass of the field, 
and was not I shorn by the scythe many years ago; since when, 
I have been lying here, waiting to be gathered into the barn?” 

“Ay, ay! But since you have been lying here — not near 
dead — nothing like it—numbers of children and young 
people, blooming women, strong men, and what not, have 
been cut down and carried; and still here are you, you see, not 
much changed after all. Your time and mine may be a long 
one yet. When I say for ever, I mean (though I am not 
poetical) through all our time.” Mr. Flintwinch gave this 
explanation with great calmness, and calmly waited for an 
answer. 

“So long as Little Dorrit is quiet, and industrious, and 
stand in need of the slight help I can give her, and deserves 
it; so long, I suppose, unless she withdraws of her own act, 
she will continue to come here, I being spared.” 

“Nothing more than that?” said Flintwinch, stroking his 
mouth and chin. 

“What should there be more than that! What could there 
be more than that!” she ejaculated, in her sternly wondering 
way. 

Mrs. Flintwinch dreamed, that, for the space of a minute or 
two, they remained looking at each other with the candle 
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between them, and that she somehow derived an impression 
that they looked at each other fixedly. 

‘Do you happen to know, Mrs. Clennam,” Affery’s lege 
lord then demanded in a much lower voice, and with an 
amount of expression that seemed quite out of proportion to 
the simple purpose of his words, ‘‘ where she lives?” 

been : 

“Would you—now, would you like to know?” said Jere- 
miah, with a pounce as if he had sprung upon her, 

“Tf I cared to know, I should know already. Could I not 
have asked her, any day?” 

“Then you don’t care to know?” 

“TI do not.” 

Mr. Flintwinch, having expelled a long significant breath, 
said with his former emphasis, “‘For I have accidentally — 
mind! — found out.” 

‘Wherever she lives,” said Mrs. Clennam, speaking in one 
unmodulated hard voice, and separating her words as distinctly 
as if she were reading them off from separate bits of metal that 
she took up one by one, ‘“‘she has made a secret of it, and she 
shall always keep her secret from me.” 

“After all, perhaps you would rather not have known the 
fact, any how?” said Jeremiah; and he said it with a twist, 
as if his words had come out of him in his own wry shape. 

“‘Flintwinch,” said his mistress and partner, flashing into a 
sudden energy that made Affery start, ““why do you goad me? 
Look round this room. If it is any compensation for my long 
confinement within these narrow limits— not that I complain 
of being afflicted; you know I never complain of that —if it 
is any compensation to me for my long confinement to this 
room, that while I am shut up from all pleasant change, I am 
also shut up from the knowledge of some things that I may 
prefer to avoid knowing, why should you, of all men, grudge 
me that relief? ” 

“T don’t grudge it to you,” returned Jeremiah. 

“Then say no more. Say no more. Let Little Dorrit 
keep her secret from me, and do you keep it from me also. 
Let her come and go, unobserved and unquestioned. Let me 
suffer, and let me have what alleviation belongs to my condi- 
tion. Is it so much, that you torment me like an evil spirit?” 

“T asked you a question. That's all.” 
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“J have answered it. So say no more. Say no more.” 
Here the sound of the wheeled chair was heard upon the floor, 
and Affery’s bell rang with a hasty jerk. 

More afraid of her husband at the moment than of the mys- 
terious sound in the kitchen, Affery. crept away as lightly and 
as quickly as she could, descended the kitchen stairs almost 
as rapidly as she had ascended them, resumed her seat before 
the fire, tucked up her skirt again, and finally threw her apron 
over her head. Then the bell rang once more, and then once 
more, and then kept on ringing; in despite of which importu- 
nate summons, Affery still sat behind her apron, recovering her 
breath. 

At last Mr. Flintwinch came shuffling down the staircase 
into the hall, muttering and calling, ‘“ Affery woman!” all the 
way. Affery still remaining behind Jer apron, he came stum- 
bling down the kitchen stairs, candle in hand, sidled up to her, 
twitched her apron off, and roused her. 

“Oh, Jeremiah!” cried Affery waking. ‘‘ What a start you 
gave me!” 

“What have you been doing, woman?” inquired Jeremiah. 
“You ’ve been rung for, fifty times.” 

“Oh, Jeremiah,” said Mistress Affery, “I have been a 
dreaming!” 

Reminded of her former achievement in that way, Mr. 
Flintwinch held the candle to her head, as if he had some idea 
of lighting her up for the illumination of the kitchen. 

“Don’t you know it’s her tea-time?” he demanded, with a 
vicious grin, and giving one of the legs of Mistress Affery’s 
chair a kick. 

“Jeremiah? Tea-time? I don’t know what’s come to me. 
But I got such a dreadful turn, Jeremiah, before I went — off 
a dreaming, that I think it must be that.” 

““Yoogh! Sleepy-Head!” said Mr. Flintwinch, “what are 
you talking about?” 

“Such a strange noise, Jeremiah, and such a curious move- 
ment. In the kitchen here — just here.” 

Jeremiah held up his light and looked at the blackened ceil- 
ing, held down his light and looked at the damp stone floor, 
turned round with his light and looked about at the spotted 
and blotched walls. 

“Rats, cats, water, drains,” said Jeremiah. 
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Mistress Affery negatived each with a shake of her head. 
“No, Jeremiah; I have felt it before. I have felt it up 
stairs, and once on the staircase as I was going from her room 
to ours in the night—a rustle and a sort of trembling touch 
behind me.” 

“ Affery, my woman,” said Mr. Flintwinch grimly, after 
advancing his nose to that lady’s lips as a test for the detection 
of spirituons liquors, “‘if you don’t get tea pretty quick, old 
woman, you ’ll become sensible of a rustle and a touch that ’ll 
send you flying to the other end of the kitchen.” 

This prediction stimulated Mrs. Flintwinch to bestir herself, 
and to hasten up stairs to Mrs. Clennam’s chamber. But, for 
all that, she now began to entertain a settled conviction that 
there was something wrong in the gloomy house. Henceforth 
she was never at peace in it after daylight departed; and never 
went up or down stairs in the dark without having her apron 
over her head, lest she should see something. 

What with these ghostly apprehensions, and her singular 
dreams, Mrs. Flintwinch fell that evening into a haunted state 
of mind, from which it may be long before this present narra- 
tive descries any trace of her recovery. In the vagueness and 
indistinctness of all her new experiences and perceptions, as 
everything about her was mysterious to herself, she began to 
be mysterious to others; and became as difficult to be made 
out to anybody’s satisfaction, as she found the house and 
everything in it difficult to make out to her own. 

She had not yet finished preparing Mrs. Clennam’s tea, 
when the soft knock came to the door which always announced 
Little Dorrit. Mistress Affery looked on at Little Dorrit 
taking off her homely bonnet in the hall, and at Mr. Flint- 
winch scraping his jaws and contemplating her in silence, as 
expecting some wonderful consequence to ensue which would 
frighten her out of her five wits or blow them all three to 
pieces. 

After tea there came another knock at the door, announcing 
Arthur. Mistress Affery went down to let him in, and he said 
on entering, ‘‘ Affery, I am glad it’s you. I want to ask you 
‘ a question.”  Affery immediately replied, ‘For goodness sake 
don’t ask me nothing, Arthur! I am frightened out of one 
half of my life, and dreamed out of the other. Don’t ask me 
nothing! I don’t know which is which, or what is what!” — 
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and immediately started away from him, and came near him no 
more. 

Mistress Affery having no taste for reading, and no sufficient 
light for needlework in the subdued room, supposing her to 
have the inclination, now sat every night in the dimness from 
which she had momentarily emerged on the evening of Arthur 
Clennam’s return, occupied with crowds of wild speculations 
and suspicions respecting her mistress, and her husband, and 
the noises in the house. When the ferocious devotional exer- 
cises were engaged in, these speculations would distract Mis- 
tress Affery’s eyes towards the door, as if she expected some 
dark form to appear at those propitious moments, and make > 
the party one too many. 

Otherwise, Affery never said or did anything to attract the 
attention of the two clever ones towards her in any marked 
degree, except on certain occasions, generally at about the quiet 
hours towards bed-time, when she would suddenly dart out of 
her dim corner, and whisper with a face of terror, to Mr. Flint- 
winch reading the paper near Mrs. Clennam’s little table: — 

“There, Jeremiah! Now! What’s that noise!” 

Then the noise, if there were any, would have ceased, and 
Mr. Flintwinch would snarl, turning upon her as if she had 
cut him down that moment against his will, ‘“Affery, old 
woman, you shall have a dose, old woman, such a dose! You 
have been dreaming again!” 
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CHAPTER XVI 
NOBODY’S WEAKNESS 


Tuer time being come for the renewal of his acquaintance 
with the Meagles family, Clennam, pursuant to contract made 
between himself and Mr. Meagles, within the precincts of 
Bleeding Heart Yard, turned his face on a certain Saturday 
towards Twickenham, where Mr. Meagles had a cottage resi- 
dence of his own. The weather being fine and dry, and any 
English road abounding in interest for him who had been so 
long away, he sent his valise on by the coach, and set out to 
walk. A walk was in itself a new enjoyment to him, and one 
that had rarely diversified his life afar off. 

He went by Fulham and Putney, for the pleasure of stroll- 
ing over the heath. It was bright and shining there; and 
when he found himself so far on his road to Twickenham, he 
found himself a long way on his road to a number of airier and 
less substantial destinations. They had risen before him fast, 
in the healthful exercise and the pleasant road. It is not easy 
to walk alone in the country without musing upon something. 
And he had plenty of unsettled subjects to meditate upon, 
though he had been walking to the Land’s End.. 

First, there was the subject seldom absent from his mind, 
the question, what he was to do henceforth in life; to what 
occupation he should devote himself, and in what direction he 
had best seek it. He was far from rich, and every day of 
indecision and inaction made his inheritance a source of greater 
anxiety to him. As often as he began to consider how to 
increase this inheritance, or to lay it by, so often his misgiving 
that there was some one with an unsatisfied claim upon his 
justice, returned; and that alone was a subject to outlast the 
longest walk. Again, there was the subject of his relations 
with his mother, which were now upon an equable and peace- 
ful but never confidential footing, and whom he saw several 
times a week. Little Dorrit was a leading and a constant sub- 
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ject; for the circumstances of his life, united to those of her 
own story, presented the little creature to him as the only 
person between whom and himself there were ties of innocent 
reliance on one hand, and affectionate protection on the other; 
ties of compassion, respect, unselfish interest, gratitude, and 
pity. Thinking of her, and of the possibility of her father’s 
release from prison by the unbarring hand of death — the only 
change of circumstance he could foresee that might enable him 
to be such a friend to her as he wished to be, by altering her 
whole manner of life, smoothing her rough road, and giving 
her a home—he regarded her, in that perspective, as his 
adopted daughter, his poor child of the Marshalsea hushed to 
rest. If there were a last subject in his thoughts, and it lay 
towards Twickenham, its form was so indefinite that it was 
little more than the pervading atmosphere in which these other 
subjects floated before him. 

He had crossed the heath and was leaving it behind, when 
he gained upon a figure which had been in advance of him for 
some time, and which, as he gained upon it, he thought he 
knew. He derived this impression from something in the 
turn of the head, and in the figure’s action of consideration, 
as it went on at a sufficiently sturdy walk. But when the 
man—for it was a man’s figure— pushed his hat up at the 
back of his head, and stopped to consider some object before 
him, he knew it to be Daniel Doyce. 

“How do you do, Mr. Doyce?” said Clennam, overtaking 
him. “TI am glad to see you again, and in a healthier place 
than the Circumlocution Office.” 

“Ha! Mr. Meagles’s friend!” exclaimed that public crimi- 
nal, coming out of some mental combinations he had been 
making, and offering his hand. “I am glad to see you, sir. 
Will you excuse me if I forget your name?” 

“Readily. It’s not a celebrated name. It’s not Barna- 
cle.” 

‘No, no,” said Daniel laughing. “And now I know what 
it is. It’s Clennam. How do you do, Mr. Clennam?” 

““T have some hope,” said Arthur, as they walked on 
together, “‘that we may be going to the same place, Mr. 
Doyce.” 

“Meaning Twickenham?” returned Daniel. “TI am glad to 
hear it.” 
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They were soon quite intimate, and lightened the way with 
a variety of conversation. The ingenious culprit was a man of 
great modesty and good sense; and, though a plain man, had 
been too much accustomed to combine what was original and 
daring in conception with what was patient and minute in 
execution, to be by any means an ordinary man. It was at 
first difficult to lead him to speak about himself, and he put off 
Arthur’s advances in that direction by admitting slightly, oh, 
yes, he had done this, and he had done that, and such a thing 
was of his making, and such another thing was his discovery, 
but it was his trade, you see, his trade; until, as he gradually 
became assured that his companion had a real interest in his 
account of himself, he frankly yielded to it. Then it appeared 
that he was the son of a north-country blacksmith, and had 
originally been apprenticed by his widowed mother to a lock- 
maker; that he had “struck out a few little things” at the 
lock-maker’s, which had led to his being released from his 
indentures with a present, which present had enabled him to 
gratify his ardent wish to bind himself to a working engineer, 
under whom he had laboured hard, learned hard, and lived 
hard, seven years. His time being out, he had “worked in 
the shop” at weekly wages seven or eight years more; and had 
then betaken himself to the banks of the Clyde, where he had 
studied, and filed, and hammered, and improved his knowledge, 
theoretical and practical, for six or seven years more. ‘There 
he had had an offer to go to Lyons, which he had accepted; 
and from Lyons had been engaged to go to Germany, and in 
Germany had had an offer to go to St. Petersburg, and there 
had done very well indeed — never better. However, he had 
naturally felt a preference for his own country, and a wish to 
gain distinction there, and to do whatever service he could do, 
there rather than elsewhere. And so he had come home. 
And so at home he had established himself in business, and 
had invented and executed, and worked his way on, until, 
after a dozen years of constant suit and service, he had been 
enrolled in the Great British Legion of Honor, the Legion of 
the Rebuffed of the Circumlocution Office, and had been deco- 
rated with the Great British Order of Merit, the Order of the 
Disorder of the Barnacles and Stiltstalkings. 

“Tt is much to be regretted,” said Clennam, “that you ever 
turned your thoughts that way, Mr. Doyce.” 
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“True, sir, true to a certain extent. But what is a man to 
do? If he has the misfortune to strike out something service- 
able to the nation, he must follow where it leads him.” 

“Had n’t he better let it go?” asked Clennam. 

“He can’t do it,” said Doyce, shaking his head with a 
thoughtful smile. ‘It’s not put into his head to be buried. 
It's put into his head to be made useful. You hold your life 
on the condition that to the last you shall struggle hard for it. 
Every man holds a discovery on the same terms.” 

“That is to say,” said Arthur, with a growing admiration of 
his quiet companion, ‘“‘you are not finally discouraged even 
now ?” 

“T have no right to be, if I am,” returned the other. ‘The 
thing is as true as it ever was.” 

When they had walked a little way in silence, Clennam, at 
once to change the direct point of their conversation and not to 
change it too abruptly, asked Mr. Doyce if he had any partner 
in his business, to relieve him of a portion of its anxieties? 

“No,” he returned, “not at present. I had when [I first 
entered on it, and a good man he was. But he has been dead 
some years; and as I could not easily take to the notion of 
another when I lost him, I bought his share for myself and 
have gone on by myself ever since. And here’s another 
thing,” he said, stopping for a moment with a good-humoured 
laugh in his eyes, and laying his closed right hand, with its 
peculiar suppleness of thumb, on Clennam’s arm, “no inventcr 
can be a man of business, you know.” 

“No?” said Clennam. 

“Why, so the men of business say,” he answered, resuming 
the walk and laughing outright. “I don’t know why we 
unfortunate creatures should be supposed to want common 
sense, but it is generally taken for granted that we do. Even 
the best friend JI have in the world, our excellent friend over 
yonder,” said Doyce, nodding towards Twickenham, ‘extends 
a sort of protection to me, don’t you know, as a man not quite 
able to take care of himself?” 

Arthur Clennam could not help joining in the good- 
humoured laugh, for he recognised the truth of the description. 

“So I find that I must have a partner who is a man of busi- 
ness and not guilty of any inventions,” said Daniel Doyce, 
taking off his hat to pass his hand over his forehead, ‘‘if it’s 
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only in deference to the current opinion, and to uphold the 
credit of the Works. I don’t think he’ll find that I have 
been very remiss or confused in my way of conducting them ; 
but that ’s for him to say — whoever he is — not for me.” 

“You have not chosen him yet, then?” , 

“No, sir, no. I have only just come to a decision to take 
one. The fact is, there’s more to do than there used to be, 
and the Works are enough for me as I grow older. What 
with the books and correspondence, and foreign journeys for 
which a Principal is necessary, I can’t do all. I am going to 
talk over the best way of negotiating the matter, if I find a 
spare half hour between this and Monday morning, with my — 
my Nurse and protector,” said Doyce, with laughing eyes, 
again. ‘“‘He is a sagacious man in business, and has had a 
good apprenticeship to it.” 

After this, they conversed on different subjects until they 
arrived at their journey’s end. A composed and unobtrusive 
self-sustainment was noticeable in Daniel Doyce—a calm 
knowledge that what was true must remain true, in spite of all 
the Barnacles in the family ocean, and would be just the truth, 
and neither more nor less, when even that sea had run dry — 
which had a kind of greatness in it, though not of the official 
quality. 

As he knew the house well, he conducted Arthur to it by 
the way that showed it to the best advantage. It was a 
charming place (none the worse for being a little eccentric), on 
‘the road by the river, and just what the residence of the 
Meagles’ family ought to be. It stood in a garden, no doubt 
as fresh and beautiful in the May of the Year as Pet now was 
in the May of her life; and it was defended by a goodly show 
of handsome trees and spreading evergreens, as Pet was by 
Mr. and Mrs. Meagles. It was made out of an old brick 
house, of which a part had been altogether pulled down, and 
another part had been changed into the present cottage; so 
there was a hale elderly portion, to represent Mr. and Mrs. 
Meagles, and a young, picturesque, very pretty portion to repre- 
sent Pet. There was even the later addition of a conservatory 
sheltering itself against it, uncertain of hue in its deep stained 
glass, and in its more transparent portions flashing to the sun’s 
rays, now like fire and now like harmless water drops; which 
might have stood for Tattycoram. Within view was the peace- 
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ful river and the ferry-boat, to moralise to all the inmates, 
saying: Young or old, passionate or tranquil, chafing or con- 
tent, you, thus runs the current always. Let the heart swell 
into what discord it will, thus plays the rippling water on the 
prow of the ferry-boat ever the same tune. Year after year, 
so much allowance for the drifting of the boat, so many miles 
an hour the flowing of the stream, here the rushes, there the 
lilies, nothing uncertain or unquiet, upon this road that steadily 
runs away; while you, upon your flowing road of time, are so 
capricious and distracted. 

The bell at the gate had scarcely sounded when Mr. Meagles 
came out to receive them. Mr. Meagles had scarcely come 
out, when Mrs. Meagles came out. Mrs. Meagles had scarcely 
come out, when Pet came out. Pet had scarcely come out, 
when Tattycoram came out. Never had visitors a more hospi- 
table reception. 

“Here we are, you see,” said Mr. Meagles, “boxed up, Mr. 
Clennam, within our own home-limits, as if we were never 
going to expand—that is, travel—again. Not like Mar- 
seilles, eh? No allonging and marshonging here?” 

“A different kind of beauty, indeed!” said Clennam, look- 
ing about him. 

“But, Lord bless me!” cried Mr. Meagles, rubbing his 
hands with a relish, “it was an uncommonly pleasant thing 
being in quarantine, wasn’t it? Do you know, I have often 
wished myself back again? We were a capital party.” 

This was Mr. Meagles’s invariable habit. Always to object 
to everything while he was travelling, and always to want to 
get back to it when he was not travelling. 

“‘Tf it was summer time,” said Mr. Meagles, “‘ which I wish 
it was on your account, and in order that you might see the 
place at its best, you would hardly be able to hear yourself 
speak for birds. Being practical people, we never allow any- 
body to scare the birds; and the birds, being practical people 
too, come about us in myriads. We are delighted to see you, 
Clennam (if you’ll allow me, I shall drop the Mister); I 
heartily assure you, we are delighted.” 

“T have not had so pleasant a greeting,” said Clennam — 
then he recalled what Little Dorrit had said to him in his own 
toom, and faithfully added “except once—since we last 
walked to and fro, looking down at the Mediterranean.” 
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“Ah!” returned Mr. Meagles. ‘‘Something like a lookout, 
that was, wasn’t it? I don’t want a military government, 
but I should n’t mind a little allonging and marshonging — 
just a dash of it—in this neighbourhood sometimes. It’s 
Devilish still.” 

Bestowing this eulogium on the retired character of his 
retreat with a dubious shake of the head, Mr. Meagles led the 
way into the house. It was just large enough, and no more; 
was as pretty within as it was without, and was perfectly well- 
arranged and comfortable. Some traces of the migratory habits 
of the family were to be observed in the covered frames and 
furniture, and wrapped-up hangings; but it was easy to see 
that it was one of Mr. Meagles’s whims to have the cottage 
always kept, in their absence, as if they were always coming 
back the day after to-morrow. Of articles collected on his 
various expeditions, there was such a vast miscellany that it 
was like the dwelling of an amiable Corsair. There were 
antiquities from Central Italy, made by the best modern houses 
in that department of industry; bits of mummy from Egypt 
(and perhaps Birmingham); model gondolas from Venice; 
model villages from Switzerland; morsels of tessellated pave- 
ment from Herculaneum and Pompeii, like petrified minced 
veal; ashes out of tombs, and lava out of Vesuvius; Spanish 
fans, Spezzian straw hats, Moorish slippers, Tuscan hair-pins, 
Carrara sculpture, Trastaverini scarves, Genoese velvets and 
filigree, Neapolitan coral, Roman cameos, Geneva jewellery, 
Arab lanterns, rosaries blest all round by the Pope himself, and 
an infinite variety of lumber. There were views, like and 
unlike, of a multitude of places; and there was one little 
picture-room devoted to a few of the regular sticky old Saints, 
with sinews like whipcord, hair like Neptune’s, wrinkles like 
tattooing, and such coats of varnish that every holy personage 
served for a fly-trap, and became what is now called in the 
vulgar tongue a Catch-em-alive O. Of these pictorial acquisi- 
tions Mr. Meagles spoke in the usual manner. He was no 
judge, he said, except of what pleased himself; he had picked 
them up, dirt-cheap, and people had considered them rather 
fine. One man, who at any rate ought to know something of 
the subject, had declared that “‘Sage, Reading” (a specially 
oily old gentleman in a blanket, with a swan’s-down tippet for 
a beard, and a web of cracks all over him like rich pie-crust), 
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to be a fine Guercino. As for Sebastian del Piombo there, you 
would judge for yourself; if it were not his later manner, the 
question was, who was it? ‘Titian, that might or might not 
be — perhaps he had, only touched it. Daniel Doyce said 
perhaps he had n’t touched it, but Mr. Meagles rather declined 
to overhear the remark. 

When he had shown all his spoils, Mi. Meagles took them 
into his own snug room overlooking the lawn, which was fitted 
up in part like a dressing-room and in part like an office, and 
in which, upon a kind of counter-desk, were a pair of brass 
scales for weighing gold, and a scoop for shovelling out money. 

“Here they are, you see,” said Mr. Meagles. “I stood 
behind these two articles five and thirty years running, when 
I no more thought of gadding about than I now think of — 
staying at home. When I left the Bank for good, I asked for 
them, and brought them away with me. I mention it at once, 
or you might suppose that I sit in my counting-house (as Pet 
says I do), like the king in the poem of the four and twenty 
blackbirds, counting out my money.” 

Clennam’s eyes had strayed to a natural picture on the wall, 
of two pretty little girls with their arms entwined. “Yes, 
Clennam,” said Mr. Meagles in a lower voice. ‘‘There they 
both are. It was taken some seventeen years ago. As I often 
say to Mother, they were babies then.” 

“Their names?” said Arthur. 

“Ah, to be sure! You have never heard any name but Pet. 
Pet’s name is Minnie; her sister’s, Lillie.” 

“Should you have known, Mr. Clennam, that one of them 
was meant for me?” asked Pet herself, now standing*in the 
doorway. 

“T might have thought that both of them were meant for 
you, both are still so like you. Indeed,” said Clennam, glan- 
cing from the fair original to the picttre and back, ‘‘I cannot 
even now say which is not your portrait.” 

“D’ ye hear that, Mother?” cried Mr. Meagles to his wife, 
who had followed her daughter. “It’s always the same, Clen- 
nam; nobody can decide. The child to your left is Pet.” 

The picture happened to be near a looking-glass. As 
Arthur looked at it again, he saw, by the reflection of the 
mirror, Tattycoram stop in passing outside the door, listen to 
what was going on, and pass away with an angry and contemp- 
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tuous frown upon her face that changed its beauty into ugli- 
ness. 

_ “But come!” said Mr. Meagles. ‘‘ You have had a long 
walk, and will be glad to get your boots off. As to Daniel 
here, I suppose he’d never think of taking his boots off, 
unless we showed him a boot-jack.” 

“Why not?” asked Daniel, with a significant smile at Clen- 
nam. 

“Oh! You have so many things to think about,” returned 
Mr. Meagles, clapping him on the shoulder, as if his weakness 
must not be left to itself on any account. ‘Figures, and 
wheels, and cogs, and levers, and screws, and cylinders, and a 
thousand things.” 

‘In my calling,” said Daniel amused, “the greater usually 
includes the less. But never mind, never mind! Whatever 
pleases you, pleases me.” | 

Clennam could not help speculating, as he seated himself in 
his room by the fire, whether there might be in the breast of 
this honest, affectionate, and cordial Mr. Meagles, any micro- 
scopic portion of the mustard-seed that had sprung up into the 
great tree of the Circumlocution Office. His curious sense of 
a general superiority to Daniel Doyce, which seemed to be 
founded, not so much on anything in Doyce’s personal charac- 
ter, as on the mere fact of his being an originator and a man 
out of the beaten track of other men, suggested the idea. It 
might have occupied him until he went down to dinner an 
hour afterwards, if he had not had another question to consider, 
which had been in his mind so long ago as before he was in 
quarantine at Marseilles, and which had now returned to it, 
and was very urgent with it. No less a question than this: 
Whether he should allow himself to fall in love with Pet? 

He was twice her age. (He changed the leg he had crossed 
over the other, and tried the calculation again, but could not 
bring out the total at less.) He was twice her age. Well! 
He was young in appearance, young in health and strength, 
young in heart. A man was certainly not old at forty; and 
many men were not in circumstances to marry, or did not 
marry, until they attained that time of life. On the other 
hand, the question was, not what he thought of the point, but 
what she thought of it. 

He believed that Mr. Meagles was disposed to entertain a 
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ripe regard for him, and he knew that he had a sincere regard 
for Mr. Meagles and his good wife. He could foresee that to 
relinquish this beautiful only child, of whom they were so 
fond, to any husband, would be a trial of their love which per- 
haps they never yet had had the fortitude to contemplate. But 
the more beautiful and winning and charming she, the nearer 
they must always be to the necessity of approaching it. And 
why not in his favour, as well as in another’s? 

When he had got so far, it came again into his head, that 
the question was, not what they thought of it but what she 
thought of it. 

Arthur Clennam was a retiring man, with a sense of many 
deficiencies; and he so exalted the merits of the beautiful 
Minnie in his mind, and depressed his own, that when he 
pinned himself to this point his hopes began to fail him. He 
came to the final resolution, as he made himself ready for din- 
ner, that he would no¢ allow himself to fall in love with Pet. 

They were only five, at a round table, and it was very pleas- 
ant indeed. ‘They had so many places and people to recall, 
and they were all so easy and cheerful together (Daniel Doyce 
either sitting out like an amused spectator at cards, or coming 
in with some shrewd little experiences of his own, when it 
happened to be to the purpose), that they might have been 
together twenty times, and not have known so much of one 
another. 

“And Miss Wade,” said Mr. Meagles, after they had 
recalled a number of fellow-travellers, ‘“‘Has anybody seen 
Miss Wade?” 

“T have,” said Tattycoram. 

She had brought a little mantle which her young mistress 
had sent for, and was bending over her, putting it on, when 
she lifted up her dark eyes, and made this unexpected answer. 

“Tatty!” her young mistress exclaimed. ‘‘ You seen Miss 
Wade ? — where?” 

“Here, miss,” said Tattycoram. 

&c How? ? 

An impatient glance from Tattycoram seemed, as Clennam 
saw it, to answer “With my eyes!” But her only answer in 
words was, “‘I met her near the church.” 

“What was she doing there, I wonder!” said Mr. Meagles. 
“Not going to it, I should think.” 

VOL. I. 
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‘She had written to me first,” said Tattycoram. 

“Oh, Tatty!” murmured her mistress, “take your hands 
away. I feel as if some one else was touching me!” 

She said it in a quick involuntary way, but half playfully, 
and not more petulantly or disagreeably than a favourite child 
might have done, who laughed next moment. Tattycoram set 
her full red lips together, and crossed her arms upon her 
bosom. 

“Did you wish to know, sir,” she said, looking at Mr. 
Meagles, “‘what Miss Wade wrote to me about?” 

“Well, Tattycoram,” returned Mr. Meagles, ‘‘since you ask 
the question, and we are all friends here, perhaps you may as 
well mention it, if you are so inclined.” 

“She knew, when we were travelling, where you lived,” 
said Tattycoram, ‘‘and she had seen me not quite — not 
quite —” 

“Not quite in a good temper, Tattycoram?” suggested Mr. 
Meagles, shaking his head at the dark eyes with a quiet cau- 
tion. “Take a little time—count five and twenty, Tatty- 
coram.” 

She pressed her lips together again, and took a long deep 
breath. 

““So she wrote to me to say that if I ever felt myself hurt,” 
she looked down at her young mistress, “or found myself 
worried,” she looked down at her again, “I might go to her, 
and be considerately treated. I was to think of it, and could 
speak to her by the church. So I went there to thank her.” 

“Tatty,” said her young mistress, putting her hand up over 
her shoulder that the other might take it, ‘‘ Miss Wade almost 
frightened me when we parted, and I scarcely liked to think of 
her just now as having been so near me without my knowing 
it. Tatty, dear!” 

Tatty stood for a moment immovable. 

“Hey?” cried Mr. Meagles. ‘‘Count another five and 
twenty, Tattycoram.” 

She might have counted a dozen, when she bent and put her 
lips to the caressing hand. It patted her cheek, as it touched 
the owner’s beautiful curls, and Tattycoram went away. 

“Now, there,” said Mr. Meagles softly, as he gave a turn 
to the dumb-waiter on his right hand, to twirl the sugar 
towards himself. “'There’s a girl who might be lost and 
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ruined, if she wasn’t among practical people. Mother and I 
know, solely from being practical, that there are times when 
that girl’s whole nature seems to roughen itself against seeing 
us so bound up in Pet. No father and mother were bound up 
in her, poor soul. I don’t like to think of the way in which 
that unfortunate child, with all that passion and protest in her, 
feels when she hears the Fifth Commandment on a Sunday. I 
am always inclined to call out, Church, Count five and twenty, 
Tattycoram.” 

Besides his dumb-waiter, Mr. Meagles had two other not 
dumb waiters, in the persons of two parlour-maids, with rosy 
faces and bright eyes, who were a highly ornamental part of 
the table decoration. ‘“‘And why not, you see?” said Mr. 
Meagles, on this head. ‘As I always say to Mother, why not 
have something pretty to look at, if you have anything at 
all?” 

A certain Mrs. Tickit, who was Cook and Housekeeper 
when the family were at home, and Housekeeper only when 
the family were away, completed the establishment. Mr. 
Meagles regretted that the nature of the duties in which she 
was engaged rendered Mrs. Tickit unpresentable at present, 
but hoped to introduce her to the new visitor to-morrow. She 
was an important part of the cottage, he said, and all his 
friends knew her. That was her picture up in the corner. 
When they went away, she always put on the silk gown and 
the jet-black row of curls represented in that portrait (her hair 
was reddish-grey in the kitchen), established herself in the 
breakfast-room, put her spectacles between two _ particular 
leaves of Doctor Buchan’s Domestic Medicine, and sat looking 
over the blind all day until they came back again. It was 
supposed that no persuasion could be invented which would 
induce Mrs. Tickit to abandon her post at the blind, however 
long their absence, or to dispense with the attendance of Dr. 
Buchan: the lucubrations of which learned practitioner, Mr. 
Meagles implicitly believed she had never yet consulted to the 
extent of one word in her life. 

In the evening, they played an old-fashioned rubber; and 
Pet sat looking over her father’s hand, or singing to herself by 
fits and starts at the piano. She'was a spoilt child; but how 
could she be otherwise? Who could be much with so pliable 
and beautiful a creature, and not yield to her endearing influ- 
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ence? Who could pass an evening in the house, and not love 
her for the grace and charm of her very presence in the room ? 
This was Clennam’s reflection, notwithstanding the final con- 
clusion at which he had arrived up stairs. 

In making it, he revoked. ‘‘ Why, what are you thinking 
of, my good sir?” asked the astonished Mr. Meagles, who was 
his partner. “I beg your pardon. Nothing,” returned Clen- 
nam. ‘Think of something next time; that’s a dear fellow,” 
said Mr. Meagles. Pet laughingly believed he had been think- 
ing of Miss Wade. ‘“‘Why of Miss Wade, Pet?” asked her 
father. ‘“‘Why, indeed!” said Arthur Clennam. Pet col- 
oured a little, and went to the piano again. 

As they broke up for the night, Arthur overheard Doyce ask 
his host if he could give him half an hour’s conversation be- 
fore breakfast in the morning. The host replying willingly, 
Arthur lingered behind a moment, having his own word to add 
on that topic. 

“Mr. Meagles,” he said, on their being left alone, “do you 
remember when you advised me to go straight to London?” 

‘Perfectly well.” 

**And when you gave me some other good advice, which I 
needed at that time? ” 

“T won’t say what it was worth,” answered Mr. Meagles; 
“but of course I remember our being very pleasant and confi- 
dential together.” 

““T have acted on your advice; and having disembarrassed 
myself of an occupation that was painful to me for many rea- 
sons, wish to devote myself and what means I have, to another 
pursuit. ” 

“Right! You can’t do it too soon,” said Mr. Meagles. 

“Now, as I came down to-day, I found that your friend 
Mr. Doyce is looking for a partner in his business — not a 
partner in his mechanical knowledge, but in the ways and 
means of turning the business arising from it to the best 
account.” 

“Just so,” said Mr. Meagles, with his hands in his pockets, 
and with the old business expression of face that had belonged 
to the scales and scoop. 

““Mr. Doyce mentioned incidentally, in the course of our 
conversation, that he was going to take your valuable advice 
on the subject of finding such a partner. If you should think 
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our views and opportunities at all likely to coincide, perhaps 
you will let him know my available position. I speak, of 
course, in ignorance of the details, and they may be unsuitable 
on both sides.” 

“No doubt, no doubt,” said Mr. Meagles, with the caution 
belonging to the scales and scoop. | 

“But they will be a question of figures and accounts —”’ 

“Just so, just so,” said Mr. Meagles, with the arithmetical 
solidity belonging to the scales and scoop. 

“*__ And I shall be glad to enter into the subject, provided 
Mr. Doyce responds, and you think well of it. If you will at 
present, therefore, allow me to place it in your hands, you will 
much oblige me.” 

“Clennam, I accept the trust with readiness,” said Mr. 
Meagles, ‘‘ And, without anticipating any of the points which 
you, as a man of business, have of course reserved, I am free 
to say to you that I think something may come of this. Of 
one thing you may be perfectly certain. Daniel is an honest 
man.” 

“T am so sure of it, that I have promptly made up my mind 
to speak to you.” 

“You must guide him, you know; you must steer him; you 
must direct him; he is one of a crotchety sort,” said Mr. 
Meagles, evidently meaning nothing more than that he did 
new things and went new ways; “but he is as honest as the 
sun, and so good night!” 

Clennam went back to his room, sat down again before his 
fire, and made up his mind that he was glad he had resolved 
not to fall in love with Pet. She was so beautiful, so amiable, 
so apt to receive any true impression given to her gentle nature 
and her innocent heart, and make the man who should be so 
happy as to communicate it the most fortunate and enviable 
of all men, that he was very glad indeed he had come to that 
zonclusion. 

But, as this might have been a reason for coming to the 
opposite conclusion, he followed out the theme again a little 
way in his mind. To justify himself, perhaps. 

“Suppose that a man,” so his thoughts ran, “who had been 
of age some twenty years or so; who was a diffident man, from 
the circumstances of his youth; who was rather a grave man, 
from the tenor of his life, who knew himself to be deficient in 
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many little engaging qualities which he admired in others, 
from having been long in a distant region, with nothing soften- 
ing near him; who had no kind sisters to present to her; who 
had no congenial home to make her known in; who was a 
stranger in the land; who had not a fortune to compensate, in 
any measure, for these defects; who had nothing in his favour 
but his honest love and his general wish to do right — suppose 
such a man were to come to this house, and were to yield to 
the captivation of this charming girl, and were to persuade 
himself that he could hope to win her; what a weakness it 
would be!” 

He softly opened his window, and looked out upon the 
serene river. Year after year so much allowance for the drift- 
ing of the ferry-boat, so many miles an hour the flowing of the 
stream, here the rushes, there the lilies, nothing uncertain or 
unquiet. 

Why should he be vexed or sore at heart? It was not his 
weakness that he had imagined. It was nobody’s, nobody’s 
within his knowledge; why should it trouble him? And yet 
it did trouble him. And he thought— who has not thought 
for a moment, sometimes—that it might be better to flow 
away monotonously, like the river, and to compound for its 
insensibility to happiness with its insensibility to pain. 
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CHAPTER XVII 
NOBODY’S RIVAL 


Brrore breakfast in the morning, Arthur walked out to 
look about him. As the morning was fine, and he had an 
hour on his hands, he crossed the river by the ferry, and 
strolled along a footpath through some meadows. When he 
came back to the towing-path, he found the ferry-boat on the 
opposite side, and a gentleman hailing it and waiting to be 
taken over. 

This gentleman looked barely thirty. He was well dressed, 
of a sprightly and gay appearance, a well-knit figure, and a 
rich dark complexion. As Arthur came over the stile and 
_ down to the water’s edge, the lounger glanced at him for a 
moment, and then resumed his occupation of idly tossing stones 
into the water with his foot. There was something in his way 
of spurning them out of their places with his heel, and getting 
them into the required position, that Clennam thought had an 
air of cruelty in it. Most of us have more or less frequently 
derived a similar impression, from a man’s manner of doing 
some very little thing — plucking a flower, clearing away an 
obstacle, or even destroying an insentient object. 

The gentleman’s thoughts were preoccupied, as his face 
showed, and he took no notice of a fine Newfoundland dog, 
who watched him attentively, and watched every stone too, in 
its turn, eager to spring into the river on receiving his master’s 
sign. The ferry-boat came over, however, without his receiv- 
ing any sign, and when it grounded his master took him by 
the collar and walked him into it. 

“Not this morning,” he said to the dog. ‘‘ You won’t do 
for ladies’ company, dripping wet. Lie down.” 

Clennam followed the man and the dog into the boat, and 
took his seat. The dog did as he was ordered. The man 
remained standing, with his hands in his pockets, and towered 
between Clennam and the prospect. Man and dog both 
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jumped lightly out as soon as they touched the other side, and 
went away. Clennam was glad to be rid of them. 

The church clock struck the breakfast hour, as he walked 
up the little lane by which the garden-gate was approached. 
The moment he pulled the bell, a deep loud barking assailed 
him from within the wall. 

“T heard no dog last night,” thought Clennam. ‘The gate 
was opened by one of the rosy maids, and on the lawn were 
the Newfoundland dog and the man. 

“Miss Minnie is not down yet, gentlemen,” said the blush- 
ing portress, as they all came together in the garden. Then 
she said to the master of the dog, “Mr. Clennam, sir,” and 
tripped away. 

“Odd enough, Mr. Clennam, that we should have met just 
now,” said the man. Upon which the dog became mute. 
“Allow me to introduce myself— Henry Gowan. A pretty 
place this, and looks wonderfully well this morning!” 

The manner was easy, and the voice agreeable; but still 
Clennam thought, that if he had not made that decided resolu- 
tion to avoid falling in love with Pet, he would have taken a 
dislike to this Henry Gowan. 

“Tt’s new to you, I believe?” said this Gowan, when 
Arthur had extolled the place. 

“Quite new. I made acquaintance with it only yesterday 
_ afternoon.” 

“Ah! Of course this is not its best aspect. It used to 
look charming in the spring, before they went away last time. 
I should like you to have seen it then.” 

But for that resolution so often recalled, Clennam might 
have wished him in the crater of Mount Etna, in return for 
this civility. 

“T have had the pleasure of seeing it under many circum- 
stances during the last three years, and it’s —a Paradise.” 

It was (at least it might have been, always excepting for 
that wise resolution) like his dexterous impudence to call it a 
Paradise. He only called it a Paradise because he first saw 
her coming, and so made her out within her hearing to be an 
angel, Confusion to him! 

And ah, how beaming she looked, and how glad! How she 
caressed the dog, and how the dog knew her! How expressive 
that heightened colour in her face, that fluttered manner, her 
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downcast eyes, her irresolute happiness! When had Clennam 
seen her look like this? Not that there was any reason why 
he might, could, would, or should have ever seen her look like 
this, or that he had ever hoped for himself to see her look like 
this; but still— when had he ever known her do it! 

He stood at a little distance from them. This Gowan, when 
he had talked about a Paradise, had gone up to her and taken 
her hand. The dog had put his great paws on her arm and 
laid his head against her dear bosom. She had laughed and 
welcomed them, and made far too much of the dog, far, far, too 
much — that is to say, supposing there had been any third per- 
son looking on who loved her. 

She disengaged herself now, and came to Clennam, and put 
her hand in his and wished him good morning, and gracefully 
made as if she would take his arm and be escorted into the 
house. This Gowan had no objection. No, he knew he was 
too safe. 

There was a passing cloud on Mr. Meagles’s good-humoured 
face, when they all three (four, counting the dog, and he was 
the most objectionable but one of the party) came in to break- 
fast. Neither it, nor the touch of uneasiness on Mrs. Meagles 
as she directed her eyes towards it, was unobserved by Clennam. 

“Well, Gowan,” said Mr. Meagles, even suppressing a sigh; 
“how goes the world with you this morning?” 

“Much as usual, sir. Lion and I being determined not to 
waste anything of our weekly visit, turned out early, and came 
over from Kingston, my present headquarters, where I am 
making a sketch or two.” Then he told how he had met Mr. 
Clennam at the ferry, and they had come over together. 

“Mrs. Gowan is well, Henry?” said Mrs. Meagles. (Clen- 
nam became attentive. ) 

““My mother is quite well, thank you.” (Clennam became 
inattentive.) “I have taken the liberty of making an addition 
to your family dinner-party to-day, which I hope will not be 
inconvenient to you or to Mr. Meagles. I could n’t very well 
get out of it,” he explained, turning to the latter. ‘The 
young fellow wrote to propose himself to me; and as he is well 
connected, I thought you would not object to my transferring 
him here.” 

“Who is the young fellow?” asked Mr. Meagles with pecu- 
liar complacency. 
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‘He is one of the Barnacles. Tite Barnacle’s son, Clarence 
Barnacle, who is in his father’s Department. I can at least 
guarantee that the river shall not suffer from his visit. He 
won’t set it on fire.” 

“Ay, ay?” said Meagles. ‘‘A Barnacle, is he? We know 
something of that family, eh, Dan? By George, they are at 
the top of the tree, though! Let me see. What relation will 
this young fellow be to Lord Decimus now? His Lordship 
married, in seventeen ninety-seven, Lady Jemima Bilberry, 
who was the second daughter by the third marriage —no! 
There Iam wrong! That was Lady Seraphina — Lady Jemima 
was the first daughter by the second marriage of the fifteenth 
Earl of Stiltstalking with The Honourable Clementina Toozel- 
lem. Very well. Now this young fellow’s father married a 
Stiltstalking and Ais father married his cousin who was a Bar- 
nacle. The father of that father who married a Barnacle, mar- 
ried a Joddleby. —I am getting a little too far back, Gowan; I 
want to make out what relation this young fellow is to Lord 
Decimus.”’ 

“That ’s easily stated. . His father is nephew to Lord Deci- 
mus.” 

“‘ Nephew — to — Lord — Decimus,” Mr. Meagles luxuri- 
ously repeated with his eyes shut, that he might have nothing 
to’distract him from the full flavour of the genealogical tree. 
““By George, you are right, Gowan. So he is.” 

“Consequently, Lord Decimus is his great uncle.” 

“But stop a bit!” said Mr. Meagles, opening his eyes with 
a fresh discovery. ‘“‘Then, on the mother’s side, Lady Stilt- 
stalking is his. great aunt.” 

“Of course she is.” 

“Ay, ay, ay?” said Mr. Meagles, with much interest. ‘“‘In- 
deed, indeed? We shall be glad to see him. We’ll entertain 
him as well as we can, in our humble way; and we shall not 
starve him, I hope, at all events.” 

In the beginning of this dialogue, Clennam had expected 
some great harmless outburst from Mr. Meagles, like that which 
had made him burst out of the Circumlocution Office, holding 
Doyce by the collar. But his good friend had a weakness 
which none of us need go into the next street to find, and 
which no amount of Circumlocution experience could long sub- 
due in him, Clennam looked at Doyce; but Doyce knew all 
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about it beforehand, and looked at his plate, and made no sign, 
and said no word. 

“Tam much obliged to you,” said Gowan, to conclude the 
subject. ‘Clarence is a great ass, but he is one of the dearest 
and best fellows that ever lived!” 

It appeared, before the breakfast was over, that everybody 
whom this Gowan knew was either more or less of an ass, or 
more or less of a knave; but was, notwithstanding, the most 
lovable, the most engaging, the simplest, truest, kindest, dear- 
est, best fellow that ever lived. ‘The process by which this 
unvarying result was attained, whatever the premises, might 
have been stated by Mr. Henry Gowan thus: “I claim to be 
always book-keeping, with a peculiar nicety, in every man’s 
case, and posting up a careful little account of Good and Evil 
with him. I do this so conscientiously, that I am happy to 
tell you I find the most worthless of men to be the dearest old 
fellow too; and am in a condition to make the gratifying report, 
that there is much less difference than you are inclined to sup- 
pose between an honest man and a scoundrel.” The effect of 
this cheering discovery happened to be, that while he seemed 
to be scrupulously finding good in most men, he did in reality 
lower it where it was, and set it up where it was not; but that 
was its only disagreeable or dangerous feature. 

It scarcely seemed, however, to afford Mr. Meagles as much 
satisfaction as the Barnacle genealogy had done. ‘The cloud 
that Clennam had never seen upon his face before that morn- 
ing, frequently overcast it again; and there was the same shadow 
of uneasy observation of him on the comely face of his wife. 
More than once or twice when Pet caressed the dog, it appeared 
to Clennam that her father was unhappy in seeing her do it; 
and, in one particular instance when Gowan stood on the other 
side of the dog, and bent his head at the same time, Arthur 
fancied that he saw tears rise to Mr. Meagles’s eyes as he hur- 
ried out of the room. It was either the fact too, or he fancied 
further, that Pet herself was not insensible to these little inci- 
dents; that she tried, with a more delicate affection than usual, 
to express to her good father how much she loved him; that it 
was on this account that she fell behind the rest, both as they 
went to church and as they returned from it, and took his arm. 
He could not have sworn but that as he walked alone in the 
garden afterwards, he had an instantaneous glimpse of her in 
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her father’s room, clinging to both her parents with the great- 
est tenderness, and weeping on her father’s shoulder. 

The latter part of the day turning out wet, they were fain to 
keep the house, look over Mr. Meagles’s collection, and beguile 
the time with conversation. This Gowan had plenty to say 
for himself, and said it in an off-hand and amusing manner. 
He appeared to be an artist by professsion, and to have been at 
Rome some time; yet he had a slight, careless, amateur way 
with him —a perceptible limp, both in his devotion to art and 
his attainments — which Clennam could scarcely understand. 

He applied to Daniel Doyce for help, as they stood together, 
looking out of window. 

“You know Mr. Gowan?” he said in a low voice. 

“T have seen him here. Comes here every Sunday, when 
they are at home.” 

* An artist, I infer from what he says?” 

‘A sort of a one,” said Daniel Doyce, in a surly tone. 

*“ What sort of a one?” asked Clennam, with a smile. 

“Why, he has sauntered into the Arts at a leisurely Pall- 
Mall pace,” said Doyce, ‘“‘and I doubt if they care to be taken 
quite so coolly.” 

Pursuing his inquiries, Clennam found that the Gowan 
family were a very distant ramification of the Barnacles; and 
that the paternal Gowan, originally attached to a legation 
abroad, had been pensioned off as a Commissioner of nothing 
particular somewhere or other, and had died at his post with 
his drawn salary in his hand, nobly defending it to the last 
extremity. In consideration of this eminent public service 
the Barnacle then in power had recommended the Crown to 
bestow a pension of two or three hundred a year on his widow; 
to which the next Barnacle in power had added certain shady 
and sedate apartments in the Palace at Hampton Court, where 
the old lady still lived, deploring the degeneracy of the times, 
in company with several other old ladies of both sexes. Her 
son, Mr. Henry Gowan, inheriting from his father, the Com- 
missioner, that very questionable help in life, a very small 
independence, had been difficult to settle; the rather as public 
appointments chanced to be scarce, and his genius, during his 
earlier manhood, was of that exclusively agricultural character 
which applies itself to the cultivation of wild oats, At last he 
had declared that he would become a Painter; partly because 
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he had always had an idle knack that way, and partly to grieve 
the souls of the Barnacles-in-chief who had not provided for 
him. So it had come to pass successively, first, that several 
distinguished ladies had been frightfully shocked; then, that 
portfolios of his performances had been handed about o’ nights, 
and declared with ecstacy to be perfect Claudes, perfect Cuyps, 
perfect phenomena; then, that Lord Decimus had bought his 
picture, and had asked the President and Council to dinner at 
a blow, and had said, with his own magnificent gravity, ‘‘Do 
you know, there appears to me to be really immense merit in 
that work?” and, in short, that people of condition had abso- 
lutely taken pains to bring him into fashion. But, somehow 
it had all failed. The prejudiced public had stood out against 
it obstinately. They had determined not to admire Lord 
Decimus’s picture. They had determined to believe that in 
every service, except their own, a man must qualify himself, 
by striving, early and late, and by working heart and soul, 
might and main. So now Mr. Gowan, like that worn-out old 
coffin which never was Mahomet’s nor anybody else’s, hung 
midway between two points: jaundiced and jealous as to the 
one he had left; jaundiced and jealous as to the other he 
could n’t reach. 

Such was the substance of Clennam’s discoveries concerning 
him, made that rainy Sunday afternoon and afterwards. 

About an hour or so after dinner time, Young Barnacle 
appeared, attended by his eye-glass; in honour of whose family 
connections, Mr. Meagles had cashiered the pretty parlour- 
maids for the day, and placed on duty in their stead two dingy 
men. Young Barnacle was in the last degree amazed and 
disconcerted at sight of Arthur, and had murmured involun- 
tarily, ‘Look here!— Upon my soul, you know!” before his 
presence of mind returned. 

Even then, he was obliged to embrace the earliest opportu- 
nity of taking his friend into a window, and saying, in a nasal 
way that was a part of his general debility : — 

“T want to speak to you, Gowan. I say. Look here. 
Who is that fellow?” 

“A friend of our host’s. None of mine.” 

“He’s a most ferocious Radical, you know,” said Young 
Barnacle. 


“Ts he? How do you know?” 
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“‘Eigod, sir, he was Pitching into our people the other day, 
in the most tremendous manner. Went up to our place and 
Pitched into my father to that extent that it was necessary to 
order him out. Came back to our department, and Pitched 
into me. Look here. You never saw such a fellow.” 

“What did he want?” 

“‘Egod, sir,” returned Young Barnacle, “he said he wanted 
to know, you know! Pervaded our department — without an 
appointment — and said he wanted to know!” 

The stare of indignant wonder with which Young Barnacle 
accompanied this disclosure, would have strained his eyes in- 
juriously but for the opportune relief of dinner. Mr. Meagles 
(who had been extremely solicitous to know how his uncle and 
aunt were) begged him to conduct Mrs. Meagles to the dining- 
room, And when he sat on Mrs. Meagles’s right hand, Mr. 
Meagles looked as gratified as if his whole family were there. 

All the natural charm of the previous day was gone. The 
eaters of the dinner, like the dinner itself, were lukewarm, 
insipid, over-done—and all owing to this poor little dull 
Young Barnacle. Conversationless at any time, he was now 
the victim of a weakness special to the occasion, and solely 
referable to Clennam. He was under a pressing and continual 
necessity of looking at that gentleman, which occasioned his 
eye-glass to get into his soup, into his wine-glass, into Mrs. 
Meagles’s plate, to hang down his back like a bell-rope, and be 
several times disgracefully restored to his bosom by one of the 
dingy men. Weakened in mind by his. frequent losses of this 
instrument, and its determination not to stick in his eye, and 
more and more enfeebled in intellect every time he looked at 
the mysterious Clennam, he applied spoons to his eye, forks, 
and other foreign matters connected with the furniture of the 
dinner-table. His discovery of these mistakes greatly increased 
his difficulties, but never released him from the necessity of 
looking at Clennam. And whenever Clennam spoke, this ill- 
starred young man was clearly seized with a dread that he was 
coming, by some artful device, round to that point of wanting 
to know, you know. 

It may be questioned, therefore, whether any one but Mr. 
Meagles had much enjoyment of the time. Mr. Meagles, 
however, thoroughly enjoyed Young Barnacle. As a mere 
flask of the golden water in the tale became a full fountain 
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when it was poured out, so Mr. Meagles seemed to feel that 
this small spice of Barnacle imparted to his table the flavour 
of the whole family tree. In its presence, his frank, fine, 
genuine qualities paled; he was not so easy, he was not so 
natural, he was striving after something that did not belong to 
him, he was not himself. What a strange peculiarity on the 
part of Mr. Meagles, and where should we find such another 
case ! 

At last the wet Sunday wore itself out in a wet night; and 
Young Barnacle went home in a cab, féebly smoking; and the 
objectionable Gowan went away on foot, accompanied by the 
objectionable dog. Pet had taken the most amiable pains all 
day to be friendly with Clennam, but Clennam had been a little 
reserved since breakfast — that is to say, would have been, if 
he had loved her. 

When he had gone to his own room, and had again thrown 
himself into the chair by the fire, Mr. Doyce knocked at the 
door, candle in hand, to ask him how and at what hour he 
purposed returning on the morrow. After settling this ques- 
tion, he said a word to Mr. Doyce about this Gowan — who 
would have run in his head a good deal, if he had been his 
rival. 

“Those are not good prospects for a painter,” said Clennam. 

“No,” returned Doyce. 

Mr. Doyce stood, chamber-candlestick in hand, the other 
hand in his pocket, looking hard at the flame of his candle, 
with a certain quiet perception in his face that they were going 
to say something more. 

“JT thought our good friend a little changed, and out of 
spirits, after he came this morning?” said Clennam. 

“Yes,” returned Doyce. 

“But not his daughter?” said Glarinatre 

“No,” said Doyce. 

There was a pause on both sides. Mr. Doyce, still looking 
at the flame of his candle, slowly resumed: — 

“The truth is, he has twice taken his daughter abroad, in 
the hope of separating her from Mr. Gowan. He rather thinks 
she is disposed to like him, and he has painful doubts (I quite 
agree with him, as I dare say you do), of the hopefulness of 
such a marriage.” 


“There —”’ Clennam choked, and coughed, and stopped. 
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“Yes, you have taken cold,” said Daniel Doyce. But with- 
out looking at him. 

— ‘There is an engagement between them, of course?” said 
Clennam airily. 

“No, as I am told, certainly not. It has been solicited on 
the gentleman’s part, but none has been made. Since their 
recent return, our friend has yielded to a weekly visit, but 
that is the utmost. Minnie would not deceive her father and 
mother. You have travelled with them, and I believe you 
know what a bond there is among them, extending even beyond 
this present life. All that there is between Miss Minnie and 
Mr. Gowan, I have no doubt we see.” 

“Ah! We see enough!” cried Arthur. 

Mr. Doyce wished him Good Night, in the tone of a man 
who had heard a mournful, not to say despairing, exclamation, 
and who sought to infuse some encouragement and hope into 
the mind of the person by whom it had been uttered. Such 
tone was probably a part of his oddity, as one of a crotchety 
band; for how could he have heard anything of that kind, 
without Clennam’s hearing it, too? 

The rain fell heavily on the roof, and pattered on the 
ground, and dripped among the evergreens, and the leafless 
branches of the trees. The rain fell heavily, drearily. It was 
a night of tears. 

If Clennam had not decided against falling in love with Pet; 
if he had had the weakness to do it; if he had, little by little, 
persuaded himself to set all the earnestness of his nature, all 
the might of his hope, and all the wealth of his matured char- 
acter, on that cast; if he had done this, and found that all was 
lost; he would have Aer that night, unutterably miserable. 
As it was — 

As it was, the rain n fell heavily, drearily. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 
LITTLE DORRIT’S LOVER 


Littte Dorrit had not attained her twenty-second birth- 
day without finding a lover. Even in the sallow Marshalsea, 
the ever young Archer shot off a few featherless arrows now 
and then from a mouldy bow, and winged a Collegian or two. 

Little Dorrit’s lover, however, was not a Collegian. He 
was the sentimental son of a turnkey. His father hoped, in 
the fulness of time, to leave him the inheritance of an unstained 
key; and had from his early youth familiarised him with the 
duties of his office, and with an ambition to retain the prison- 
lock in the family. While the succession was yet in abeyance, 
he assisted his mother in the conduct of a snug tobacco business 
round the corner of Horsemonger Lane (his father being a non- 
resident turnkey), which could usually command a neat connec- 
tion within the College walls. 

Years agone, when the object of his affections was wont to 
sit in her little arm-chair by the high Lodge-fender, Young 
John (family name, Chivery), a year older than herself, had 
eyed her with admiring wonder. When he had played with 
her in the yard, his favourite game had been to counterfeit 
locking her up in corners, and to counterfeit letting her out for 
real kisses. When he grew tall enough to peep through the 
keyhole of the great lock of the main door, he had divers times 
set down his father’s dinner, or supper, to get on as it might 
on the outer side thereof, while he stood taking cold in one eye 
by dint of peeping at her through that airy perspective. 

If Young John had ever slackened in his truth in the less 
penetrable days of his boyhood, when youth is prone to wear 
its boots unlaced and is happily unconscious of digestive organs, 
he had soon strung it up again and screwed it tight. At nine- 
teen, his hand had inscribed in chalk on that part of the wall 
which fronted her lodging, on the occasion of her birthday, 
“Welcome sweet nursling of the Fairies!” At twenty-three, 
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the same hand falteringly presented cigars on Sundays to the 
Father of the Marshalsea, and Father of the queen of his soul. 

Young John was sinall of stature, with rather weak legs and 
very weak light hair. One of his eyes (perhaps the eye that 
used to peep through the keyhole) was also weak, and looked 
larger than the other, as if it couldn’t collect itself. Young 
John was gentle likewise. But he was great of soul. Poetical, 
expansive, faithful. 

Though too humble before the ruler of his heart to be san- 
guine, Young John had considered the object of his attach- 
ment in all its lights and shades. Following it out to blissful 
results, he had descried, without self-commendation, a fitness 
in it. Say things prospered, and they were united. She, the 
child of the Marshalsea; he, the lock-keeper. There was a fit- 
ness in that. Say he became a resident turnkey. She would 
officially succeed to the chamber she had rented so long. There 
was a beautiful propriety in that. It looked over the wall, if 
you stood on tiptoe; and, with a trellis-work of scarlet beans 
and a canary or so, would become a very Arbour. There was 
a charming idea in that. ‘Then, being all in all to one another, 
there was even an appropriate grace in the lock. With the 
world shut out (except that part of it which would be shut in) ; 
with its troubles and disturbances only known to them by hear- 
say, as they would be described by the pilgrims tarrying with 
them on their way to the Insolvent Shrine; with the Arbour 
above, and the Lodge below; they would glide down the stream 
of time, in pastoral domestic happiness. Young John drew 
tears from his eyes by finishing the picture with a tombstone in 
the adjoining churchyard, close against the prison wall, bearing 
the following touching inscription: ‘Sacred to the Memory of 
JOHN CHIVERY, Sixty years Turnkey, and fifty years Head 
Turnkey, Of the neighbouring Marshalsea, Who departed this 
life, universally respected, on the thirty-first of December, One 
thousand eight hundred and eighty-six, Aged eighty-three 
years. Also of his truly beloved and truly loving wife, Amy, 
whose maiden name was Dorrit, Who survived his loss not 
quite forty-eight hours, And who breathed her last in the Mar- 
shalsea aforesaid. There she was born, There she lived, There 
she died.” 

The Chivery parents were not ignorant of their son’s attach- 
ment — indeed it had, on some exceptional occasions, thrown 
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him into a state of mind that had impelled him to conduct him- 
self with irascibility towards the customers, and damage the 
business — but they, in their turns, had worked it out to desir- 
able conclusions. Mrs. Chivery, a prudent woman, had desired 
her husband to take notice that their John’s prospects of the 
Lock would certainly be strengthened by an alliance with Miss 
Dorrit, who had herself a kind of claim upon the College, and 
was much respected there. Mrs. Chivery had desired her hus- 
band to take notice that if, on the one hand, their John had 
means and a post of trust, on the other hand, Miss Dorrit had 
family ; and that her (Mrs. Chivery’s) sentiment was, that two 
halves made a whole. Mrs. Chivery, speaking as a mother and 
not as a diplomatist, had then, from a different point of view, 
desired her husband to recollect that their John had never been 
strong, and that his love had fretted and worritted him enough 
as it was, without his being driven to do himself a mischief, as 
nobody could n’t say he would n’t be if he was crossed. These 
arguments had so powerfully influenced the mind of Mr. 
Chivery, who was a man of few words, that he had, on sundry 
Sunday mornings, given his boy what he termed a “lucky touch,” 
signifying that he considered such commendation of him to 
Good Fortune, preparatory to his that day declaring his passion 
and becoming triumphant. But Young John had never taken 
courage to make the declaration; and it was principally on 
these occasions that he had returned excited to the tobacco 
shop, and flown at the customers. 

In this affair, as in every other, Little Dorrit herself was 
the last person considered. Her brother and sister were aware 
of it, and attained a sort of station by making a peg of it on 
which to air the miserably ragged old fiction of the family 
gentility. Her sister asserted the family gentility, by flouting 
the poor swain as he loitered about the prison for glimpses of 
his dear. Tip asserted the family gentility, and his own, by 
coming out in the character of the aristocratic brother, and 
loftily swaggering in the little skittle ground respecting seizures 
by the scruff of the neck, which there were looming probabili- 
ties of some gentleman unknown executing on some little puppy 
not mentioned. These were not the only members of the 
Dorrit family who turned it to account. No, no. The Father 
of the Marshalsea was supposed to know nothing about the 
matter, of course: his poor dignity could not see solow. But 
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he took the cigars on Sundays, and was glad to get them; and 
sometimes even condescended to walk up and down the yard 
with the donor (who was proud and hopeful then), and benig- 
nantly to smoke one in his society. With no less readiness 
and condescension did he receive attentions from Chivery 
Senior, who always relinquished his arm-chair and newspaper 
to him, when he came into the Lodge during one of his spells 
of duty; and who had even mentioned to him, that if he 
would like at any time after dusk quietly to step out into the 
fore-court and take a look at the street there was not much to 
prevent him. If he did not avail himself of this latter civility, 
it was only because he had lost the relish for it; inasmuch as 
he took everything else he could get, and would say at times, 
“Extremely civil person, Chivery; very attentive man and 
very respectful. Young Chivery, too; really almost with a 
delicate perception of one’s position here. A very well con- 
ducted family indeed, the Chiveries. Their behaviour gratifies 
me.” 

The devoted Young John all this time regarded the family 
with reverence. He never dreamed of disputing their preten- 
sions, but did homage to the miserable Mumbo Jumbo they 
paraded. As to resenting any affront from her brother, he 
would have felt, even if he had not naturally been of a most 
pacific disposition, that to wag his tongue or lift his hand 
against that sacred gentleman would be an unhallowed act. 
He was sorry that his noble mind should take offence; still, 
he felt the fact to be not incompatible with its nobility, and 
sought to propitiate and conciliate that gallant soul. Her 
father, a gentleman in misfortune—a gentleman of a fine 
spirit and courtly manners, who always bore with him, — he 
deeply honoured. Her sister he considered somewhat vain 
and proud, but a young lady of infinite accomplishments, who 
could not forget the past. It was an instinctive testimony to 
Little Dorrit’s worth, and difference from all the rest, that the 
poor young fellow honoured and loved her for being simply 
what she was. 

The tobacco business round the corner of Horsemonger Lane 
was carried on in a rural establishment. one story high, which 
had the benefit of the air from the yards of Horsemonger Lane 
Jail, and the advantage of a retired walk under the wall of 
that pleasant establishment. The business was of too modest 
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a character to support a life-size Highlander, but it maintained 
a little one on a bracket on the doorpost, who looked like a 
fallen Cherub that had found it necessary to take to a kilt. 

From the portal thus decorated, one Sunday after an early 
dinner of baked viands, Young John issued forth on his usual 
Sunday errand; not empty-handed, but with his offering of 
cigars. He was neatly attired in a plum-coloured coat, with 
as large a collar of black velvet as his figure could carry; a 
silken waistcoat, ‘bedecked with golden sprigs; a chaste neck- 
kerchief much in vogue at that day, representing a preserve of 
lilac pheasants on a buff ground; pantaloons so highly decorated 
with side-stripes that each leg was a three-stringed lute; and 
a hat of state, very high and hard. When the prudent Mrs. 
Chivery perceived that in addition to these adornments her 
John carried a pair of white kid gloves, and a cane like a 
little finger-post, surmounted by an ivory hand marshalling 
him the way that he should go; and when she saw him, in 
this heavy marching order, turn the corner to the right; she 
remarked to Mr. Chivery, who was at home at the time, that 
she thought she knew which way the wind blew. 

The Collegians were entertaining a considerable number of 
visitors that Sunday afternoon, and their Father kept his room 
for the purpose of receiving presentations. After making the 
tour of the yard, Little Dorrit’s lover with a hurried heart 
went up stairs, and knocked with his knuckles at the Father’s 
door. 

‘“‘Come in, come in!” said a gracious voice. The Father’s 
voice, her father’s, the Marshalsea’s father’s. He was seated 
in his black velvet cap, with his newspaper, three and six- 
pence accidentally left on the table, and two chairs arranged. 
Everything prepared for holding his Court. 

“Ah, Young John! How do you do, how do you do?” 

“Pretty well, I thank you, sir. I hope you are the same.” 

“Yes, John Chivery; yes. Nothing to complain of.” 

*“‘T have taken the liberty, sir, of —” 

“Eh?” The Father of the Marshalsea always lifted up his 
eyebrows at this point, and became amiably distraught and 
smilingly absent in mind. 

“__ A few cigars, sir.” 

“Oh!” (For the moment, excessively surprised.) ‘Thank 
you, Young John, thank you. But really, I am afraid I am 
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too— No? Well, then, I will say no more about it. Put 
them on the mantel-shelf, if you please, Young John. And 
sit down, sit down. You are not a stranger, John.” 

“Thank you, sir, I am sure; Miss” — here Young John 
turned the great hat round and round upon his left hand, like 
a slowly twirling mouse-cage — “‘ Miss Amy quite well, sir?” 

“Yes, John, yes; very well. She is out.” 

‘Indeed, sir?” . 

“Yes, John. Miss Amy is gone for an airing. My. young 
people all go out a good deal. But at their time of life, it’s 
natural, John.” 

‘Very much so, [ am sure, sir.” 

“An airing. An airing. Yes.” He was blandly tapping 
his fingers on the table, and casting his eyes up at the window. 
“Amy has gone for an airing on the Iron Bridge. She has 
become quite partial to the Iron Bridge of late, and seems to 
like to walk there better than anywhere.” He returned to 
conversation. ‘“‘Your father is not on duty at present, I 
think, John?” 

‘No, sir, he comes on later in the afternoon.” Another 
twirl of the great hat, and then Young John said, rising, “I 
am afraid I must wish you good day, sir.” 

“So soon? Good day, Young John. Nay, nay,” with the 
utmost condescension, ‘‘never mind your glove, John. Shake 
hands with it on. You are no stranger here, you know.” 

Highly gratified by the kindness of his reception, Young 
John descended the staircase. On his way down he met some 
Collegians bringing up visitors to be presented, and at that 
moment Mr. Dorrit happened to call over the banisters with 
particular distinctness, “Much obliged to you for your little 
testimonial, John!” 

Little Dorrit’s lover very soon laid down his penny on the 
toll-plate of the Iron Bridge, and came upon it, looking about 
him for the well-known and well-beloved figure. At first he 
feared she was not there; but as he walked on towards the 
Middlesex side, he saw her standing still, looking at the water. 
She was absorbed in thought, and he wondered what she might 
be thinking about. There were the piles of city roofs and 
chimneys, more free from smoke than on week-days; and there 
were the distant masts and steeples. Perhaps she was think- 
ing about them. 
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Little Dorrit mused so long, and was so entirely preoccupied, 
that although her lover stood quiet for what he thought was 
a long time, and twice or thrice retired and came back again to 
the former spot, still she did not move. So, in the end, he 
made up his mind to go on, and seem to come upon her cas- 
ually in passing, and speak to her. The place was quiet, and 
now or never was the time to speak to her. 

He walked on, and she did not appear to hear his steps until 
he was close upon her. When he said ‘‘Miss Dorrit!” she 
started and fell back from him, with an expression in her face 
of fright and something like dislike that caused him unutter- 
able dismay. She had often avoided him before —always, 
indeed, for a long, long while. She had turned away and 
glided off, so often, when she had seen him coming towards 
her, that the unfortunate Young John could not think it acci- 
dental. But he had hoped that it might be shyness, her 
retiring character, her foreknowledge of the state of his heart, 
anything short of aversion, Now, that momentary look had 
said, “You, of all people! JI would rather have seen any one 
on earth, than you! ” 

It was but a momentary look, inasmuch as she checked it, 
and said in her soft little voice, “Oh, Mr. John! Is it you?” 
But she felt what it had been, as he felt what it had been; 
and they stood looking at one another equally confused. 

“Miss Amy, I am afraid I disturbed you by speaking to 
you.” 

“Yes, rather. I—TI came here to be alone, and I thought 
I was.” 

“Miss Amy, I took the liberty of walking this way, because 
Mr. Dorrit chanced to mention, when I called upon him just 
now, that you —” 

She caused him more dismay than before by suddenly mur- 
muring, “‘O father, father!” in a heart-rending tone, and 
turning her face away. 

“Miss Amy, I hope I don’t give you any uneasiness by 
naming Mr. Dorrit. I assure you I found him very well, and 
in the best of spirits, and he showed me even more than his 
usual kindness; being so very kind as to say that I was not a 
stranger there, and in all ways gratifying me very much.” 

To the inexpressible consternation of her lover, Little 
Dorrit, with her hands to her averted face and rocking herself 
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where she stood, as if she were in pain, murmured, “‘O father, 
how can you! O dear, dear father, how can you, can you, 
do it!” 

The poor fellow stood gazing at her, overflowing with sym- 
pathy, but not knowing what to make of this, until, having 
taken out her handkerchief and put it to her still averted face, 
she hurried away. At first he remained stock still; then 
hurried after her. 

“Miss Amy, pray! Will you have the goodness to stop a 
moment. Miss Amy, if it comes to that, let me go. I shall 
go out of my senses, if I have to think that I have driven you 
away like this.” 

His trembling voice and unfeigned earnestness brought 
Little Dorrit to a stop. ‘Oh, I don’t know what to do,” she 
cried, “I don’t know what to do!” 

To Young John, who had never seen her bereft of her quiet 
self-command, who had seen her from her infancy ever so 
reliable and self-suppressed, there was a shock in her distress, 
and in having to associate himself with it as its cause, that 
shook him from his great hat to the pavement. He felt it 
necessary to explain himself. He might be misunderstood — 
supposed to mean something, or to have done something, that 
had never entered into his imagination. He begged her to 
hear him explain himself, as the greatest favour she could show 
him. 

“Miss Amy, I know very well that your family is far above 
mine. It were vain to conceal it. There never was a Chivery 
a gentleman that ever I heard of, and I will not commit the 
meanness of making a false representation on a subject so 
momentous. Miss Amy, I know very well that your high- 
souled brother, and likewise your spirited sister, spurn me 
from a heighth. What I have to do is to respect them, to 
wish to be admitted to their friendship, to look up at the 
eminence on which they are placed, from my lowlier station 
—for, whether viewed as tobacco or viewed as the lock, I well 
know it is lowly —and ever wish them well and happy.” 

There really was a genuineness in the poor fellow, and a 
contrast between the hardness of his hat and the softness of 
his heart (albeit, perhaps, of his head, too), that was moving. 
Little Dorrit entreated him to disparage neither himself nor his 
station, and, above all things, to divest himself of any idea 
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that she supposed hers to be superior. This gave him a little 
comfort. 

“Miss Amy,” he then stammered, “I have had for a long 
time — ages they seem to me — Revolving ages —a _heart- 
cherished wish to say something to you. May I say it?” 

Little Dorrit involuntarily started from his side again, with 
the faintest shadow of her former look; conquering that, she 
went on at great speed half across the Bridge without reply- 
ing. 

“May I— Miss Amy, I but ask the question humbly — 
may I say it? Ihave been so unlucky already in giving you 
pain, without having any such intentions, before the holy 
Heavens! that there is no fear of my saying it unless I have 
your leave. I can be miserable alone, I can be cut up by 
myself; why should I also make miserable and cut up one, 
that I would fling myself off that parapet to give half a 
moment’s joy to! Not that that’s much to do, for I’d do it 
for twopence.” 

The mournfulness of his spirits, and the gorgeousness of his 
appearance, might have made him ridiculous, but that his deli- 
cacy made him respectable. Little Dorrit learnt from it what 
to do. 

“Tf you please, John Chivery,” she returned, trembling, but 
in a quiet way, “since you are so considerate as to ask me 
whether you shall say any more —if you please, no.” 

“Never, Miss Amy?” 

“No, if you please. Never.” 

“Oh, Lord!” gasped Young John. 

“But perhaps you will let me, instead, say something to 
you. I want to say it earnestly, and with as plain a meaning 
as it is possible to express. When you think of us, John —I 
mean my brother and sister, and me—don’t think of us as 
being any different from the rest; for, whatever we once were 
(which I hardly know) we ceased to be long ago, and never 
can be any more. It will be much better for you, and much 
better for others, if you will do that, instead of what you are 
doing now.” 

Young John dolefully protested that he would try to bear 
it in mind, and would be heartily glad to do anything she 
wished. 

“As to me,” said Little Dorrit, “think as little of me as 
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you can; the less, the better. When you think of me at all, 
John, let it only be as the child you have seen grow up in the 
prison, with one set of duties always occupying her—as a 
weak, retired, contented, unprotected girl. I particularly want 
you to remember, that when I come outside the gate, I am 
unprotected and solitary.” 

He would try to do anything she wished. But why did 
Miss Amy so much want him to remember that? 

*‘Because,” returned Little Dorrit, “I know I can then 
quite trust you not to forget to-day, and not to say any more 
tome. You are so generous that I know I can trust to you 
for that; and I do, and I always will. I am going to show 
you, at once, that I fully trust you. I like this place where 
we are speaking, better than any place I know;” her slight 
colour had faded, but her lover thought he saw it coming back 
just then; “and I may be often here. I know it is only 
necessary for me to tell you so, to be quite sure that you will 
never come here again in search of me. And I am—quite 
sure!” | 

She might rely upon it, said Young John. He was a 
miserable wretch, but her word was more than a law for him. 

“And good-by, John,” said Little Dorrit. ‘And I hope 
you will have a good wife one day, and be a happy man. [ 
am sure you will deserve to be happy, and you will be, John.” 

As she held out her hand to him with these words, the heart 
that was under the waistcoat of sprigs — mere slop-work, if the 
truth must be known — swelled to the size of the heart of a 
gentleman; and the poor common little fellow having no room 
to hold it, burst into tears. 

“Oh, don’t cry,” said Little Dorrit piteously. ‘Don’t, 
don’t! Good-by, John. God bless you!” 

““Good-by, Miss Amy. Good-by!” 

And so he left her; first observing that she sat down on the 
corner of a seat, and not only rested her little hand upon the 
rough wall, but laid her face against it too, as if her head were 
heavy, and her mind were sad. 

It was an affecting illustration of the fallacy of human 
projects to behold her lover, with the great hat pulled over his 
eyes, the velvet collar turned up as if it rained, the plum- 
coloured coat buttoned to conceal the silken waistcoat of golden 
sprigs, and the little direction-post pointing inexorably home, 
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ereeping along by the worst back-streets, and composing as he 
went the following new inscription for a tombstone in Saint 
George’s Churchyard: — 

“Here lie the mortal remains of JoHN CuHIvERY, Never 
anything worth mentioning, Who died about the end of the 
year one thousand eight hundred and twenty-six, Of a broken 
heart, Requesting with his last breath that the word Amy 
might be inscribed over his ashes, Which was accordingly 
directed to be done, By his afflicted Parents.” 
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CHAPTER XIX 
THE FATHER OF THE MARSHALSEA IN TWO OR THREE RELATIONS 


Tue brothers William and Frederick Dorrit, walking up and 
down the College Yard — of course on the aristocratic or Pump 
side, for the Father made it a point of his state to be chary of 
going among his children on the Poor side, except on Sunday 
mornings, Christmas Days, and other occasions of ceremony, 
in the observance whereof he was very punctual, and at which 
times he laid his hand upon the heads of their infants, and 
blessed those young Insolvents with a benignity that was 
highly edifying—the brothers, walking up and down the 
College Yard together, were a memorable sight. Frederick 
the free was so humbled, bowed, withered, and faded; Wil- 
liam the bond was so courtly, condescending, and benevolently 
conscious of a position; that in this regard only, if in no 
other, the brothers were a spectacle to wonder at. 

They walked up and down the yard, on the evening of Little 
Dorrit’s Sunday interview with her lover on the Iron Bridge. 
The cares of state were over for that day, the Drawing Room 
had been well attended, several new presentations had taken 
place, the three and sixpence accidentally left on the table had 
accidentally increased to twelve shillings, and the Father of 
the Marshalsea refreshed himself with a whiff of cigar. As 
he walked up and down, affably accommodating his step to the 
shuffle of his brother, not proud in his superiority, but consid- 
erate of that poor creature, bearing with him, and breathing 
toleration of his infirmities in every little puff of smoke that 
issued from his lips and aspired to get over the spiked wall, 
he was a sight to wonder at. 

His brother Frederick of the dim eye, palsied hand, bent 
form, and groping mind, submissively shuffled at his side, 
accepting his patronage as he accepted every incident of the 
labyrinthian world in which he had got lost. He held the 
usual screwed bit of whity-brown paper in his hand, from 
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which he ever and again unscrewed a spare pinch of snuff. 
That falteringly taken, he would glance at his brother not 
unadmiringly, put his hands behind him, and shuffle on so at 
his side until he took another pinch, or stood still to look 
about him — perchance suddenly missing his clarionet. 

The College visitors were melting away as the shades of 
night drew on, but the yard was still pretty full, the Collegians 
being mostly out, seeing their friends to the Lodge. As the 
brothers paced the yard, William the bond looked about him 
to receive salutes, returned them by graciously lifting off his 
hat, and, with an engaging air, prevented Frederick the free 
from running against the company, or being jostled against the 
wall, The Collegians as a body were not easily impressible, 
but even they, according to their various ways of wondering, 
appeared to find in the two brothers a sight to wonder at. 

“You are a little low this evening, Frederick,” said the 
Father of the Marshalsea. ‘‘ Anything the matter?” 

“The matter?” He stared for a moment, and then dropped 
his head and eyes again. “No, William, no. Nothing is the 
matter.” 

“Tf you could be persuaded to smarten yourself up a little, 
Frederick — ” 

“Ay, ay!” said the old man hurriedly. “But I can’t be. 
I can’t be. Don’t talk so. That’s all over.” 

The Father of the Marshalsea glanced at a passing Collegian 
with whom he was on friendly terms, as who should say, ‘An 
enfeebled old man, this; but he is my brother, sir, my brother, 
and the voice of Nature is potent!” and steered his brother 
clear of the handle of the pump by the threadbare sleeve. 
Nothing would have been wanting to the perfection of his 
character as a fraternal guide, philosopher, and friend, if he 
had only steered his brother clear of ruin, instead of bringing 
it upon him. 

“T think, William,” said the object of his affectionate con- 
sideration, ‘‘that I am tired, and will go home to bed.” 

“My dear Frederick,” returned the other. ‘Don’t let me 
detain you; don’t sacrifice your inclinations to me.” 

“Late hours, and a heated atmosphere, and years, I sup- 
pose,” said Frederick, “weaken me.” 

“My dear Frederick,” returned the Father of the Marshal- 
sea, “do you think you are sufficiently careful of yourself? 
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Do you think your habits are as precise and methodical as — 
shall I say as mine are? Not to revert again to that little 
eccentricity which I mentioned just now, I doubt if you take 
air and exercise enough, Frederick. Here is the parade, 
always at your service. Why not use it more regularly than 
you do?” 

“Hah!” sighed the other. ‘‘ Yes, yes, yes, yes.” 

“But it is of no use saying yes, yes, my dear Frederick,” 
the Father of the Marshalsea in his mild wisdom persisted, 
“unless you act on that assent. Consider my case, Frederick, 
I am a kind of example. Necessity and time have taught 
me what to do. At certain stated hours of the day, you will 
find me on the parade, in my room, in the Lodge, reading the 
paper, receiving company, eating and drinking. I have im- 
pressed upon Amy during many years, that I must have my 
meals (for instance) punctually. Amy has grown up in a 
sense of the importance of these arrangements, and you know 
what a good girl she is.” 

The brother only sighed again, as he plodded dreamily along, 
“Hah! Yes, yes, yes, yes.” 

“My dear fellow,” said the Father of the Marshalsea, laying 
his hand upon his shoulder, and mildly rallying him — mildly, 
because of his weakness, poor dear soul; ‘‘you said that before, 
and it does not express much, Frederick, even if it means 
much. JI wish I could rouse you, my good Frederick; you 
want to be roused.” 

“Yes, William, yes. No doubt,” returned the other, lifting 
his dim eyes to his face. ‘‘ But I am not like you.” 

The Father of the Marshalsea said, with a shrug of modest 
self-depreciation, “Oh! You might be like me, my dear 
Frederick — you might be, if you chose!” and forbore, in 
the magnanimity of his strength, to press his fallen brother 
further. 

There was a deal of leave-taking going on in corners, as was 
usual on Sunday nights; and here and there in the dark, some 
poor woman, wife or mother, was weeping with a new Col- 
legian. The time had been when the Father himself had 
wept, in the shades of that yard, as his own poor wife had 
wept. But it was many years ago; and now he was like a 
passenger aboard ship in a long voyage, who has recovered 
from sea-sickness, and is impatient of that weakness in the 
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fresher passengers taken aboard at the last port. He was 
inclined to remonstrate, and to express his opinion that people 
who couldn’t get on without erying had no business there. 
In manner, if not in words, he always testified his displeasure 
at these interruptions of the general harmony; and it was so 
well understood, that delinquents usually withdrew if they were 
aware of him. 

On this Sunday evening, he accompanied his brother to the 
gate with an air of endurance and clemency; being in a bland 
temper and graciously disposed to overlook the tears, In the 
flaring gaslight of the Lodge, several Collegians were basking: — 
some taking leave of visitors, and some who had no visitors 
watching the frequent turning of the key, and conversing with 
one another and with Mr. Chivery. The paternal entrance 
made a sensation, of course; and Mr. Chivery, touching his hat 
(in a short manner though) with his key, hoped he found him- 
self tolerable. 

“Thank you, Chivery, quite well. And you?” 

Mr. Chivery said in a low growl, “Oh! he was all right.” 
Which was his general way of acknowledging inquiries after 
his health, when a little sullen. 

“T had a visit from Young John to-day, Chivery. And 
very smart he looked, I assure you.” 

So Mr. Chivery had’ heard. Mr. Chivery must confess, 
however, that his wish was that the boy didn’t lay out so 
much money upon it. For what did it bring him in? It 
only brought him in Wexation. And he could get that any- 
where, for nothing. 

“How vexation, Chivery?” asked the benignant father. 

“No odds,” returned Mr. Chivery. “Never mind. Mr. 
Frederick going out?” 

“Yes, Chivery, my brother is going home to bed. He is 
tired, and not quite well. Take care, Frederick, take care. 
Good night, my dear Frederick!” 

Shaking hands with his brother, and touching his greasy hat 
to the company in the Lodge, Frederick slowly shuffled out of 
the door which Mr. Chivery unlocked for him. The Father 
of the Marshalsea showed the amiable solicitude of a superior 
being that he should come to no harm. 

“Be so kind as to keep the door open a moment, Chivery, 

that I may see him go along the passage and down the steps. 
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Take care, Frederick! (He is very infirm.) Mind the steps. 
(He is so very absent.) Be careful how you cross, Frederick. 
(I really don’t like the notion of his going wandering at large, 
he is so extremely liable to be run over.)” 

With these words, and with a face expressive of many 
uneasy doubts and much anxious guardianship, he turned his 
regards upon the assembled company in the Lodge; so plainly 
indicating that his brother was to be pitied for not being under 
lock and key, that an opinion to that effect went round among 
the Collegians assembled. 

But he did not receive it with unqualified assent; on the 
contrary, he said, No, gentlemen, no — let them not misun- 
derstand him. His brother Frederick was much broken, no 
doubt, and it might be more comfortable to himself (the Father 
of the Marshalsea) to know that he was safe within the walls. 
Still, it must be remembered that to support an existence there 
during many years, required a certain combination of qualities 
— he did not say high qualities, but qualities — moral qualities. 
Now, had his brother Frederick that peculiar union of quali- 
ties? Gentlemen, he was a most excellent man, a most gentle, 
tender, and estimable man, with the simplicity of a child; but 
would he, though unsuited for most other places, do for that 
place? No; he said confidently, no! And, he said, Heaven 
forbid that Frederick should be there in any other character 
than in his present voluntary character! Gentlemen, whoever 
came to that College, to remain there a length of time, must 
have strength of character to go through a good deal and to 
come out of a good deal. Was his beloved brother Frederick 
that man? No. ‘They saw him, even as it was, crushed. 
Misfortune crushed him. He had not power of recoil enough, 
not elasticity enough, to be a long time in such a place, and 
yet preserve his self-respect and feel conscious that he was a 
gentleman. Frederick had not (if he might use the expres- 
sion) Power enough to see in any delicate little attentions and 
—and— Testimonials that he might under such circumstances 
receive, the goodness of human nature, the fine spirit anima- 
ting the Collegians as a community, and at the same time no 
degradation to himself, and no depreciation of his claims as a 
gentleman. Gentlemen, God bless you! 

Such was the homily with which he improved and pointed 
the occasion to the company in the Lodge, before turning inte 
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the sallow yard again, and going with his own poor shabby 
dignity past the Collegian in the dressing-gown who had no 
coat, and past the Collegian in the seaside slippers who had no 
shoes, and past the stout greengrocer Collegian in the corduroy 
knee-breeches who had no cares, and past the lean clerk Col- 
legian in buttonless black who had no hopes, up his own poor 
shabby staircase, to his own poor shabby room. 

There the table was laid for his supper, and his old grey 
gown was ready for him on his chair-back at the fire. His 
daughter put her little prayer-book in her pocket — had she 
been praying for pity on all prisoners and captives ? — and rose 
to welcome him. 

Uncle had gone home, then? she asked him, as she changed 
his coat and gave him his black velvet cap. Yes, uncle had 
gone home. Had her father enjoyed his walk? Why, not 
much, Amy; not much. No? Did he not feel quite well? 

As she stood behind him, leaning over his chair so lovingly, 
he looked with downcast eyes at the fire. An uneasiness stole 
over him that was like a touch of shame; and when he spoke, 
as he presently did, it was in an unconnected and embarrassed 
manner. 

“Something, I—hem!—I don’t know what, has gone 
wrong with Chivery. He is not—ha!—not nearly so obli- 
ging and attentive as usual to-night. It— hem! — it’s a little 
thing, but it puts me out, my love. It’s impossible to for- 
get,” turning his hands over and over, and looking closely at 
them, “that — hem! — that in such a life as mine, I am unfor- 
tunately dependent on these men for something, every hour in 
the day.” 

Her arm was on his shoulder, but she did not look in his 
face while he spoke. Bending her head she looked another 
way. 

“T—hem!—TI can’t think, Amy, what has given Chivery 
offence. He is generally so—so very attentive and respectful. 
And to-night he was quite—quite short with me. Other 
people there too! Why, good Heaven! if I was to lose the 
‘support and recognition of Chivery and his brother officers, I 
might starve to death here.” 

While he spoke, he was opening and shutting his hands like 
valves; so conscious all the time of that touch of shame, that 
he shrunk before his own knowledge of his meaning. 

VOL. I. 
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“T__ ha!—TI can’t think what it’s owing to. Iam sure I 
cannot imagine what the cause of it is. There was a certain 
Jackson here once, a turnkey of the name of Jackson (I don’t 
think you can remember him, my dear, you were very young), 
and — hem!— and he had a—brother, and this — young 
brother paid his addresses to — at least, did not go so far as to 
pay his addresses to— but admired — respectfully admired — 
the —not the daughter, the sister—of one of us; a rather 
distinguished Collegian; I may say, very much so. His name 
was Captain Martin; and he consulted me on the question 
whether it was necessary that his daughter — sister — should 
hazard offending the turnkey brother by being too — ha! — too 
plain with the other brother. Captain Martin was a gentle- 
man and a man of honour, and I put it to him first to give me 
his—his own opinion. Captain Martin (highly respected in 
the army) then unhesitatingly said, that it appeared to him 
that his — hem! — sister was not called upon to understand the 
young man too distinctly, and that she might lead him on — 
I am doubtful whether lead him on was Captain Martin’s exact 
expression; indeed I think he said tolerate him—on_ her 
father’s —I should say, brother’s — account. I hardly know 
how I have strayed into this story. I suppose it has been 
through being unable to account for Chivery; but as to the 
connection between the two, I don’t see—” 

His voice died away, as if she could not bear the pain of 
hearing him, and her hand had gradually crept to his lips. 
For a little while, there was a dead silence and stillness; and 
he remained shrunk in his chair, and she remained with her 
arm round his neck, and her head bowed down upon his 
shoulder. 

His supper was cooking in a saucepan on the fire, and when 
she moved, it was to make it ready for him on the table. He 
took his usual seat, she took hers, and he began his meal. 
They did not, as yet, look at one another. By little and little 
he began; laying down his knife and fork with a noise, taking 
things up sharply, biting at his bread as if he were offended 
with it, and in other similar ways showing that he was out 
of sorts. At length he pushed his plate from him, and spoke 
aloud; with the strangest inconsistency. 

“What does it matter whether I eat or starve? What does 
it matter whether such a blighted life as mine comes to an end, 
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now, next week, or next year? What am I worth to any 
one? A poor prisoner, fed on alms and broken victuals; a 
squalid, disgraced wretch!” 

“Father, father!’? As he rose, she went on her knees to 
him, and held up her hands to him. 

“Amy,” he went on in a suppressed voice, trembling vio- 
lently, and looking at her as wildly as if he had gone mad. 
“TI tell you, if you could see me as your mother saw me, you 
would n’t believe it to be the creature you have only looked 
at through the bars of this cage. I was young, I was accom- 
plished, I was good-looking, I was independent —by God I 
was, child!—and people sought me out, and envied me, 
Envied me!” 

“Dear father!” She tried to take down the shaking arm 
that he flourished in the air, but he resisted, and put her hand 
away. 

“Tf I had but a picture of myself in those days, though it 
was ever so ill done, you would be proud of it, you would be 
proud of it. But I have no such thing. Now, let me be a 
warning! Let no man,” he cried, looking haggardly about, 
“fail to preserve at least that little of the times of his pros- 
perity and respect. Let his children have that clue to what 
he was. Unless my face, when I am dead, subsides into the 
long departed look—they say such things happen, I don’t 
know — my children will have never seen me.” 

“Father, father! ” 

“Oh, despise me, despise me! Look away from me, don’t 
listen to me, stop me, blush for me, cry for me —even you, 
Amy! Do it, doit! Ido it to myself! Iam hardened now, 
I have sunk too low to care long even for that.” 

“Dear father, loved father, darling of my heart!” She was 
clinging to him with her arms, and she got him to drop into 
his chair again, and caught at the raised arm, and tried to put 
it round her neck. 

“Let it lie there, father. Look at me, father, kiss me, 
father! Only think of me, father, for one little moment!” 

Still he went on in the same wild way, though it was grad- 
ually breaking down into a miserable whining. 

“And yet I have some respect here. JI have made some 
stand against it. I am not quite trodden down. Go out and 
ask who is the chief person in the place. They ’ll tell you 
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it’s your father. Go out and ask who is never trifled with, 
and who is always treated with some delicacy. They ’ll say, 
your father. Go out and ask what funeral here (it must be 
here, I know it can be nowhere else) will make more talk, and 
perhaps more grief, than any that has ever gone out at the 
gate. They ’ll say your father’s. Well, then. Amy! Amy! 
Is your father so universally despised? Is there nothing to 
redeem him? Will you have nothing to remember him by, 
but his ruin and decay? Will you be able to have no affection 
for him when he is gone, poor castaway, gone?” 

He burst into tears of maudlin pity for himself, and at 
length suffering her to embrace him, and take charge of him, 
let his grey head rest against her cheek, and bewailed his 
wretchedness. Presently he changed the subject of his lamen- 
tations, and clasping his hands about her as she embraced him, 
cried, oh, Amy, his motherless, forlorn child! Oh, the days 
that he had seen her careful and laborious for him! Then he 
reverted to himself, and weakly told her how much better she 
would have loved him if she had known him in his vanished 
character, and how he would have married her to a gentleman 
who should have been proud of her as his daughter, and how 
(at which he cried again) she should first have ridden at his 
fatherly side on her own horse, and how the crowd (by which 
he meant in effect the people who had given him the twelve 
shillings he then had in his pocket) should have trudged the 
dusty roads respectfully. 

Thus, now boasting, now despairing, in either fit a captive 
with the jail-rot upon him, and the impurity of his prison 
worn into the grain of his soul, he revealed his degenerate 
state to his affectionate child. No one else ever beheld him 
in the details of his humiliation. Little recked the Collegians 
who were laughing in their rooms over his late address in the 
Lodge, what a serious picture they had in their obscure gallery 
of the Marshalsea that Sunday night. 

There was a classical daughter once — perhaps — who minis- 
tered to her father in his prison as her mother had ministered 
to her. Little Dorrit, though of the unheroie modern stock, 
and mere English, did much more, in comforting her father’s 
wasted heart upon her innocent breast, and turning to it a 
fountain of love and fidelity that never ran dry or waned, 
through all his years of famine. 
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She soothed him; asked him for his forgiveness if she had 
been, or seemed to have been, undutiful; told him, Heaven 
knows truly, that she could not honour him more if he were the 
favourite of Fortune and the whole world acknowledged him. 
When his tears were dried, and he sobbed in his weakness no 
longer, and was free from that touch of shame, and had recov- 
ered his usual bearing, she prepared the remains of his supper 
afresh, and, sitting by his side, rejoiced to see him eat and 
drink. For now he sat in his black velvet cap and old grey 
gown, magnanimous again; and would have comported himself 
towards any Collegian who might have looked in to ask his 
advice, like a great moral Lord Chesterfield, or Master of the © 
ethical ceremonies of the Marshalsea. 

To keep his attention engaged, she talked with him about 
-his wardrobe; when he was pleased to say, that Yes, indeed, 
those shirts she proposed would be exceedingly acceptable, for 
those he had were worn out, and, being ready-made, had never 
fitted him. Being conversational and in a reasonable flow of 
spirits, he then invited her attention to his coat as it hung 
behind the door; remarking that the Father of the place would 
set an indifferent example to his children, already disposed to 
be slovenly, if he went among them out at elbows. He was 
jocular, too, as to the heeling of his shoes; but became grave 
on the subject of his cravat, and promised her that when she 
could afford it, she should buy him a new one. 

While he smoked out his cigar in peace, she made his bed, 
and put the small room in order for his repose. Being weary 
then, owing to the advanced hour and his emotions, he came 
out of his chair to bless her and wish her good night. All 
this time he had never once thought of her dress, her shoes, 
her need of anything. No other person upon earth, save her- 
self, could have been so unmindful of her wants. 

He kissed her many times with “Bless you, my love. Good 
night, my dear!” 

But her gentle breast had been so deeply wounded by what 
she had seen of him, that she was unwilling to leave him alone, 
lest he should lament and despair again. ‘‘ Father, dear, I am 
not tired; let me come back presently, when you are in bed, 
and sit by you.” 

He asked her with an air of protection, if she felt solitary. 

“Yes, father.” 


946 LITTLE DORRIT 


“Then come back by all means, my love.” 

*‘T shall be very quiet, father.” 

“Don’t think of me, my dear,” he said, giving her his kind 
permission fully. “Come back by all means.” 

He seemed to be dozing when she returned, and she put the 
low fire together very softly lest she should awake him. But 
he overheard her, and called out, who was that? 

“Only Amy, father.” 

“‘Amy, my child, come here. I want to say a word to you.” 

He raised himself a little in his low bed, as she kneeled 
beside it to bring her face near him; and put his hand between 
. hers. Oh! Both the private father, and the Father of the 
Marshalsea, were strong within him then. : 

““My love, you have had a life of hardship here. No com- 
panions, no recreations, many cares, I am afraid?” 

“Don’t think of that, dear. I never do.” 

“You know my position, Amy. I have not been able to do 
much for you; but all I have been able to do, I have done.” 

“Yes, my dear father,” she rejoined, kissing him. “TI 
know, I know.” 

“‘T am in the twenty-third year of my life here,” he said, 
with a catch in his breath that was not so much a sob as an 
irrepressible sound of self-approval, the momentary outburst of 
a noble consciousness. ‘‘It is all I could do for my children — 
I have done it. Amy, my love, you are by far the best loved 
of the three; I have had you principally in my mind — what- 
ever I have done for your sake, my dear child, I have done 
freely and without murmuring.” 

Only the wisdom that holds the clue to all hearts and all 
mysteries, can surely know to what extent a man, especially 
a man brought down as this man had been, can impose upon 
himself. Enough, for the present place, that he lay down with 
wet eyelashes, serene, in a manner majestic, after bestowing 
his life of degradation as a sort of portion on the devoted child 
upon whom its miseries had fallen so heavily, and whose love 
alone had saved him to be even what he was. 

That child had no doubts, asked herself no questions, for she 
was but too content to see him with a lustre round his head. 
Poor dear, good dear, truest, kindest, dearest, were the only 
words she had for him, as she hushed him to rest. 

She never left him all that night. As if she had done him a 


LITTLE DORRIT 247 


wrong which her tenderness could hardly repair, she sat by him 
in his sleep, at times softly kissing him with suspended breath, 
and calling him in a whisper by some endearing name. At 
times she stood aside, so as not to intercept the low firelight, 
and, watching him when it fell upon his sleeping face, won- 
dered did he look now at all as he had looked when he was 
prosperous and happy; as he had so touched her by imagining 
that he might look once more in that awful time. At the 
thought of that time, she kneeled beside his bed again, and 
prayed “Oh, spare his life! Oh, save him to me! Oh, look 
down upon my dear, long-suffering, unfortunate, much-changed, 
dear, dear father! ” 

Not until the morning came to protect him and encourage 
him, did she give him a last kiss and leave the small room. 
When she had stolen down stairs, and along the empty yard, 
and had crept up to her own high garret, the smokeless house- 
tops and the distant country hills were discernible over the wall 
in the clear morning. As she gently opened the window, and 
looked eastward down the prison yard, the spikes upon the 
wall were tipped with red, then made a sullen purple pattern 
on the sun as it came flaming up into the heavens. The spikes 
had never looked so sharp and cruel, nor the bars so heavy, nor 
the prison space so gloomy and contracted. She thought of the 
sunrise on rolling rivers, of the sunrise on wide seas, of the 
sunrise on rich landscapes, of the sunrise on great forests where 
the birds were waking and the trees were rustling; and she 
looked down into the living grave on which the sun had risen, 
with her father in it, three and twenty years, and said, in a 
burst of sorrow and compassion, ‘‘No, no, I have never seen 
him in my life!” 


248 LITTLE DORRIT 


CHAPTER XX 
MOVING IN SOCIETY 


Ir Young John Chivery had had the inclination, and the 
power, to write a satire on family pride, he would have had no 
need to go for an avenging illustration out of the family of his 
beloved. He would have found it amply in that gallant brother 
and that dainty sister, so steeped in mean experiences, and so 
loftily conscious of the family name; so ready to beg or borrow 
from the poorest, to eat of anybody’s bread, spend anybody’s 
money, drink from anybody’s cup and break it afterwards. To 
have painted the sordid facts of their lives, and they through- 
out invoking the death’s-head apparition of the family gentility 
to come and scare their benefactors, would have made Young 
John a satirist of the first water. 

Tip had turned his liberty to hopeful account by becoming a 
billiard-marker. He had troubled himself so little as to the 
means of his release, that Clennam scarcely needed to have 
been at the pains of impressing the mind of Mr. Plornish on 
that subject. Whoever had paid him the compliment, he very 
readily accepted the compliment with Ais compliments, and 
there was an end of it. Issuing forth from the gate on these 
easy terms, he became a billiard-marker; and now occasionally 
looked in at the little skittle-ground in a green Newmarket coat 
(second hand), with a shining collar and bright buttons (new), 
and drank the beer of the Collegians. 

One solid stationary point in the looseness of this gentle- 
man’s character, was, that he respected and admired his sister 
Amy. The feeling had never induced him to spare her a 
moment’s uneasiness, or to put himself to any restraint or 
inconvenience on her account; but, with that Marshalsea taint 
upon his love, he loved her. The same rank Marshalsea fla- 
vour was to be recognized in his distinctly perceiving that she 
sacrificed her life to her father, and in his having no idea that 
she had done anything for himself. 
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When this spirited young man, and his sister, had begun 
systematically to produce the family skeleton for the overawing 
of the College, this narrative cannot precisely state. Probably 
at about the period when they began to dine on the College 
charity. It is certain that the more reduced and necessitous 
they were, the more pompously the skeleton emerged from its 
tomb; and that when there was anything particularly shabby in 
the wind, the skeleton always came out with the ghastliest 
flourish. 

Little Dorrit was late on the Monday morning, for her father 
slept late, and afterwards there was his breakfast to prepare 
and his room to arrange. She had no engagement to go out to 
work, however, and therefore stayed with him until, with 
Magegy’s help, she had put everything right about him, and had 
seen him off upon his morning walk (of twenty yards or so) to 
the coffee-house to read the paper. She then got on her bon- 
net and went out; having been anxious to get out much sooner. 
There was, as usual, a cessation of the small-talk in the Lodge 
as she passed through it; and a Collegian who had come in on 
Saturday night, received the intimation from the elbow of a 
more seasoned Collegian, “Look out. Here she is!” 

She wanted to see her sister, but when she got round to Mr. 
Cripples’s she found that both her sister and her uncle had gone 
to the theatre where they were engaged. Having taken thought 
of this probability by the way, and having settled that in such 
case she would follow them, she set off afresh for the theatre, 
which was on that side of the river, and not very far away. 

Little Dorrit was almost as ignorant of the ways of theatres 
as of the ways of gold mines, and when she was directed to a 
furtive sort of door, with a curious up-all-night air about it, 
that appeared to be ashamed of itself and to be hiding in an 
alley, she hesitated to approach it; being further deterred by 
the sight of some half dozen close-shaved gentlemen, with their 
hats very strangely on, who were lounging about the door, 
looking not at all unlike Collegians. On her applying to them, 
reassured by this resemblance, for a direction to Miss Dorrit, 
they made way for her to enter a dark hall—it was more like 
a great grim lamp gone out than anything else— where she 
eould hear the distant playing of music and the sound of dan- 
cing feet. A man so much in want of airing that he had a blue 
mould upon him, sat watching this dark place from a hole in 
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a corner, like a spider; and he told her that he would send a 
message up to Miss Dorrit by the first lady or gentleman who 
went through. The first lady who went through had a roll of 
music, half in her muff and half out of it, and was in such a 
tumbled condition altogether, that it seemed as if it would be 
an act of kindness to iron her. But as she was very good- 
natured, and said ‘‘Come with me; I’ll soon find Miss Dorrit 
for you,” Miss Dorrit’s sister went with her, drawing nearer 
and nearer, at every step she took in the darkness, to the 
sound of music and the sound of dancing feet. 

At last they came into a maze of dust, where a quantity of 
people were tumbling over one another, and where there was 
such a confusion of unaccountable shapes of beams, bulkheads, 
brick walls, ropes, and rollers, and such a mixing of gaslight 
and daylight, that they seemed to have got on the wrong side 
of the pattern of the universe. Little Dorrit, left to herself, 
and knocked against by somebody every moment, was quite 
bewildered when she heard her sister’s voice. 

“Why, good gracious, Amy, what ever brought you here!” 

“‘T wanted to see you, Fanny dear; and as I am going out 
all day to-morrow, and knew you might be engaged all day 
to-day, I thought —” 

“But the idea, Amy, of yow coming behind! I never 
did!” As her sister said this in no very cordial tone of wel- 
come, she conducted her to a more open part of the maze, 
where various golden chairs and tables were heaped together, 
and where a number of young ladies were sitting on anything 
they could find, chattering. All these young ladies wanted 
ironing, and all had a curious way of looking everywhere, 
while they chattered. 

Just as the sisters arrived here, a monotonous boy in a 
Scotch cap put his head round a beam on the left, and said, 
“Less noise there, ladies!” and disappeared. Immediately 
after which, a sprightly gentleman with a quantity of long 
black hair looked round a beam on the right, and said, ‘ Less 
noise there, darlings!” and also disappeared. | 

“The notion of you among professionals, Amy, is really the 
last thing I could have conceived!” said her sister. ‘‘ Why, 
how did you ever get here?” 

‘“T don’t know. The lady who told you I was here, was sa 
good as to bring me in.” 
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“Like you quiet little things! You can make your way 
anywhere, I believe. J couldn’t have managed it, Amy, 
though I know so much more of the world.” 

It was the family custom to lay it down as family law, that 
she was a plain domestic little creature, without the great and 
sage experiences of the rest. This family fiction was the family 
assertion of itself against her services. Not to make too much 
of them. 

“Well! And what have you got on your mind, Amy? Of 
course you have got something on your mind, about me?” said 
Fanny. She spoke as if her sister, between two and three 
years her junior, were her prejudiced grandmother. 

“Tt is not much; but since you told me of the lady who 
gave you the bracelet, Fanny —” 

The monotonous boy put his head round the beam on the 
loft, and said, ‘‘Look out there, ladies!” and disappeared. 
The sprightly gentleman with the black hair as suddenly put 
his head round the beam on the right, and said, “Look out 
there, darlings!” and also disappeared. Thereupon all the 
young ladies rose, and began shaking their skirts out behind. 

“Well, Amy?” said Fanny, doing as the rest did; “what 
were you going to say?” 

“Since you told me a lady had given you the bracelet you 
showed me, Fanny, I have not been quite easy on your 
account, and indeed want to know a little more if you will 
confide more to me.” 

“Now, ladies!’ said the boy in the Scotch cap. ‘Now, 
darlings!” said the gentleman with the black hair. They were 
every one gone in a moment, and the music and the dancing 
feet were heard again. 

Little Dorrit sat down in a golden chair, made quite giddy 
by these rapid interruptions. Her sister and the rest were a 
long time gone; and during their absence a voice (it appeared 
to be that of the gentleman with the black hair) was contin- 
ually calling out through the music, “One, two, three, four, 
five, six—go! One, two, three, four, five, six— go! Steady, 
darlings! One, two, three, four, five, six—go!” Ulti- 
mately the voice stopped, and they all came back again, more 
or less out of breath, folding themselves in their shawls, and 
making ready for the streets. ‘Stop a moment, Amy, and let 
them get away before us,” whispered Fanny. They were soon 
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left alone; nothing more important happening, in the mean 
time, than the boy looking round his old beam, and saying, 
“Everybody at eleven to-morrow, ladies!” and the gentleman 
with the black hair looking round his old beam, and saying, 
‘Everybody at eleven to-morrow, darlings!” each in his own 
accustomed manner. 

When they were alone, something was rolled up or by other 
means got out of the way, and there was a great empty well 
before them, looking down into the depths of which Fanny 
said, ‘Now, uncle!” Little Dorrit, as her eyes became used 
to the darkness, faintly made him out, at the bottom of the 
well, in an obscure corner by himself, with his instrument in 
its ragged case under his arm. 

The old man looked as if the remote high gallery windows, 
with their little strip of sky, might have been the point of his 
better fortunes, from which he had descended, until he had 
gradually sunk down below there to the bottom. He had been 
in that place six nights a week for many years, but had never 
been observed to raise his eyes above his music-book, and was 
confidently believed to have never seen a play. There were 
legends in the place that he did not so much as know the 
popular heroes and heroines by sight, and that the low come- 
dian had “mugged” at him in his richest manner fifty nights 
for a wager, and he had shown no trace of consciousness. The 
carpenters had a joke to the effect that he was dead without 
being aware of it; and the frequenters of the pit supposed him 
to pass his whole life, night and day and Sunday and all, in 
the orchestra. They had tried him a few times with pinches 
of snuff offered over the rails, and he had always responded to 
this attention with a momentary waking up of manner that had 
the pale phantom of a gentleman in it; beyond this he never, 
on any occasion, had any other part in what was going on than 
the part written out for the clarionet; in private life, where 
there was no part for the clarionet, he had no part at all. 
Some said he was poor, some said he was a wealthy miser; but 
he said nothing, never lifted up his bowed head, never varied 
his shuffling gait by getting his springless foot from the ground. 
Though expecting now to be summoned by his niece, he did 
not hear her until she had spoken to him three or four times; 
nor was he at all surprised by the presence of two nieces instead 
of one, but merely said, in his tremulous voice, “I am coming, 
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I am coming!” and crept forth by some underground way 
which emitted a cellarous smell. 

“And so, Amy,” said her sister, when the three together 
passed out, at the door that had such a shame-faced conscious- 
ness of being different from other doors — the uncle instinctively 
taking Amy’s arm as the arm to be relied on — “so, Amy, you 
are curious about me?” 

She was pretty, and conscious, and rather flaunting; and the 
condescension with which she put aside the superiority of her 
charms, and of her worldly experience, and addressed her sister 
on almost equal terms, had a vast deal of the family in it. 

“T am interested, Fanny, and concerned in anything that 
concerns you.” 

‘So you are, so you are, and you are the best of Amys. If 
I am ever a little provoking, I am sure you ’ll consider what a 
thing it is to occupy my position and feel a consciousness of 
being superior to it. I shouldn’t care,” said the Daughter of 
the Father of the Marshalsea, ‘‘if the others were not so com- 
mon. None of them have come down in the world as we have. 
They are all on their own level. Common.” 

Little Dorrit mildly looked at the speaker, but did not inter- 
rupt her. Fanny took out her handkerchief, and rather angrily 
wiped her eyes. “I was not born where you were, you know, 
Amy, and perhaps that makes a difference. My dear child, 
when we get rid of uncle, you shall know all about it. We’ll 
drop him at the cook’s shop where he is going to dine.” 

They walked on with him until they came to a dirty shop- 
window in a dirty street, which was made almost opaque by 
the steam of hot meats, vegetables, and puddings. But 
glimpses were to be caught of a roast leg of pork, bursting into 
tears of sage and onion in a metal reservoir full of gravy, of an 
unctuous piece of roast beef and blisterous Yorkshire pudding 
bubbling hot in a similar receptacle, of a stuffed fillet of veal 
in rapid cut, of a ham in a perspiration with the pace it was 
going at, of a shallow tank of baked potatoes glued together 
by their own richness, of a truss or two of boiled greens, and 
other substantial delicacies. Within were a few wooden parti- 
tions, behind which such customers as found it more convenient 
to take away their dinners in their stomachs than in their 
hands, packed their purchases in solitude. Fanny, opening 
her reticule as they surveyed these things, produced from that 
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repository a shilling and handed it to uncle. Uncle, after not 
looking at it a little while, divined its object, and muttering 
“Dinner? Ha! Yes, yes, yes!” slowly vanished from them 
into the mist. 

“Now, Amy,” said her: sister, “come with me, if you are 
not too tired to walk to Harley Street, Cavendish Square.” 

The air with which she threw off this distinguished ad- 
dress, and the toss she gave her new bonnet (which was more 
gauzy than serviceable) made her sister wonder; however, she 
expressed her readiness to go to Harley Street, and thither 
they directed their steps. Arrived at that grand destination, 
Fanny singled out the handsomest house, and knocking at the 
door inquired for Mrs. Merdle. The footman who opened the 
door, although he had powder on his head, and was backed up 
by two other footmen likewise powdered, not only admitted 
Mrs. Merdle to be at home, but asked Fanny to walk in. 
Fanny walked in, taking her sister with her; and they went up 
stairs with powder going before and powder stopping behind, 
and were left in a spacious semicircular drawing-room, one of 
several drawing-rooms, where there was a parrot on the outside 
of a golden cage holding on by its beak with its scaly legs in 
the air, and putting itself into many strange upside-down pos- 
tures. This peculiarity has been observed in birds of quite 
another feather, climbing upon golden wires. 

The room was far more splendid than anything Little Dorrit 
had ever imagined, and would have been splendid and costly in 
any eyes. She looked in amazement at her sister and would 
have asked a question, but that Fanny with a warning frown 
pointed to a curtained doorway of communication with another 
room. ‘The curtain shook next moment, and a lady, raising it 
with a heavily ringed hand, dropped it behind her again as she 
entered. 

The lady was not young and fresh from the hand of Nature, 
but was young and fresh from the hand of her maid. She had 
large unfeeling handsome eyes, and dark unfeeling handsome 
hair, and a broad unfeeling handsome bosom, and was made the 
most of in every particular. Hither because she had a cold, or 
because it suited her face, she wore a rich white fillet tied over 
her head and under her chin. And if ever there were an 
unfeeling handsome chin that looked as if, for certain, it had 
never been, in familiar parlance, “chucked” by the hand of 
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man, it was the chin curbed up so tight and close by that laced 
bridle. 

“Mrs. Merdle,” said Fanny. ‘My sister, ma’am.” 

“T am glad to see your sister, Miss Dorrit. JI did not 
remember that you had a sister.” 

“JT did not mention that I had,” said Fanny. 

“Ay!” Mrs. Merdle curved the little finger of her left hand 
as who should say, ‘I have caught you. I know you didn’t!” 
All her action was usually with her left hand because her hands 
were not a pair; the left being much the whiter and plumper 
of the two. Then she added, ‘Sit down,” and composed her- 
self voluptuously, in a nest of crimson and gold cushions, on 
an ottoman near the parrot. 

“Also professional?” said Mrs. Merdle, looking at Little 
Dorrit through an eye-glass. 

Fanny answered No. “No,” said Mrs. Merdle, dropping 
her glass. “Has not a professional air. Very pleasant; but 
not professional.” 

‘My sister, ma’am,” said Fanny, in whom there was a sin- 
gular mixture of deference and hardihood, ‘“‘has been asking me 
to tell her, as between sisters, how I came to have the honour 
of knowing you. And as I had engaged to call upon you once 
more, I thought I might take the liberty of bringing her with 
me, when perhaps you would tell her. I wish her to know, 
and perhaps you will tell her.” 

“Do you think, at your sister’s age —” hinted Mrs. Merdle. 

“She is much older than she looks,” said Fanny; “almost 
as old as [ am.” 

“Society,” said Mrs. Merdle, with another curve of her lit- 
tle finger, “‘is so difficult to explain to young persons (indeed 
is so difficult to explain to most persons), that I am glad to 
hear that. I wish Society was not so arbitrary, I wish it was 
not so exacting— _ Bird, be quiet!” 

The parrot had given a most piercing shriek, as if its name 
were Society and it asserted its right to its exactions. 

“But,” resumed Mrs. Merdle, “‘ we must take it as we find it. 
We know it is hollow and conventional and worldly and very 
shocking, but unless we are Savages in the Tropical seas (I 
should have been charmed to be one myself — most delightful 
life and perfect climate I am told), we must consult it. It is 
the common lot. Mr. Merdle is a most extensive merchant, 
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his transactions are on the vastest scale, his wealth and influ- 
ence are very great, but even he— Bird, be quiet! ” 

The parrot had shrieked another shriek; and it filled up the 
sentence so expressively that Mrs. Merdle was under no neces- 
sity to end it. 

“Since your sister begs that I would terminate our personal 
acquaintance,” she began again, addressing Little Dorrit, ‘by 
relating the circumstances that are much to her credit, I cannot 
object to comply with her request, I am sure. I have a son (I 
was first married extremely young) of two or three and twenty.” 

Fanny set her lips, and her eyes looked half triumphantly at 
her sister. 

‘“‘A son of two or three and twenty. He isa little gay, a 
thing Society is accustomed to in young men, and he is very 
impressible. Perhaps he inherits that misfortune. I am very 
impressible myself, by nature. The weakest of creatures. 
My feelings are touched in a moment.” 

She said all this, and everything else, as coldly as a woman 
of snow; quite forgetting the sisters except at odd times, and 
apparently addressing some abstraction of Society —for whose 
behoof, too, she occasionally arranged her dress, or the compo- 
sition of her figure upon the ottoman. 

“So he is very impressible. Not a misfortune in our 
natural state, I dare say, but we are not in a natural state. 
Much to be lamented, no doubt, particularly by myself, who 
am a child of nature if I could but show it; but so it is. 
Society suppresses us and dominates us— _ Bird, be quiet!” 

The parrot had broken intc a violent fit of laughter, after 
twisting divers bars of his cage with his crooked bill, and lick- 
ing them with his black tongue. 

“Jt is quite unnecessary to say to a person of your good 
sense, wide range of experience, and cultivated feelings,” said 
Mrs. Merdle, from her nest of crimson and gold—and there 
put up her glass to refresh her memory as to whom she was 
addressing, — “‘that the stage sometimes has a fascination for 
young men of that class of character. In saying the stage, I 
mean the people on it of the female sex. Therefore, when I 
heard that my son was supposed to be fascinated by a dancer, 
I knew what that usually meant in Society, and confided in 
her being a dancer at the Opera, where young men moving in 
Society are usually fascinated.” 
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She passed her white hands over one another, observant of 
the sisters now; and the rings upon her fingers grated against 
each other, with a hard sound. 

“As your sister will tell you, when I found what the theatre 
was, I was much surprised and much distressed. But when I 
found that your sister, by rejecting my son’s advances (I must 
add, in an unexpected manner), had brought him to the point 
of proposing marriage, my feelings were of the profoundest 
anguish — acute.” 

She traced the outline of her left eyebrow, and put it right. 

“Tn a distracted condition which only a mother — moving 
in Society — can be susceptible of, I determined to go myself 
to the theatre, and represent my state of mind to the dancer. 
I made myself known to your sister. I found her, to my sur- 
prise, in many respects different from my expectations; and 
certainly in none more so, than in meeting me with — what 
shall I say ?—a sort of family assertion on her own part?” 
Mrs. Merdle smiled. 

“T told you, ma’am,” said Fanny, with a heightening colour, 
‘that although you found me in that situation, I was so far 
above the rest, that I considered my family as good as your 
son’s; and that I had a brother who, knowing the circum- 
stances, would be of the same opinion, and would not consider 
such a connection any honour,” 

“Miss Dorrit,” said Mrs. Merdle, after frostily looking at 
her through her glass, ‘‘ precisely what I was on the point of 
telling your sister, in pursuance of your request. Much 
obliged to you for recalling it so accurately and anticipating 
me. I immediately,” addressing Little Dorrit, “‘(for I am the 
creature of impulse), took a bracelet from my arm, and begged 
your sister to let me clasp it on hers, in token of the delight 
I had in our being able to approach the subject so far ona 
common footing.” (This was perfectly true, the lady having 
bought a cheap and showy article on her way to the interview, 
with a general eye to bribery. ) 

“And I told you, Mrs. Merdle,” said Fanny, “that we 
might be unfortunate but were not common.” 

“JT think, the very words, Miss Dorrit,” assented Mrs. 
Merdle. 

“And I told you, Mrs. Merdle,” said Fanny, ‘‘that if you 
spoke to me of the superiority of your son’s standing in 
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Society, it was barely possible that you rather deceived your- 
self in your suppositions about my origin; and that my father’s 
standing, even in the Society in which he now moved (what 
that was, was best known to myself), was eminently superior, 
and was acknowledged by every one.” 

“Quite accurate,” rejoined Mrs. Merdle. ‘“‘A most admi- 
rable memory.” 

“Thank you, ma’am. Perhaps you will be so kind as to 
tell my sister the rest.” 

“There is very little to tell,” said Mrs. Merdle, reviewing 
the breadth of bosom which seemed essential to her having 
room enough to be unfeeling in, “but it is to your sister’s 
credit. I pointed out to your sister the plain state of the case; 
the impossibility of the Society in which we moved, recognis- 
ing the Society in which she moved—though charming, I 
have no doubt; the immense disadvantage at which she would 
consequently place the family she had so high an opinion of, 
upon which we should find ourselves compelled to look down 
with contempt, and from which (socially speaking) we should 
feel obliged to recoil with abhorrence. In short, I made an 
appeal to that laudable pride in your sister.” 

‘“‘Let my sister know, if you please, Mrs. Merdle,” Fanny 
pouted, with a toss of her gauzy bonnet, “that I had already 
had the honour of telling your son that I wished to have 
nothing whatever to say to him.” 

“Well, Miss Dorrit,” assented Mrs. Merdle, “perhaps I 
might have mentioned that before. If I did not think of it, 
perhaps it was because my mind reverted to the apprehensions 
I had at the time, that he might persevere and you might 
have something to say to him. I also mentioned to your sister 
—JI again address the non-professional Miss Dorrit — that my 
son would have nothing in the event of such a marriage, and 
would be an absolute beggar. (I mention that, merely as a 
fact which is part of the narrative, and not as supposing it to 
have influenced your sister, except in the prudent and legiti- 
mate way in which, constituted as our artificial system is, we 
must all be influenced by such considerations.) Finally, after 
some high words and high spirit on the part of your sister, we 
came to the complete understanding that there was no danger; 
and your sister was so obliging as to allow me to present her 
with a mark or two of my appreciation at my dressmaker’s.” 
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Little Dorrit looked sorry, and glanced at Fanny with a 
troubled face. 

“Also,” said Mrs. Merdle, ‘‘as to promise to give me the 
present pleasure of a closing interview, and of parting with her 
on the best of terms. On which occasion,” added Mrs. Mer- 
dle, quitting her nest, and putting something in Fanny’s hand, 
“Miss Dorrit will permit me to say Farewell with best wishes, 
in my own dull manner.” 

The sisters rose at the same time, and they all stood near 
the cage of the parrot, as he tore at a claw-full of biscuit and 
spat it out, seemed to mock them with a pompous dance of his 
body without moving his feet, and suddenly turned himself 
upside down and trailed himself all over the outside of his 
golden cage, with the aid of his cruel beak and his black 
tongue. 

** Adieu, Miss Dorrit, with best wishes,” said Mrs. Merdle. 
“Tf we could only come to a Millennium, or something of that 
sort, I for one might have the pleasure of knowing a number 
of charming and talented persons from whom I am at present 
excluded. A more primitive state of society would be deli- 
cious to me. There used to be a poem when [I learnt lessons, 
something about Lo the poor Indian whose something mind! 
If a few thousand persons moving in Society, could only go 
and be Indians, I would put my name down directly; but as, 
moving in Society, we can’t be Indians, unfortunately — Good 
morning! ” 

They came down stairs with powder before them and powder 
behind, the elder sister haughty and the younger sister hum- 
bled, and were shut out into unpowdered Harley Street, Cav- 
endish Square. 

“Well?” said Fanny, when they had gone a little way 
without speaking. “Have you nothing to say, Amy?” 

“Oh, I don’t know what to say!” she answered distressed. 
You didn’t like this young man, Fanny ?” 

“Tike him? He is almost an idiot.” 

“I am so sorry——don’t be hurt— but, since you ask me 
what I have to say, I am so very sorry, Fanny, that you suf- 
fered this lady to give you anything.” 

“You little Fool!” returned her sister, shaking her with the 
sharp pull she gave her arm. “Have you no spirit at all? 
But that’s just the way! You have no self-respect, you have 
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no becoming pride. Just as you allow yourself to be followed 
about by a contemptible little Chivery of a thing,” with the 
scornfullest emphasis, ‘you would let your family be trodden 
on, and never turn.” 

“Don’t say that, dear Fanny. I do what I can for them.” 

“You do what you can for them!” repeated Fanny, walking 
her on very fast. “Would you let a woman like this, whom 
you could see, if you had any experience of anything, to be as 
false and insolent as a woman can be — would you let her put 
her foot upon your family, and thank her for it?” 

“No, Fanny, I am sure.” 

“Then make her pay for it, you mean little thing. What 
else can you make her do? Make her pay for it, you stupid 
child; and do your family some credit with the money!” 

They spoke no more, all the way back to the lodging where 
Fanny and her uncle lived. When they arrived there, they 
found the old man practising his clarionet in the dolefulest 
manner in a corner of the room. Fanny had a composite meal 
to make, of chops, and porter, and tea; and indignantly pre- 
tended to prepare it for herself, though her sister did all that 
in quiet reality. When, at last, Fanny sat down to eat and 
drink, she threw the table implements about and was angry 
with her bread, much as her father had been last night. 

“Tf you despise me,” she said, bursting into vehement tears, 
“because I am a dancer, why did you put me in the way of 
being one? It was your doing. You would have me stoop 
as low as the ground before this Mrs. Merdle, and let her say 
what she liked and do what she liked, and hold us all in con- 
tempt, and tell me so to my face. Because I am a dancer!” 

“O Fanny!” 

“And Tip too, poor fellow. She is to disparage him just 
as much as she likes, without any check —JI suppose because 
he has been in the law, and the docks, and different things. 
Why, it was your doing, Amy. You might at least approve 
of his being defended.” 

All this time the uncle was dolefully,blowing his clarionet 
in the corner, sometimes taking it an inch or so from his 
mouth for a moment while he stopped to gaze at them, with a 
vague impression that somebody had said something. 

“And your father, your poor father, Amy. Because he is 
not free, to show himself and to speak for himself, you would 
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let such people insult him with impunity. If you don’t feel 
for yourself because you go out to work, you might at least 
feel for him, I should think, knowing what he has undergone 
so long.” 

Poor Little Dorrit felt the injustice of this taunt rather 
sharply. The remembrance of last night added a barbed point 
to it. She said nothing in reply, but turned her chair from 
the table towards the fire. Uncle, after making one more 
pause, blew a dismal wail and went on again. 

Fanny was passionate with the teacups and the bread as long 
as her passion lasted, and then protested that she was the 
wretchedest girl in the world, and she wished she was dead. 
After that, her crying became remorseful, and she got up and 
put her arms round her sister. Little Dorrit tried to stop her 
from saying anything, but she answered that she would, she 
must! Thereupon she said again, and again, “I beg your 
pardon, Amy,” and “Forgive me, Amy,” almost as passion- 
ately as she had said what she regretted. 

“But indeed, indeed, Amy,” she resumed, when they were 
seated in sisterly accord side by side, ‘I hope and I think you 
would have seen this differently, if you had known a little more 
of Society.” 

“Perhaps I might, Fanny,” said the mild Little Dorrit. 

“You see, while you have been domestic and resignedly 
shut up there, Amy,” pursued her sister, gradually beginning 
to patronise, “I have been out, moving more in Society, and 
may have been getting proud and spirited — more than I ought 
to be, perhaps?” 

Little Dorrit answered, ‘‘Yes. Oh, yes!” 

“And while you have been thinking of the dinner or the 
clothes, I may have been thinking, you know, of the family. 
Now, may it not be so, Amy?” 

Little Dorrit again nodded “Yes,” with a more cheerful face 
than heart. 

“Especially as we know,” said Fanny, “that there certainly 
is a tone in the place to which you have been so true, which 
does belong to it, and which does make it different from other 
aspects of Society. So kiss me once again, Amy dear, and we 
will agree that we may both be right, and that you are a tran- 
quil, domestic, home-loving, good girl.” 

The clarionet had been lamenting most pathetically during 
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this dialogue, but was cut short now by Fanny’s announcement 
that it was time to go; which she conveyed to her uncle by 
shutting up his scrap of music, and taking the clarionet out of 
his mouth. 

Little Dorrit parted from them at the door, and hastened 
back to the Marshalsea. It fell dark there sooner than else- 
where, and going into it that evening was like going into a 
deep trench. The shadow of the wall was on every object. 
Not least, upon the figure in the old grey gown and the black 
velvet cap, as it turned towards her when she opened the door 
of the dim room. 

“Why not upon me too!” thought Little Dorrit, with the 
door yet in her hand. ‘It was not unreasonable in Fanny.” 
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CHAPTER! XXI 
MR. MERDLE’S COMPLAINT 


Upon that establishment of state, the Merdle establishment 
in Harley Street, Cavendish Square, there was the shadow of 
no more common wall than the fronts of other establishments 
of state on the opposite side of the street. Like unexception- 
able Society, the opposing rows of houses in Harley Street 
were very grim with one another. Indeed, the mansions and 
their inhabitants were so much alike in that respect, that the 
people were often to be found drawn up on opposite sides of 
dinner tables, in the shade of their own loftiness, staring at 
the other side of the way with the dulness of the houses. 

Everybody knows how like the street the two dinner-rows 
of people who take their stand by the street will be. The 
expressionless uniform twenty houses, all to be knocked at and 
rung at in the same form, all approachable by the same dull 
steps, all fended off by the same pattern of railing, all with 
the same impracticable fire-escapes, the same inconvenient 
fixtures in their heads, and everything without exception to 
be taken at a high valuation — who has not dined with these ? 
The house so drearily out of repair, the occasional bow-win- 
dow, the stuccoed house, the newly-fronted house, the corner 
house with nothing but angular rooms, the house with the 
blinds always down, the house with the hatchment always up, 
the house where the collector has called for one quarter of an 
Idea, and found nobody at home—who has not dined with 
these? The house that nobody will take, and is to be hada 
bargain — who does not know her? The showy house that 
was taken for life by the disappointed gentleman, and which 
does n’t suit him at all—who is unacquainted with that 
haunted habitation ? 

Harley Street, Cavendish Square, was more than aware of 
Mr. and Mrs. Merdle. Intruders there were in Harley Street, 
of whom it was not aware; but Mr. and Mrs. Merdle it 
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delighted to honour. Society was aware of Mr. and Mrs. 
Merdle. Society had said, “‘ Let us license them; let us know 
them.” 

Mr. Merdle was immensely rich; a man of prodigious enter- 
prise; a Midas without the ears, who turned all he touched to 
gold. He was in everything good, from banking to building. 
He was in Parliament, of course. He was in the City, neces- 
sarily. He was Chairman of this, Trustee of that, President 
of the other. The weightiest of men had said to projectors, 
“Now, what name have you got? Have you got Merdle?” 
And, the reply being in the negative, had said, ‘‘Then I won’t 
look at you.” 

This great and fortunate man had provided that extensive 
bosom, which required so much room to be unfeeling enough 
in, with a nest of crimson and gold some fifteen years before. 
It was not a bosom to repose upon, but it was a capital bosom 
to hang jewels upon. Mr. Merdle wanted something to hang 
jewels upon, and he bought it for the purpose. Storr and 
Mortimer might have married on the same speculation. 

Like all his other speculations, it was sound and successful. 
The jewels showed to the richest advantage. The bosom, 
moving in Society with the jewels displayed upon it, attracted 
general admiration. Society approving, Mr. Merdle was satis- 
fied. He was the most disinterested of men, — did everything 
for Society, and got as little for himself, out of all his gain 
and care, as a man might. 

That is to say, it may be supposed that he got all he wanted, 
otherwise with unlimited wealth he would have got it. But 
his desire was to the utmost to satisfy Society (whatever that 
was), and take up all its drafts upon him for tribute. He did 
not shine in company; he had not very much to say for him- 
self; he was a reserved man, with a broad, overhanging, 
watchful head, that particular kind of dull red colour in his 
cheeks which is rather stale than fresh, and a somewhat uneasy 
expression about his coat-cuffs, as if they were in his confi- 
dence, and had reasons for being anxious to hide his hands, 
In the little he said, he was a pleasant man enough; plain, 
emphatic about public and private confidence, and tenacious of 
the utmost deference being shown by every one, in all things, 
to Society. In this same Society (if that were it which came 
to his dinners, and to Mrs. Merdle’s receptions and concerts), 
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he hardly seemed to enjoy himself much, and was mostly to 
be found against walls and behind doors. Also when he went 
out to it, instead of its coming home to him, he seemed a little 
fatigued, and upon the whole rather more disposed for bed; 
but he was always cultivating it nevertheless, and always 
moving in it, and always laying out money on it with the 
greatest liberality. 

Mrs. Merdle’s first husband had been a colonel, under whose 
auspices the bosom had entered into competition with the 
snows of North America, and had come off at little disadvan- 
tage in point of whiteness, and at none in point of coldness. 
The colonel’s son was Mrs. Merdle’s only child. He was of 
a chuckle-headed high-shouldered make, with a general appear- 
ance of being not so much a young man as a swelled boy. 
He had given so few signs of reason, that a by-word went 
among his companions that his brain had been frozen up in a 
mighty frost which prevailed at St. John’s, New Brunswick, 
at the period of his birth there, and had never thawed from 
that hour. Another by-word represented him as having in his 
infancy, through the negligence of a nurse, fallen out of a high 
window on his head, which had been heard by responsible 
witnesses to crack. It is probable that both these represen- 
tations were of ex post facto origin; the young gentleman 
(whose expressive name was Sparkler) being monomaniacal in 
offering marriage to all manner of undesirable young ladies, 
and in remarking of every successive young lady to whom he 
tendered a matrimonial proposal that she was ‘‘a doosed fine 
gal — well educated too — with no biggodd nonsense about her.” 

A son-in-law with these limited talents might have been a 
clog upon another man; but Mr. Merdle did not want a son- 
in-law for himself; he wanted a son-in-law for Society. Mr. 
Sparkler having been in the Guards, and being in the habit of 
frequenting all the races, and all the lounges, and all the par- 
ties, and being well known, Society was satisfied with its son- 
in-law. This happy result Mr. Merdle would have considered 
well attained, though Mr. Sparkler had been a more expensive 
article. And he did not get Mr. Sparkler by any means cheap 
for Society, even as it was. 

There was a dinner giving in the Harley Street establish- 
ment, while Little Dorrit was stitching at her father’s new 
shirts by his side that night; and there were magnates from 
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the Court and magnates from the City, magnates from the 
Commons and magnates from the Lords, magnates from the 
bench and magnates from the bar, Bishop magnates, Treasury 
magnates, Horse Guards magnates, Admiralty magnates, — all 
the magnates that keep us going, and sometimes trip us up. 

“T am told,” said Bishop magnate to Horse Guards, “that 
Mr. Merdle has made another enormous hit. They say a hun- 
dred thousand pounds.” 

Horse Guards had heard two. 

Treasury had heard three. 

Bar, handling his persuasive double eye-glass, was by no 
means clear but that it might be four. It was one of those 
happy strokes of calculation and combination, the result of 
which it was difficult to estimate. It was one of those in- 
stances of a comprehensive grasp, associated with habitual luck 
and characteristic boldness, of which an age presented us but 
few. But here was Brother Bellows, who had been in the 
great Bank case, and who could probably tell us more. What 
did Brother Bellows put this new success at? 

Brother Bellows was on his way to make his bow to the 
bosom, and could only tell them in passing that he had heard 
it stated, with great appearance of truth, as being worth, from 
first to last, half a million of money. 

Admiralty said Mr. Merdle was a wonderful man. Treasury 
said he was a new power in the country, and would be able to 
buy up the whole House of Commons. Bishop said he was 
glad to think that this wealth flowed into the coffers of a gen- 
tleman who was always disposed to maintain the best interests 
of Society. 

Mr. Merdle himself was usually late on these occasions, as 
a man still detained in the clutch of giant enterprises when 
other men had shaken off their dwarfs for the day. On this 
occasion, he was the last arrival. Treasury said Merdle’s work 
punished him a little. Bishop said he was glad to think that 
this wealth flowed into the coffers of a gentleman who accepted 
it with meekness. 

Powder! There was so much Powder in waiting, that it 
flavoured the dinner. Pulverous particles got into the dishes, 
and Society’s meats had a seasoning of first-rate footmen. Mr. 
Merdle took down a countess who was secluded somewhere in 
the core of an immense dress, to which she was in the propor- 
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tion of the heart to the overgrown cabbage. If so low a simile 
may be admitted, the dress went down the staircase like a 
tichly brocaded Jack in the Green, and nobody knew what sort 
of small person carried it. 

Society had everything it could want, and could not want, 
for dinner. It had everything to look? at, and everything to 
eat, and everything to drink. It is to be hoped it enjoyed 
itself; for Mr. Merdle’s own share of the repast might have 
been paid for with eighteenpence. Mrs. Merdle was magnifi- 
cent. The chief butler was the next magnificent institution of 
the day. He was the stateliest man in company. He did 
nothing, but he looked on as few other men could have done. 
He was Mr. Merdle’s last gift to Society. Mr. Merdle didn’t 
want him, and was put out of countenance when the great 
creature looked at him; but inappeasable Society would have 
him — and had got him. 

The invisible countess carried out the Green at the usual 
stage of the entertainment, and the file of beauty was closed up 
by the bosom. ‘Treasury said, Juno. Bishop said, Judith. 

Bar fell into discussion with Horse Guards concerning 
courts-martial. Brother Bellows and Bench struck in. Other 
magnates paired off. Mr. Merdle sat silent, and looked at the 
table-cloth. Sometimes a magnate addressed him, to turn the 
stream of his own particular discussion towards him; but Mr. 
Merdle seldom gave much attention to it, or did more than 
rouse himself from his calculations and pass the wine. 

When they rose, so many of the magnates had something to 
say to Mr. Merdle individually, that he held little levees by 
the sideboard, and checked them off as they went out at the 
door. 

Treasury hoped he might venture to congratulate one of 
England’s world-famed capitalists and merchant-princes (he 
had turned that original sentiment in the house a few times, 
and it came easy to him) on anew achievement. To extend 
the triumphs of such men was to extend the triumphs and 
resources of the nation; and Treasury felt—he gave Mr. 
Merdle to understand — patriotic on the subject. 

“Thank you, my lord,” said Mr. Merdle; “thank you. I 
accept your congratulations with pride, and I am glad you 
approve.” 

“Why, I don’t unreservedly approve, my dear Mr. Merdle. 
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Because,” smiling Treasury turned him by the arm towards the 
sideboard and spoke banteringly, “it never can be worth your 
while to come among us and help us.” 

Mr. Merdle felt honoured by the — 

“No, no,” said Treasury, “that is not the light in which 
one so distinguished for practical knowledge, and great fore- 
sight, can be expected to regard it. If we should ever be 
happily enabled, by accidentally possessing the control over 
circumstances, to propose to one so eminent to—to come 
among us, and give us the weight of his influence, knowledge, 
and character, we could only propose it to him as a duty. In 
fact, as a duty that he owed to Society.” 

Mr. Merdle intimated that Society was the apple of his eye, 
and that its claims were paramount to every other considera- 
tion. Treasury moved on, and Bar came up. 

Bar, with his little insinuating Jury droop, and fingering 
his persuasive double eye-glass, hoped he might be excused if he 
mentioned to one of the greatest converters of the root of all 
evil into the root of all good, who had for a long time reflected 
a shining lustre on the annals even of our commercial country 
—if he mentioned, disinterestedly, and as what we lawyers 
called in our pedantic way amicus curie, a fact that had come 
by accident within his knowledge. He had been required to 
look over the title of a very considerable estate in one of the 
eastern counties—lying, in fact, for Mr. Merdle knew we 
lawyers loved to be particular, on the borders of two of the 
eastern counties. Now, the title was perfectly sound, and the 
estate was to be purchased by one’who had the command of — 
Money (Jury droop and persuasive eye-glass), on remarkably 
advantageous terms. This had come to Bar’s knowledge only 
that day, and it had occurred to him, “I shall have the honour 
of dining with my esteemed friend Mr. Merdle this evening, 
and, strictly between ourselves, I will mention the opportu- 
nity.” Such a purchase would involve not only great legiti- 
mate political influence, but some half dozen church presenta- 
tions of considerable annual value. Now, that Mr. Merdle 
was already at no loss to discover means of occupying even his 
capital, and of fully employing even his active and vigorous 
intellect, Bar well knew; but he would venture to suggest that 
the question arose in his mind, whether one who had deservedly 
gained so high a position and so European a reputation did not 
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owe it— we would not say to himself, but we would say te 
Society, to possess himself of such influences as these; and to 
exercise them—we would not say for his own, or for his 
party’s, but we would say for Society’s — benefit. 

Mr. Merdle again expressed himself as wholly devoted to 
that object of his constant consideration, and Bar took his 
persuasive eye-glass up the grand staircase. Bishop then came 
undesignedly sliding in the direction of the sideboard. 

Surely the goods of this world, it occurred in an accidental 
way to Bishop to remark, could scarcely be directed into hap- 
pier channels than when they accumulated under the magic 
touch of the wise and sagacious, who, while they knew the 
just value of riches (Bishop tried here to look as if he were 
rather poor himself), were aware of their importance, judi- 
ciously governed and rightly distributed, to the welfare of our 
brethren at large. . 

Mr. Merdle with humility expressed his conviction that 
Bishop could n’t mean him, and with inconsistency expressed 
his high gratification in Bishop’s good opinion. 

Bishop then —jauntily stepping out a little with his well- 
shaped right leg, as though he said to Mr. Merdle, “don’t 
mind the apron; a mere form!” — put this case to his good 
friend: — 

Whether it had occurred to his good friend, that Society 
might not unreasonably hope that one so blest in his undertak- 
-ings, and whose example on his pedestal was so influential 
with it, would shed a little money in the direction of a mission 
or so to Africa? 

Mr. Merdle signifying that the idea should have his best 
attention, Bishop put another case: — 

Whether his good friend had at all interested himself in the 
proceedings of our Combined Additional Endowed Dignitaries 
Committee, and whether it had occurred to him that to shed 
a little money in that direction might be a great conception 
finely executed ? 

Mr. Merdle made a similar reply, and Bishop explained his 
reason for inquiring. 

Society looked to such men as his good friend to do such 
things. It was not that he looked to them, but that Society 
looked to them. Just as it was not Our Committee who 
wanted the Additional Endowed Dignitaries, but it was Society 
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that was in a state of the most agonising uneasiness of mind 
until it got them. He begged to assure his good friend that 
he was extremely sensible of his good friend’s regard on all 
occasions for the best interests of Society; and he considered 
that he was at once consulting those interests, and expressing 
the feeling of Society, when he wished him continued pros- 
perity, continued increase of riches, and continued things in 
general. 

Bishop then betook himself up stairs, and the other mag- 
nates gradually floated up after him until there was no one left 
below but Mr. Merdle. That gentleman, after looking at the 
table-cloth until the soul of the chief butler glowed with a 
noble resentment, went slowly up after the rest, and became 
of no account in the stream of people on the grand staircase. 
Mrs. Merdle was at home, the best of the jewels were hung 
out to be seen, Society got what it came for, Mr. Merdle drank 
twopennyworth of tea in a corner and got more than he 
wanted. 

Among the evening magnates was a famous physician, who 
knew everybody, and whom everybody knew. On entering 
at the door, he came upon Mr. Merdle drinking his tea in a 
corner, and touched him on the arm. 

Mr. Merdle started. “Oh! It’s you!” 

‘Any better to-day ?” 

“No,” said Mr. Merdle, “I am no better.” 

“A pity I didn’t see you this morning. Pray come to me 
to-morrow, or let me come to you.” 

“Well!” he replied. ‘‘I will come to-morrow as I drive 
by.” 

Bar and Bishop had both been bystanders during this short 
dialogue, and as Mr. Merdle was swept away by the crowd, 
they made their remarks upon it to the Physician. Bar said, 
there was a certain point of mental strain beyond which no 
man could go; that the point varied with various textures of 
brain and peculiarities of constitution, as he had had occasion 
to notice in several of his learned brothers; but, the point of 
endurance passed by a line’s breadth, depression and dyspepsia 
ensued. Not to intrude on the sacred mysteries of medicine, 
he took it, now (with the Jury droop and persuasive eye-glass), 
that this was Merdle’s case? Bishop said that when he was a 
young man, and had fallen for a brief space into the habit of 
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writing sermons on Saturdays, a habit which all young sons of 
the church should sedulously avoid, he had frequently been 
sensible of a depression, arising as he supposed from an over- 
taxed intellect, upon which the yolk of a new-laid egg, beaten 
up by the good woman in whose house he at that time lodged, 
with a glass of sound sherry, nutmeg, and powdered sugar, 
acted like a charm. Without presuming to offer so simple a 
remedy to the consideration of so profound a professor of the 
great healing art, he would venture to inquire whether the 
strain, being by way of intricate calculations, the spirits might 
not (humanly speaking) be restored to their tone by a gentle 
and yet generous stimulant ? 

“Yes,” said the physician, ‘yes, you are both right. But 
I may as well tell you that I can find nothing the matter with 
Mr. Merdle. He has the constitution of a rhinoceros, the 
digestion of an ostrich, and the concentration of an oyster. 
As to nerves, Mr. Merdle is of a cool temperament, and not a 
sensitive man; is about as invulnerable, I should say, as 
Achilles. How such a man should suppose himself unwell 
without reason, you may think strange. But I have found 
nothing the matter with him. He may have some deep-seated 
recondite complaint. I can’t say. I only say, that at present 
I have not found it out.” 

There was no shadow of Mr. Merdle’s complaint on the 
bosom now displaying precious stones in rivalry with many 
similar superb jewel-stands; there was no shadow of Mr. 
Merdle’s complaint on young Sparkler hovering about the 
rooms, monomaniacally seeking any sufficiently ineligible young 
lady with no nonsense about her; there was no shadow of 
Mr. Merdle’s complaint on the Barnacles and Stiltstalkings, of 
whom whole colonies were present; or on any of the company. 
Even on himself, its shadow was faint enough as he moved 
about among the throng, receiving homage. 

Mr. Merdle’s complaint. Society and he had so much to 
do with one another in all things else, that it is hard to imag- 
ine his complaint, if he had one, being solely his own affair. 
Had he that deep-seated recondite complaint, and did any 
doctor find it out? Patience. In the mean time, the shadow 
of the Marshalsea wall was a real darkening influence, and 
could be seen on the Dorrit Family at any stage of the sun’s 
course. 
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CHAPTER XXII 
A PUZZLE 


Mr. CiennaAm did not increase in favour with the Father 
of the Marshalsea in the ratio of his increasing visits. His 
obtuseness on the great Testimonial question was not calculated 
to awaken admiration in the paternal breast, but had rather a 
tendency to give offence in that sensitive quarter, and to be 
regarded as a positive shortcoming in point of gentlemanly 
feeling. An impression of disappointment, occasioned by the 
discovery that Mr. Clennam scarcely possessed that delicacy for 
which, in the confidence of his nature, he had been inclined to 
give him credit, began to darken the fatherly mind in connec- 
tion with that gentleman. The father went so far as to say, 
in his private family circle, that he feared Mr. Clennam was 
not a man of high instincts. He was happy, he observed, 
in his public capacity as leader and representative of the Col- 
lege, to receive Mr. Clennam when he called to pay his re- 
spects; but he didn’t find that he got on with him personally. 
There appeared to be something (he didn’t know what it was) 
wanting in him. Howbeit, the father did not fail in any 
outward show of politeness, but, on the contrary, honoured 
him with much attention; perhaps cherishing the hope that, 
although not a man of a sufficiently brilliant and spontaneous 
turn of mind to repeat his former testimonial unsolicited, it 
might still be within the compass of his nature to bear the part 
of a responsive gentleman, in any correspondence that way 
tending. 

In the threefold capacity, of the gentleman from outside 
_who had been accidentally locked in on the night of his first 
appearance, of the gentleman from outside who had inquired 
into the affairs of the Father of the Marshalsea with the stu- 
pendous idea of getting him out, and of the gentleman from 
outside who took an interest in the child of the Marshalsea, 
Clennam soon became a visitor of mark. He was not surprised 
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by the attentions he received from Mr. Chivery when that 
officer was on the lock, for he made little distinction between 
Mr. Chivery’s politeness and that of the other turnkeys. It 
was on one particular afternoon that Mr. Chivery surprised 
him all at once, and stood forth from his companions in bold 
relief. 

Mr. Chivery, by some artful exercise of his power of clear- 
ing the Lodge, had contrived to rid it of all sauntering Col- 
legians; so that Clennam, coming out of the prison, should 
find him on duty alone. 

(Private) I ask your pardon, sir,” said Mr. Chivery in a 
secret manner; ‘but which way might you be going?” 

“T am going over the Bridge.” He saw in Mr. Chivery, 
with some astonishment, quite an Allegory of Silence, as he 
stood with his key on his lips. 

(Private) I ask your pardon again,” said Mr. Chivery, 
“but could you go round by Horsemonger Lane? Could you 
by any means find time to look in at that address?” handing 
him a little card, printed for circulation among the connection 
of Chivery and Co. Tobacconists, Importers of pure Havannah 
Cigars, Bengal Cheroots, and fine-flavoured Cubas, Dealers in 
Fancy Snuffs, etc. ete. 

“(Private) It ain’t tobacco business,” said Mr. Chivery. 
“The truth is, it’s my wife. She’s wishful to say a word 
to you, sir, upon a point respecting — yes,” said Mr. Chiv- 
ery, answering Clennam’s look of apprehension with a nod, 
“respecting her.” 

“T will make a point of seeing your wife directly.” 

“Thank you, sir. Much obliged. It ain’t above ten 
minutes out of your way. Please to ask for Mrs. Chivery!” 
These instructions, Mr. Chivery, who had already let him out, 
cautiously called through a little slide in the outer door, which 
he could draw back from within for the inspection of visitors, 
when it pleased him. 

Arthur Clennam, with the card in his hand, betook himself 
to the address set forth upon it, and speedily arrived there. 
It was a very small establishment, wherein a decent woman sat 
behind the counter working at her needle. Little jars of 
tobacco, little boxes of cigars, a little assortment of pipes, a 
little jar or two of snuff, and a little instrument like a shoeing: 
horn for serving it out, composed the retail stock in trade. 

VOL. I. 
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Arthur mentioned his name, and his having promised to 
call, on the solicitation of Mr. Chivery. About something 
relating to Miss Dorrit, he believed. Mrs. Chivery at once 
laid aside her work, rose up from her seat behind the counter 
and deploringly shook her head. 

“You may see him now,” said she, “if you ’ll condescend 
to take a peep.” 

With these mysterious words, she preceded the visitor into 
a little parlour behind the shop, with a little window in it 
commanding a very little dull back yard. In this yard, a wash 
of sheets and table-cloths tried (in vain, for want of air) to get 
itself dried on a line or two; and among those flapping articles 
was sitting in a chair, like the last mariner left alive on the 
deck of a damp ship without the power of furling the sails, a 
little woebegone young man. 

“Our John,” said Mrs. Chivery. 

Not to be deficient in interest, Clennam asked what he 
might be doing there ? 

“It’s the only change he takes,” said Mrs. Chivery, shak- 
ing her head afresh. ‘“‘He won’t go out, even in the back 
yard, when there’s no linen; but when there’s linen to keep 
the neighbours’ eyes off, he’ll sit there, hours. Hours he 
will. Says he feels as if it was groves!” Mrs. Chivery shook 
her head again, put her apron in a motherly way to her eyes, 
and reconducted her visitor into the regions of the business. 

“Please to take a seat, sir,” said Mrs. Chivery. ‘‘ Miss 
Dorrit is the matter with Our John, sir; he’s a breaking his 
heart for her, and I would wish to take the liberty to ask how 
it’s to be made good to his parents when bust?” 

Mrs. Chivery, who was a comfortable-looking woman, much 
respected about Horsemonger Lane for her feelings and her 
conversation, uttered this speech with fell composure, and im- 
mediately afterwards began again to shake her head and dry her 
eyes. 

“Sir,” said she in continuation, “you are acquainted with 
the family, and have interested yourself with the family, and 
are influential with the family. If you can promote views cal- 
culated to make two young people happy, let me, for Our 
John's sake, and for both their sakes, implore you so to do.” 

‘“‘T have been so habituated,” returned Arthur, at a loss, 
“during the short time I have known her, to consider Little — 
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I have been so habituated to consider Miss Dorrit in a light 
altogether removed from that in which you present her to me, 
that you quite take me by surprise. Does she know your 
son ?” 

“Brought up together, sir,” said Mrs. Chivery. ‘Played 
together! ” 

‘Does she know your son as her admirer?” 

“Oh! bless you, sir,” said Mrs. Chivery, with a sort of 
triumphant shiver, “she never could have seen him on a Sun- 
day without knowing he was that. His cane alone would have 
told it long ago, if nothing else had. Young men like John 
don’t take to ivory hands a pinting, for nothing. How did I 
first know it myself? Similarly.” 

**Perhaps Miss Dorrit may not be so ready as you, you see.” 

“Then she knows it, sir,” said Mrs, Chivery, “by word of 
mouth.” 

** Are you sure?” 

“Sir,” said Mrs. Chivery, ‘‘sure and certain as in this house 
I am. Isee my son go out with my own eyes when in this 
house I was, and I see my son come in with my own eyes when 
in this house I was, and I know he done it!” Mrs. Chivery 
derived a surprising force of emphasis from the foregoing cir- 
cumstantiality and repetition. 

“May I ask you how he came to fall into the desponding 
state which causes you so much uneasiness ? ” 

“That,” said Mrs. Chivery, “took place on that same day 
when to this house I see that John with these eyes return. Never 
been himself in this house since. Never was like what he has 
been since, not from the hour when to this house seven year 
ago me and his father, as tenants by the quarter, came!” An 
effect in the nature of an affidavit was gained for this speech, 
by Mrs. Chivery’s peculiar power of construction. 

“May I venture to inquire what is your version of the mat- 
ter?” 

“You may,” said Mrs. Chivery, “and I will give it you in 
honour and in word as true as in this shop I stand. Our John 
has every one’s good word and every one’s good wish. He 
played with her as a child when in that yard a child she played. 
He has known her ever since. He went out upon the Sunday 
afternoon when in this very parlour he had dined, and met her, 
with appointment or without appointment, which I do not pre- 
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tend to say. He made his offer to her. Her brother and sister 
is high in their views, and against Our John. Her father is all 
for himself in his views, and against sharing her with any one. 
Under which circumstances she has answered Our John, ‘ No, 
John, I cannot have you, [ cannot have any husband, it is not 
my intentions ever to become a wife, it is my intentions to be 
always a sacrifice, farewell, find another worthy of you, and 
forget me!’ This is the way in which she is doomed to be a 
constant slave, to them that are not worthy that a constant slave 
she unto them should be. This is the way in which Our John 
has come to find no pleasure but in taking cold among the 
‘linen, and in showing in that yard, as in that yard I have 
myself shown you, a broken down ruin that goes home to his 
mother’s heart!” Here the good woman pointed to the little 
window, whence her son might be seen sitting disconsolate in 
the tuneless groves; and again shook her head and wiped her 
eyes, and besought him, for the united sakes of both the young 
people, to exercise his influence towards the bright reversal of 
these dismal events. 

She was so confident in her exposition of the case, and it 
was so undeniably founded on correct premises in so far as the 
relative positions of Little Dorrit and her family were con- 
cerned, that Clennam could not feel positive on the other side. 
He had come to attach to Little Dorrit an interest so peculiar 
— an interest that removed her from, while it grew out of, the 
common and coarse things surrounding her —that he found it 
disappointing, disagreeable, almost painful, to suppose her in 
love with young Mr. Chivery in the back yard, or any such 
person. On the other hand, he reasoned with himself that she 
was just as good and just as true, in love with him, as not in 
love with him; and that to make a kind of domesticated fairy 
of her, on the penalty of isolation at heart from the only people 
she knew, would be but a weakness of his own fancy, and not 
akind one. Still, her youthful and ethereal appearance, her 
timid manner, the charm of her sensitive voice and eyes, the 
very many respects in which she had interested him out of her 
own individuality, and the strong difference between herself 
and those about her, were not in unison, and were determined 
not to be in unison, with this newly presented idea. 

He told the worthy Mrs. Chivery, after turning these things 
over in his mind—he did that, indeed, while she was yet 
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speaking — that he might be relied upon to do his utmost at all 
times to promote the happiness of Miss Dorrit, and to further 
the wishes of her heart if it were in his power to do so, and if 
he could discover what they were. At the same time, he cau- 
tioned her against assumptions and appearances; enjoined strict 
silence and secrecy, lest Miss Dorrit should be made unhappy ; 
and particularly advised her to endeavour to win her son’s con- 
fidence, and so to make quite sure of the state of the case. 
Mrs. Chivery considered the latter precaution superfluous, but 
said she would try. She shook her head as if she had not de- 
rived all the comfort she had fondly expected from this interview, 
but thanked him nevertheless for the trouble he had kindly 
taken. They then parted good friends, and Arthur walked away. 

The crowd in the street jostling the crowd in his mind, and 
the two crowds making a confusion, he avoided London Bridge, 
and turned off in the quieter direction of the Iron Bridge. He 
had scarcely set foot upon it, when he saw Little Dorrit walk- 
ing on before him. It was a pleasant day, with a light breeze 
blowing, and she seemed to have that minute come there for 
air. He had left her in her father’s room within an hour. 

It was a timely chance, favourable to his wish of observing 
her face and manner when no one else was by. He quickened 
his pace; but before he reached her she turned her head. 

‘Have I startled you?” he asked. 

“T thought I knew the step,” she answered hesitating. 

“And did you know it, Little Dorrit? You could hardly 
have expected mine.” 

“T did not expect any. But when I heard a step, I thought 
it — sounded like yours.” 

“Are you going further?” 

“No, sir, I am only walking here for a little change.” 

They walked together, and she recovered her confiding man- 
ner with him, and looked up in his face, as she said, after glan- 
cing around : — 

“It is so strange. Perhaps you can hardly understand it. 
I sometimes have a sensation as if it was almost unfeeling to 
walk here.” 

“ Unfeeling ? ” 

“To see the river, and so much sky, and so many objects, 
and such change and motion. Then to go back, you know, 
and find him in the same cramped place.” 
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“Ah, yes! But going back, you must remember that you 
take with you the spirit and influence of such things, to cheer 
him.” 

“Do I? I hope I may! Iam afraid you fancy too much, 
sir, and make me out too powerful. If you were in prison, 
could I bring such comfort to you?” 

“Yes, Little Dorrit. JI am sure of it!” 

He gatheréd from a tremor on her lip, and a passing shadow 
of great agitation on her face, that her mind was with her 
father. He remained silent for a few moments, that she might 
regain her composure. ‘The Little Dorrit, trembling on his 
arm, was less in unison than ever with Mrs. Chivery’s theory, 
and yet was not irreconcilable with a new fancy which sprung 
up within him, that there might be some one else in the hope- 
less — newer fancy still—in the hopeless unattainable dis- 
tance. 

They turned, and Clennam said, Here was Maggy coming! 
Little Dorrit looked up, surprised, and they confronted Maggy, 
who brought herself at sight of them to a dead stop. She had 
been trotting along, so preoccupied and busy, that she had not 
recognised them until they turned upon her. She was now in 
a moment so conscience-stricken, that her very basket partook 
of the change. 

“Maggy, you promised me to stop near father.” 

“So I would, Little Mother, only he wouldn’t let me. If 
he takes and sends me out I must go. If he takes and says, 
‘Maggy, you hurry away and back with that letter, and you 
shall have a sixpence if the answer ’s a good ’un,’ I must take 
it. Lor, Little Mother, what’s a poor thing of ten year old 
to do? And if Mr. Tip—if he happens to be a coming in as 
I come out, and if he says, ‘ Where are you going, Maggy?’ 
and if I says, ‘I’m a going So and So,’ and if he says, ‘Ill 
have a Try too,’ and if he goes into the George and writes a 
letter, and if he gives it me and says, ‘Take that one to the 
same place, and if the answer’s a good ’un I’ll give you a 
shilling,’ it ain’t my fault, mother!” 

Arthur read, in Little Dorrit’s downcast eyes, to whom she 
foresaw that the letters were addressed. 

_“T’m a going So and So. There! That’s where I ama 
going to,” said Maggy. “I’m a going So and So. It ain’t 
you, Little Mother, that’s got anything to do with it— it’s 
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you, you know,” said Maggy, addressing Arthur. ‘‘You’d 
better come, So and So, and let me take and give ’em to you.” 

“We will not be so particular as that, Maggy. Give them 
me here,” said Clennam, in a low voice. 

“Well, then, come across the road,” answered Maggy, in a 
very loud whisper. ‘Little Mother wasn’t to know nothing 
of it, and she would never have known nothing of it if you 
had only gone, So and So, instead of bothering and loitering 
about. It ain’t my fault. I must do what I am told. They 
ought to be ashamed of themselves for telling me.” 

Clennam crossed to the other side, and hurriedly opened 
the letters. That from the father mentioned that most unex- 
pectedly finding himself in the novel position of having been 
disappointed of a remittance from the City on which he had 
confidently counted, he took up his pen, being restrained by 
the unhappy circumstance of his incarceration during three and 
twenty years (doubly underlined), from coming himself, as he 
would otherwise certainly have done —took up his pen to 
entreat Mr. Clennam to advance him the sum of Three Pounds 
Ten Shillings upon his I. O. U., which he begged to enclose. 
That from the son set forth that Mr. Clennam would, he knew, 
be gratified to hear that he had at length obtained permanent 
employment of a highly satisfactory nature, accompanied with 
every prospect of complete success in life; but that the tempo- 
rary inability of his employer to pay him his arrears of salary 
to that date (in which condition said employer had appealed to 
that generous forbearance in which he trusted he should never 
be wanting towards a fellow-creature), combined with the fraud- 
ulent conduct of a false friend, and the present high price of 
provisions, had reduced him to the verge of ruin, unless he 
could by a quarter before six that evening raise the sum of 
eight pounds. This sum, Mr. Clennam would be happy to 
learn, he had, through the promptitude of several friends who 
had a lively confidence in his probity, already raised, with the 
exception of a trifling balance of one pound seventeen and four- 
pence; the loan of which balance, for the period of one month, 
would be fraught with the usual beneficent consequences, 

These letters Clennam answered with the aid of his pencil 
and pocket-book, on the spot; sending the father what he 
asked for, and excusing himself from compliance with the de- 
mand of the son. He then commissioned Maggy to return with 
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his replies, and gave her the shilling of which the failure of her 
supplemental enterprise would have disappointed her otherwise. 

When he rejoined Little Dorrit, and they had begun walk- 
ing as before, she said all at once: — 

“T think I had better go. I had better go home.” 

“Don’t be distressed,” said Clennam. “I have answered 
the letters. They were nothing. You know what they were. 
They were nothing.” 

“But I am afraid,” she returned, “to leave him, I am afraid 
to leave any of them. When I am gone, they pervert — but 
they don’t mean it — even Maggy.” 

“Tt was a very innocent commission that she undertook, 
poor thing. And in keeping it secret from you, she supposed, 
no doubt, that she was only saving you uneasiness.” 

“Yes, I hope so, I hope so. But I had better go home! 
It was but the other day that my sister told me I had become 
so used to the prison that I had its tone and character. It 
must be so. JI am sure it must be when I see these things. 
My place is there. Jam better there. It is unfeeling in me 
to be here when I can do the least thing there. Good-by. I 
had far better stay at home! ” 

The agonised way in which she poured this out as if it burst 
of itself from her suppressed heart, made it difficult for Clen- 
nam to keep the tears from his eyes as he saw and heard her. 

“Don’t call it home, my child!” he entreated. “It is 
always painful to me to hear you call it home.” 

“But it is home! What else can I call home? Why 
should I ever forget it for a single moment?” 

“You never do, dear Little Dorrit, in any good and true 
service.” 

“T hope not, oh, I hope not! But it is better for me to stay 
there; much more dutiful, much happier. Please don’t go 
with me, let me go by myself. Good-by, God bless you. 
Thank you, thank you.” 

He felt that it was better to respect her entreaty, and did 
not move while her slight form went quickly away from him. 
When it had fluttered out of sight, he turned his face towards 
the water, and stood thinking. 

She would have been distressed at any time by this discovery 
of the letters; but so much so, and in that unrestrainable way ? 

No. 
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When she had seen her father begging with his threadbare 
disguise on, when she had entreated him not to give her father 
money, she had been distressed, but not like this. Something 
had made her keenly and additionally sensitive just now. 
Now, was there some one in the hopeless unattainable dis- 
tance? Or had the suspicion been brought into his mind, by 
his own associations of the troubled river running beneath the 
bridge with the same river higher up, its changeless tune upon 
the prow of the ferry-boat, so many miles an hour the peaceful 
flowing of the stream, here the rushes, there the lilies, nothing 
uncertain or unquiet ? 

He thought of his poor child, Little Dorrit, for a long time 
there; he thought of her going home; he thought of her in 
the night; he thought of her when the day came round again. 
And the poor child Little Dorrit thought of him —too faith- 
fully, ah, too faithfully!—#in the shadow of the Marshalsea 
wall, 
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CHAPTER XXIII 
MACHINERY IN MOTION 


Mr. Meacues bestirred himself with such prompt activity 
in the matter of the negotiation with Daniel Doyce which 
Clennam had entrusted to him, that he soon brought it into 
business train, and called on Clennam at nine o’clock one 
morning to make his report. 

“‘Doyce is highly gratified by your good opinion,” he opened 
the business by saying, “‘and desires nothing so much as that 
you should examine the affairs of the Works for yourself, and 
entirely understand them. He has handed me the keys of all 
his books and papers — here they are jingling ir this pocket — 
and the only charge he has given me is, ‘ Let Mr. Clennam have 
the means of putting himself on a perfect equality with me as 
to knowing whatever I know. If it shouid come to nothing 
after all, he will respect my confidence. Unless I was sure of 
that to begin with, I should have nothing to do with him.’ 
And there, you see,” said Mr. Meagles, “you have Daniel 
Doyce all over.” 

‘A very honourable character.” 

“Oh, yes, to be sure. Not a doubt of it. Odd, but very 
honourable. Very odd though. Now, would you believe, Clen- 
nam,” said Mr. Meagles, with a hearty enjoyment of his friend’s 
eccentricity, “that I had a whole morning in What ’s-his-name 
‘Yard —” 

“Bleeding Heart?” 

‘A whole morning in Bleeding Heart Yard, before I could 
induce him to pursue the subject at all?” 

‘How was that?” 

“How was that, my friend? I no sooner mentioned your 
name in connection with it, than he declared off.’ 

“Declared off, on my account?” 

“T no sooner mentioned your name, Clennam, than he said 
‘that will never do!? What did he mean by that? I asked 
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him. No matter, Meagles; that would never do. Why 
would it never do? You’ll hardly believe it, Clennam,” said 
Mr. Meagles, laughing within himself, “but it came out that 
it would never do, because you and he, walking down to 
Twickenham together, had glided into a friendly conversation, 
in the course of which he had referred to his intention of 
taking a partner, supposing at the time that you were as firmly 
and finally settled as Saint Paul’s Cathedral. ‘ Whereas,’ says 
he, ‘ Mr. Clennam might now believe, if I entertained his prop- 
osition, that I had a sinister and designing motive in what was 
open free speech. Which I can’t bear,’ says he, ‘which I 
really am too proud to bear.’ ” 

*“‘T should as soon suspect —” 

“Of course you would,” interrupted Mr. Meagles, “‘and so 
I told him. But it took a morning to scale that wall; and I 
doubt if any other man than myself (he likes me of old), could 
have got his leg over it. Well, Clennam. ‘This business-like 
obstacle surmounted, he then. stipulated that before resuming 
with you I should look over the books, and form my own 
opinion. I looked over the books, and formed my own opin- 
ion. ‘Is it, on the whole, for, or against?’ says he. * For,’ 
says J. ‘Then,’ says he, ‘you may now, my good friend, 
give Mr. Clennam the means of forming his opinion. To ena- 
ble him to do which, without bias and with perfect freedom, 
I shall go out of town for a week.’ And he’s gone,” said Mr. 
Meagles; “that’s the rich conclusion of the thing.” 

‘Leaving me,” said Clennam, “with a high sense, I must 
say, of his candour and his —” 

“Oddity,” Mr. Meagles struck in. ‘I should think so!” 

It was not exactly the word on Clennam’s lips, but he for- 
bore to interrupt his good-humoured friend. 

“And now,” added Mr. Meagles, “you can begin to look 
into matters as soon as you think proper. I have undertaken 
to explain where you may want explanation, but to be strictly 
impartial, and to do nothing more.” 

They began their perquisitions in Bleeding Heart Yard that 
same forenoon. Little peculiarities were easily to be detected 
by experienced eyes in Mr. Doyce’s way of managing his 
affairs, but they almost always involved some ingenious simpli- 
fication of a difficulty, and some plain road to the desired end. 
That his papers were in arrear, and that he stood in need of 
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assistance to develop the capacity of his business, was clear 
enough; but all the results of his undertakings during many 
years were distinctly set forth, and were ascertainable with 
ease. Nothing had been done for the purposes of the pending 
investigation; everything was in its genuine working dress, 
and in a certain honest rugged order. The calculations and 
entries, in his own hand, of which there were many, were 
bluntly written, and with no very neat precision; but were 
always plain, and directed straight to the purpose. It occurred 
to Arthur that a far more elaborate and taking show of business 
—such as the records of the Circumlocution Office made per- 
haps — might be far less serviceable, as being meant to be far 
less intelligible. 

Three or four days of steady application rendered him master 
of all the facts it was essential to become acquainted with. 
Mr. Meagles was at hand the whole time, always ready to 
illuminate any dim place with the bright little safety-lamp 
belonging to the scales and scoop. Between them, they agreed 
upon the sum it would be fair to offer for the purchase of a 
half share in the business, and then Mr. Meagles unsealed a 
paper in which Daniel Doyce had noted the amount at which 
he valued it; which was even something less. Thus, when 
Daniel came back, he found the affair as good as concluded. 

“And I may now avow, Mr. Clennam,” said he, with a 
cordial shake of the hand, “‘that if I had looked high and low 
for a partner, I believe I could not have found one more to my 
mind,” 

“‘T say the same,” said Clennam. 

“And I say of both of you,” added Mr. Meagles, “that you 
are well matched. You keep him in check, Clennam, with 
your common sense, and you stick to the Works, Dan, with 
your —” 

“Uncommon sense?” suggested Daniel, with his quiet 
smile. 

“You may call it so, if you like —and each of you will be 
‘a right hand to the other. Here’s my own right hand upon 
it, as a practical man, to both of you.” 

The purchase was completed within a month. It left 
Arthur in possession of private personal means not exceeding 
a few hundred pounds; but it opened to him an active and 
promising career. The three friends dined together on the 
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auspicious occasion; the factory and the factory wives and 
children made holiday and dined too; even Bleeding Heart 
Yard dined and was full of meat. Two months had barely 
gone by in all, when Bleeding Heart Yard had become so 
familiar with short-commons again that the treat was forgotten 
there; when nothing seemed new in the partnership but the 
paint of the inscription on the door-posts, Doycrk AND CLEN- 
NAM; when it appeared even to Clennam himself, that he had 
had the affairs of the firm in his mind for years, 

The little counting-house reserved for his own occupation 
was a room of wood and glass at the end of a long low work- 
shop, filled with benches, and vises, and tools, and straps, and 
wheels; which, when they were in gear with the steam engine, 
went tearing round as though they had a suicidal mission to 
grind the business to dust and tear the factory to pieces. <A 
communication of great trapdoors in the floor and roof with 
the workshop above and the workshop below, made a shaft of 
light in this perspective, which brought to Clennam’s mind the 
child’s old picture-book, where similar rays were the witnesses 
of Abel’s murder. The noises were sufficiently removed and 
shut out from the counting-house to blend into a busy hum, 
interspersed with periodical clinks and thumps. The patient 
figures at work were swarthy with the filings of iron and steel 
that danced on every bench and bubbled up through every 
chink in the planking. The workshop was arrived at by a 
step-ladder from the outer yard below, where it served as a 
shelter for the large grindstone where tools were sharpened. 
The whole had at once a fanciful and practical air in Clennam’s 
eyes which was a welcome change; and, as often as he raised 
them from his first work of getting the array of business docu- 
ments into perfect order, he glanced at these things with a 
feeling of pleasure in his pursuit that was new to him. 

Raising his eyes thus one day, he was surprised to see a 
bonnet labouring up the step-ladder. The unusual apparition 
was followed by another bonnet. He then perceived that the 
first bonnet was on the head of Mr. F.’s Aunt, and that the 
second bonnet was on the head of Flora, who seemed to have 
propelled her legacy up the steep ascent with considerable 
difficulty. 

Though not altogether enraptured at the sight of these visi- 
tors, Clennam lost no time in opening the counting-house dooy 
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and extricating them from the workshop; a rescue which was 
rendered the more necessary by Mr. F.’s Aunt already stum- 
bling over some impediment, and menacing steam-power as an 
Institution with a stony reticule she carried. 

“Good gracious, Arthur, —I should say Mr. Clennam, far 
more proper — the climb we have had to get up here and how- 
ever to get down again without a fire-escape and Mr. F.’s Aunt 
slipping through the steps and bruised all over and you in the 
machinery and foundry way too only think, and never told 
us!” 

Thus Flora, out of breath. Meanwhile, Mr. F.’s Aunt 
rubbed her esteemed insteps with her umbrella, and vindic- 
tively glared. 

“Most unkind never to have come back to see us since that 
day, though naturally it. was not: to be expected that there 
should be any attraction at owr house and you were much more 
pleasantly engaged, that’s pretty certain, and is she fair or 
dark blue eyes or black I wonder, not that I expect that she 
should be anything but a perfect contrast to me in all particu- 
lars for I am a disappointment as I very well know and you 
are quite right to be devoted no doubt though what I am say- 
ing Arthur never mind I hardly know myself Good gracious! ” 

By this time he had placed chairs for them in the counting- 
house. As Flora dropped into hers, she bestowed the old look 
upon him. 

“And to think of Doyce and Clennam, and who Doyce can 
be,” said Flora; “delightful man no doubt and married per- 
haps or perhaps a daughter, now has he really? then one 
understands the partnership and sees it all, don’t tell me any- 
thing about it for I know I have no claim to ask the question 
the golden chain that once was forged, being snapped and very 
proper.” 

Flora put her hand tenderly on his, and gave him another 
of the youthful glances. 

“Dear Arthur—force of habit, Mr. Clennam every way 
more delicate and adapted to existing circumstances — I must 
beg to be excused for taking the liberty of this intrusion but 
I thought I might so far presume upon old times for ever faded 
never more to bloom as to call with Mr. F.’s Aunt to congrat- 
ulate and offer best wishes, A great deal superior to China not 
to be denied and much nearer though higher up! ” 
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“T am very happy to see you,” said Clennam, “and I thank 
you, Flora, very much for your kind remembrance.” 

“More than I can say myself at any rate,” returned Flora, 
‘for I might have been dead and buried twenty distinct times 
over and no doubt whatever should have been before you had 
genuinely remembered Me or anything like it in spite of which 
one last remark I wish to make, one last explanation I wish to 
offer — ”’ 

“My dear Mrs. Finching,” Arthur remonstrated in alarm. 

“Oh not that disagreeable name, say Flora! ” 

“Flora, is it worth troubling yourself afresh to enter into 
explanations? I assure you none are needed. I am satisfied 
—JIam perfectly satisfied.” 

A diversion was occasioned here, by Mr. F.’s Aunt making 
the following inexorable and awful statement: — 

“There ’s mile-stones on the Dover. road!” 

With such mortal hostility towards the human race did she 
discharge this missile, that Clennam was quite at a loss how to 
defend himself; the rather as he had been already perplexed 
in his mind by the honour of a visit from this venerable lady, 
when it was plain she held him in the utmost abhorrence. 
He could not but look at her with disconcertment, as she sat 
breathing bitterness and scorn, and staring leagues away. 
Flora, however, received the remark as if it had been of a 
most apposite and agreeable nature; approvingly observing 
aloud that Mr. F.’s Aunt had a great deal of spirit. Stimu- 
lated either by this compliment, or by her burning indignation, 
that illustrious woman then added, ‘‘Let him meet it if he 
ean!” And, with a rigid movement of her stony reticule (an 
appendage of great size, and of a fossil appearance), indicated 
that Clennam was the unfortunate person at whom the chal- 
lenge was hurled. 

“One last remark,” resumed Flora, ‘I was going to say I 
wish to make one last explanation I wish to offer, Mr. F.’s 
Aunt and myself would not have intruded on business hours 
Mr. F. having been in business and though the wine trade still 
business is equally business call it what you will and business 
habits are just the same as witness Mr. F. himself who had his 
slippers always on the mat at ten minutes before six in the 
afternoon and his boots inside the fender at ten minutes before 
eight in the morning to the moment in all weathers light or 
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dark — would not therefore have intruded without a motive 
which being kindly meant it may be hoped will be kindly 
taken Arthur, Mr. Clennam far more proper, even Doyce and 
Clennam probably more business-like.” 

‘“‘Pray say nothing in the way of apology,” Arthur entreated. 
“ You are always welcome.” 

“Very polite of you to say so Arthur—cannot remember 
Mr. Clennam until the word is out, such is the habit of times 
for ever fled, and so true it is that oft in the stilly night ere 
slumber’s chain has bound people, fond memory brings the 
light of other days around people — very polite but more polite 
than true I am afraid, for to go into the machinery business 
without so much as sending a line or a card to papa—TI don’t 
say me though there was a time but that is past and stern 
reality has now my gracious never mind —does not look like 
it you must confess.” 

Even Flora’s commas seemed to have fled on this occasion; 
she was so much more disjointed and voluble than in the pre- 
ceding interview. 

“Though indeed,” she hurried on, “nothing else is to be 
expected and why should it be expected, and if it’s not to be 
expected why should it be, and I am far from blaming you or 
any one, When your mamma and my papa worried us to death 
and severed the golden bowl—I mean bond but I dare say you 
know what I mean and if you don’t you don’t lose much and 
care just as little I will venture to add — when they severed 
the golden bond that bound us and threw us into fits of crying 
on the sofa nearly choked at least myself everything was 
changed and in giving my hand to Mr. F. I know I did so 
with my eyes open but he was. so very unsettled and in such 
low spirits that he had distractedly alluded to the river if not 
oil of something from the chemist’s and I did it for the best.” 

‘““My good Flora, we settled that before. It was all quite 
right.” 

“It’s perfectly clear you think so,” returned Flora, “for 
you take it very coolly, if I hadn’t know it to be China I 
should have guessed myself the Polar regions, dear Mr. Clen- 
nam you are right however and I cannot blame you but as to 
Doyce and Clennam papa’s property being about here we heard 
it from Pancks and but for him we never should have heard 
one word about it I am satisfied.” 
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“No, no, don’t say that.” 

“What nonsense not to say it Arthur — Doyce and Clennam 
—— easier and less trying to me than Mr. Clennam— when I 
know it and you know it too and can’t deny it.” 

“But I do deny it, Flora. I should soon have made you a 
friendly visit.” 

““Ah!” said Flora, tossing her head. ‘I dare say!” and 
she gave him another of the old looks. ‘“‘ However when 
Pancks told us I made up my mind that Mr, F.’s Aunt and I 
would come and call because when papa— which was before 
that — happened to mention her name to me and to say that 
you were interested in her I said at the moment Good gracious 
why not have her here then when there’s anything to do 
instead of putting it out.” 

“When you say Her,” observed Clennam, by this time 
pretty well bewildered, “do you mean Mr. F.’s—” 

“My goodness, Arthur — Doyce and Clennam really easier 
to me with old remembrances — who ever heard of Mr. F.’s 
Aunt doing needlework and going out by the day!” 

“Going out by the day! Do you speak of Little Dorrit?” 

“Why yes, of course,” returned Flora, “‘and of all the 
strangest names I ever heard the strangest, like a place down 
in the country with a turnpike, or a favourite pony or a puppy 
or a bird or something from a seed-shop to be put in a garden 
or a flower-pot and come up speckled.” 

“Then, Flora,” said Arthur, with a sudden interest in the 
conversation, ‘‘Mr. Casby was so kind as to mention Little 
Dorrit to you, was he? What did he say?” 

“Oh you know what papa is,” rejoined Flora, ‘‘and how 
ageravatingly he sits looking beautiful and turning his thumbs 
over and over one another till he makes one giddy if one keeps 
one’s eyes upon him, he said when we were talking of you— 
I don’t know who began the subject Arthur (Doyce and Clen- 
nam) but I am sure it wasn’t me, at least I hope not but you 
really must excuse my confessing more on that point.” ; 

“Certainly,” said Arthur. ‘By all means.” 

“You are very ready,” pouted Flora, coming to a sudden 
stop in a captivating bashfulness, ‘“‘that I must admit, papa 
said you had spoken of her in an earnest way and I said what 
I have told you and that’s all.” 

“That ’s all?” said Arthur, a little disappointed. 
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“Except that when Pancks told us of your having embarked 
in this business and with difficulty persuaded us that it was 
really you I said to Mr. F.’s Aunt then we would come and 
ask you if it would be agreeable to all parties that she should 
be engaged at our house when required for I know she often 
goes to your mamma’s and | know that your mamma has a very 
touchy temper Arthur— Doyce and Clennam—or I never 
might have married Mr. F. and might have been at this hour 
but I am running into nonsense.” 

“Tt was very kind of you, Flora, to think of this.” 

Poor Flora rejoined with a plain sincerity which became her 
better than her youngest glances, that she was glad he thought 
so. She said it with so much heart, that Clennam would have 
given a great deal to buy his old character of her on the spot, 
and throw it and the mermaid away for ever. 

“T think, Flora,” he said, “that the employment you can 
give Little Dorrit, and the kindness you can show her —” 

“Yes and I will,” said Flora quickly. 

““T am sure of it—vwill be a great assistance and support to 
her. I do not feel that I have the right to tell you what I 
know of her, for I acquired the knowledge confidentially, and 
under circumstances that bind me to silence. But I have an 
interest in the little creature, and a respect for her that I can- 
not express to you. Her life has been one of such trial and 
devotion, and such quiet goodness, as you can scarcely imagine. 
I can hardly think of her, far less speak of her without feeling 
moved. Let that feeling represent what I could tell you, and 
commit her to your friendliness with my thanks.” 

_ Once more he put out his hand frankly to poor Flora; once 
more poor Flora couldn’t accept it frankly, found it worth 
nothing openly, must make the old intrigue and mystery of it. 
As much to her own enjoyment as to his dismay, she covered 
it with a corner of her shawl as she took it. Then, looking 
towards the glass front of the counting-house, and seeing two 
‘ figures approaching, she cried with infinite relish, ‘ Papa. 
Hush, Arthur, for Mercy’s sake!” and tottered back to her 
chair with an amazing imitation of being in danger of swoon- 
ing, in the dread surprise and maidenly flutter of her spirits. 

The Patriarch meanwhile came inanely beaming towards the 
counting-house, in the wake of Pancks. Pancks opened the 
door for him, towed him in, and retired to his own moorings 
in a corner. 
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“T heard from Flora,” said the Patriarch, with his benevo- 
lent smile, ‘‘that she was coming to call, coming to call. And 
being out, I thought I’d come also, thought I’d come also.” 

The benign wisdom he infused into this declaration (not of 
itself profound), by means of his blue eyes, his shining head, 
and his long white hair, was most impressive. It seemed worth 
putting down among the noblest sentiments enunciated by the 
best of men. Also, when he said to Clennam, seating himself 
in the proffered chair, ‘And you are in a new business, Mr. 
Clennam? I wish you well, sir, I wish you well!” he seemed 
to have done benevolent wonders. 

“Mrs. Finching has been telling me, sir,” said Arthur, after 
making his acknowledgments; the relict of the late Mr. F. 
meanwhile protesting, with a gesture, against his use of that 
respectable name; ‘“‘that she hopes occasionally to employ the 
young needlewoman you recommended to my mother. For 
which I have been thanking her.” 

The Patriarch turning his head in a lumbering way towards 
Pancks, that assistant put up the note-book in which he had 
been absorbed, and took him in tow. 

“You didn’t recommend her, you know,” said Pancks; 
“how could you? You knew nothing about her, you didn’t. 
The name was mentioned to you, and you passed it on. 
That ’s what you did.” 

“Well!” said Clennam. ‘As she justifies any recommen- 
dation, it is much the same thing.” 

“You are glad she turns out well,” said Pancks, “but it 
would n’t have been your fault if she had turned out ill. The 
credit ’s not yours as it is, and the blame wouldn’t have been 
yours as it might have been. You gave no guarantee. You 
knew nothing about her.” 

“You are not acquainted, then,” said Arthur, hazarding a 
random question, “with any of her family?” 

“Acquainted with any of her family?” returned Pancks. 
“How should you be acquainted with any of her family? You 
never heard of ’em. You can’t be acquainted with people you 
never heard of, can you? You should think not!” 

All this time the Patriarch sat serenely smiling; nodding or 
shaking his head benevolently, as the case required. 

“As to being a reference,” said Pancks, “you know in a 
general way, what being a reference means. It’s all your 
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eye, that is! Look at your tenants down the Yard here. 
They ’d all be references for one another, if you ’d let ’em. 
What would be the good of letting ’°em? It’s no satisfaction 
to be done by two men instead of one. One’s enough. A 
person who can’t pay, gets another person who can’t pay, to 
guarantee that he can pay. Like a person with two wooden 
legs, getting another person with two wooden legs, to guarantee 
that he has got two natural legs. It don’t make either of them 
able to do a walking-match. And four wooden legs are more 
troublesome to you than two, when you don’t want any.” 
Mr. Pancks concluded by blowing off that steam of his. 

A momentary silence that ensued was broken by Mr. F.’s 
Aunt, who had been sitting upright in a cataleptic state since 
her last public remark. She now underwent a violent twitch, 
calculated to produce a startling effect on the nerves of the 
uninitiated, and with the deadliest animosity observed: — 

“You can’t make a head and brains out of a brass knob with 
nothing in it. You couldn’t do it when your Uncle George 
was living; much less when he’s dead.” 

Mr. Pancks was not slow to reply, with his usual calmness, 
“Indeed, ma’am! Bless my soul! I’m surprised to hear 
it.” Despite his presence of mind, however, the speech of 
Mr. F.’s Aunt produced a depressing effect on the little assem- 
bly; firstly, because it was impossible to disguise that Clen- 
nam’s unoffending head was the particular temple of reason 
depreciated; and secondly, because nobody ever knew on these 
occasions whose Uncle George was referred to, or what spectral 
presence might be invoked under that appellation. 

Therefore Flora said, though still not without a certain 
boastfulness and triumph in her legacy, that Mr. F.’s Aunt 
was “very lively to-day, and she thought they had better go.” 
But Mr. F.’s Aunt proved so lively,as to take the suggestion 
in unexpected dudgeon and declare that she would not go; 
adding, with several injurious expressions, that if ‘‘ He” — too 
evidently meaning Clennam — wanted to get rid of her, “‘let 
him chuck her out of winder;” and urgently expressing her 
desire to see ‘‘Him” perform that ceremony. 

In this dilemma, Mr. Pancks, whose resources appeared 
equal to any emergency in the Patriarchal waters, slipped on 
his hat, slipped out at the counting-house door, and slipped 
in again a moment afterwards with an artificial freshness upon 
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him, as if he had been in the country for some weeks. ‘‘ Why, 
bless my heart, ma’am!” said Mr. Pancks, rubbing up his hair 
in great astonishment, “is that you? How do you do, ma’am? 
You are looking charming to-day! I am delighted to see you. 
Favour me with your arm, ma’am; we’ll have a little walk 
together, you and me, if you’ll honour me with your com- 
pany.” And so escorted Mr. F.’s Aunt down the private 
staircase of the counting-house, with great gallantry and suc- 
cess. The patriarchal Mr. Casby then rose with the air of hav- 
ing done it himself, and blandly followed; leaving his daughter, 
as she followed in her turn, to remark to her former lover in a 
distracted whisper (which she very much enjoyed), that they 
had drained the cup of life to the dregs; and further to hint 
mysteriously that the late Mr. F. was at the bottom of it. 

Alone again Clennam became a prey to his old doubts in 
reference to his mother and Little Dorrit, and revolved the old 
thoughts and suspicions. They were all in his mind, blending 
themselves with the duties he was mechanically discharging, 
when a shadow on his papers caused him to look up for the 
eause. The cause was Mr. Pancks. With his hat thrown 
back upon his ears as if his wiry prongs of hair had darted up 
like springs and cast it off, with his jet-black beads of eyes 
inquisitively sharp, with the fingers of his right hand in his 
mouth that he might bite the nails, and with the fingers of his 
left hand in reserve in his pocket for another course, Mr. 
Pancks cast his shadow through the glass upon the books and 
papers. 

Mr. Pancks asked, with a little inquiring twist of his head, 
if he might come in again? Clennam replied with a nod of 
his head in the affirmative. Mr. Pancks worked his way in, 
came alongside the desk, made himself fast by leaning his arms 
upon it, and started conversation with a puff and a snort. 

“Mr. F.’s Aunt is appeased, I hope?” said Clennam. 

*‘ All right, sir,” said Pancks. 

“T am so unfortunate as to have awakened a strong animos. 
ity in the breast of that lady,” said Clennam. ‘Do you know 
why?” 

“Does she know why?” said Pancks. 

**T suppose not.” 

** T suppose not,” said Pancks. 

He took out his note-book, opened it, shut it, dropped it 
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into his hat, which was beside him on the desk, and looked in 
at it as it lay at the bottom of the hat: all with a great appear- 
ance of consideration. 

“Mr. Clennam,” he then began, “I am in want of informa- 
tion, sir.” 

“Connected with this firm?” asked Clennam. 

“No,” said Pancks. 

“With what then, Mr. Pancks? That is to say, assuming 
that you want it of me.” 

“Yes, sir; yes, I want it of you,” said Pancks, “if I can 
persuade you to furnish it. A, B, C, D. DA, DE, DI, DO. 
Dictionary order. Dorrit. That’s the name, sir.” 

Mr. Pancks blew off his peculiar noise again, and fell to at 
his right-hand nails. Arthur looked searchingly at him; he 
returned the look. 

“‘T don’t understand you, Mr. Pancks.” 

“That ’s the name that I want to know about.” 

‘And what do you want to know?” 

“Whatever you can and will tell me.” This comprehensive 
summary of his desires was not discharged without some heavy 
labouring on the part of Mr. Pancks’s machinery. 

“This is a singular visit, Mr. Pancks. It strikes me as 
rather extraordinary that you should come, with such an 
object, to me.” 

“Tt may be all extraordinary together,” returned Pancks. 
“Tt may be out of the ordinary course, and yet be business. 
In short, it is business. J am a man of business. What busi- 
ness have I in this present world, except to stick to business ? 
No business. ” 

With his former doubt whether this dry hard personage were 
quite in earnest, Clennam again turned his eyes attentively 
upon his face. It was as scrubby and dingy as ever, and as 
eager and quick as ever, and he could see nothing lurking in 
it that was at all expressive of a latent mockery that had 
seemed to strike upon his ear in the voice. 

“Now,” said Pancks, ‘“‘to put this business on its own foot- 
ing, it’s not my proprietor’s.” 

‘Do you refer to Mr. Casby as your proprietor? ” 

Pancks nodded. ‘‘My proprietor. Put a case. Say, at 
my proprietor’s I hear name—name of young person Mr. 
Clennam wants to serve. Say, name first mentioned to my 
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proprietor by Plornish in the Yard. Say, I go to Plornish. 
Say, I ask Plornish as a matter of business, for information. 
Say, Plornish, though six weeks in arrear to my proprietor, 
declines. Say, Mrs. Plornish declines. Say, both refer to Mr. 
Clennam. Put the case.” 

“Well? ” 

‘Well, sir,” returned Pancks, “say, I come to him. Say, 
here I am.” 

With those prongs of hair sticking up all over his head, and 
his breath coming and going very hard and short, the busy 
Pancks fell back a step (in Tug metaphor, took half a turn 
astern) as if to show his dingy hull complete, then forged 
ahead again, and directed his quick glance by turns into his 
hat, where his note-book was, and into Clennam’s face. 

“Mr. Pancks, not to trespass on your ground of mystery, I 
will be as plain with you as I can. Let me ask two questions. 
First —”’ 

** All right!” said Pancks, holding up his dirty forefinger 
with its broken nail. ‘I see! ‘ What’s your motive?’ ” 

“Exactly.” 

“Motive,” said Pancks, “good. Nothing to do with my 
proprietor — not stateable at present, ridiculous to state at 
present; but good. Desiring to serve young person, name of 
Dorrit,” said Pancks, with his forefinger still up as a caution, 
‘Better admit motive to be good.” 

“Secondly, and lastly, what do you want to know?” 

Mr. Pancks fished up his note-book before the question was 
put, and buttoning it with care in an inner breast pocket, and 
looking straight at Clennam all the time, replied with a pause 
and a puff, “‘“I want supplementary information of any sort.” 

Clennam could not withhold a smile, as the panting little 
steam tug, so useful to that unwieldy ship the Casby, waited 
on and watched him as if it were seeking an opportunity of 
running in and rifling him of all it wanted, before he could 
resist its mancwuvres; though there was that in Mr. Pancks’s 
eagerness, too, which awakened many wondering speculations 
in his mind. After a little consideration, he resolved to sup- 
ply Mr. Pancks with such leading information as it was in his 
power to impart to him; well knowing that Mr. Pancks, if he 
failed in his present research, was pretty sure to find other 
means of getting it. 
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He, therefore, first requesting Mr. Pancks to remember his 
voluntary declaration that his proprietor had no part in the 
disclosure, and that his own intentions were good (two declara- 
tions which that coaly little gentleman with the greatest ardour 
repeated), openly told him that as to the Dorrit lineage or 
former place of habitation he had no information to communi- 
cate, and that his knowledge of the family did not extend 
beyond the fact that it appeared to be now reduced to five 
members; namely, to two brothers, of whom one was single, 
and one a widower with three children. The ages of the 
whole family he made known to Mr. Pancks, as nearly as he 
could guess at them; and finally he described to him the posi- 
tion of the Father of the Marshalsea, and the course of time 
and events through which he had become invested with that 
character. To all this, Mr. Pancks, snorting and blowing in 
a more and more portentous manner as he became more inter- 
ested, listened with great attention; appearing to derive the 
most agreeable sensations from the painfullest parts of the nar- 
rative, and particularly to be quite charmed by the account of 
William Dorrit’s long imprisonment. 

“In conclusion, Mr. Pancks,” said Arthur, ‘I have but to 
say this. I have reasons beyond a personal regard, for speak- 
ing as little as I can of the Dorrit family, particularly at my 
mother’s house” (Mr. Pancks nodded), “and for knowing 
as much as I can. So devoted a man of business as you are 
—eh?” 

For Mr. Pancks had suddenly made that ae a effort with 
unusual force. 

“It’s nothing,” said Pancks. 

“So devoted a man of business as yourself has a perfect 
understanding of a fair bargain. I wish to make a fair bargain 
with you, that you shall enlighten me concerning the Dorrit 
family, when you have it in your power, as I have enlightened 
you. It may not give you a very flattering idea of my busi- 
ness habits, that I failed to make my terms beforehand,” con- 
tinued Clennam; “but I prefer to make them a point of 
honour. I have seen so much business done on sharp princi- 
ples that, to tell you the truth, Mr. Pancks, I am tired of 
them.” 

Mr. Pancks laughed. “It’s a bargain, sir,” said he 
“You shall find me stick to it.” 
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After that, he stood a little while looking at Clennam, and 
biting his ten nails all round; evidently while he fixed in his 
mind what he had been told, and went over it carefully before 
the means of supplying a gap in his memory should be no 
longer at hand. ‘It’s all right,” he said at last, ‘“and now 
I’ll wish you good day, as it’s collecting-day in the Yard. By 
the bye, though. A lame foreigner with a stick.” 

“Ay, ay. You do take a reference sometimes, I see?” said 
Clennam. 

‘“When he can pay, sir,” replied Pancks. ‘Take all you 
ean get, and keep back all you can’t be forced to give up. 
That’s business. The lame foreigner with the stick wants a 
top room down the Yard. Is he good for it?” 

““T am,” said Clennam, “‘and I will answer for him.” 

“That ’s enough. What I must have of Bleeding Heart 
Yard,” said Pancks, making a note of the case in his book, 
“is my bond. I want my bond, you see. Pay up, or produce 
your property! That’s the watchword down the Yard. The 
lame foreigner with the stick represented that you sent him; 
but he could represent (as far as that goes) that the Great 
Mogul sent him. He has been in the Hospital, I believe?” 

“Yes. Through having met with an accident. He is only 
just now discharged.” 

“It’s pauperising a man, sir, I have been shown, to let 
him into a Hospital,” said Pancks. And again blew off that 
remarkable sound. 

‘“‘T have been shown so too,” said Clennam coldly. 

Mr. Pancks, being by that time quite ready for a start, got 
under steam in a moment, and, without any other signal or 
ceremony, was snorting down the step-ladder and working into 
Bleeding Heart Yard, before he seemed to be well out of the 
counting-house. 

Throughout the remainder of the day, Bleeding Heart Yard 
was in consternation, as the grim Pancks cruised in it; haran- 
guing the inhabitants on their backslidings in respect of pay- 
ment, demanding his bond, breathing notices to quit and execu- 
tions, running down defaulters, sending a swell of terror on 
before him, and leaving it in his wake. Knots of people, 
impelled by a fatal attraction, lurked outside any house in 
which he was known to be, listening for fragments of his dis- 
courses to the inmates; and, when he was rumoured to be 
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coming down the stairs, often could not disperse so quickly but 
that he would be prematurely in among them, demanding their 
own arrears, and rooting them to the spot. Throughout the 
remainder of the day, Mr. Pancks’s What were they up to? 
and What did they mean by it? sounded all over the Yard. 
Mr. Pancks would n’t hear of excuses, wouldn’t hear of com- 
plaints, would n’t hear of repairs, would n’t hear of anything 
but unconditional money down. Perspiring and puffing and 
darting about in eccentric directions, and becoming hotter and 
dingier every moment, he lashed the tide of the Yard into a 
most agitated and turbid state. It had not settled down into 
calm water again, full two hours after he had been seen fuming 
away on the horizon at the top of the steps. 

There were several small assemblages of the Bleeding Hearts 
at the popular points of meeting in the Yard that night, among 
whom it was universally agreed that Mr. Pancks was a hard 
man to have to do with; and that it was much to be regretted, 
so it was, that a gentleman like Mr. Casby should put his rents 
in his hands, and never know him in his true light. For (said 
the Bleeding Hearts) if a gentleman with that head of hair 
and them eyes took his rents into his own hands, ma’am, there 
would be none of this worriting and wearing, and things would 
be very different. 

At which identical evening hour and minute, the Patriarch 
— who had floated serenely through the Yard in the forenoon 
before the harrying began, with the express design of getting 
up this trustfulness in his shining bumps and silken locks — 
at which identical hour and minute, that first-rate humbug of 
a thousand guns was heavily floundering in the little Dock of 
his exhausted Tug at home, and was saying, as he turned his 
thumbs: — 

“A very bad day’s work, Pancks, very bad day’s work. It 
seems to me, sir, and I must insist on making the observation 
forcibly, in justice to myself, that you ought to have got much 
more money, much more money.” 
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CHAPTER XXIV 


FORTUNE-TELLING 


Littte Dorrit received a call that same evening from Mr. 
Plornish, who, having intimated that he wished to speak to 
her privately, in a series of coughs so very noticeable as to 
favour the idea that her father, as regarded her seamstress 
occupation, was an illustration of the axiom that there are no 
such stone-blind men as those who will not see, obtained an 
audience with her on the common staircase outside the door. 

“There ’s been a lady at our place to-day, Miss Dorrit,” 
Plornish growled, “and another one along with her as is a old 
wixen if ever I met with such. The way she snapped a per- 
son’s head off, dear me! ” 

The mild Plornish was at first quite unable to get his mind 
away from Mr. F.’s Aunt. ‘‘For,” said he, to excuse himself, 
“she is, I do assure you, the winegariest party!” 

At length, by a great effort, he detached himself from the 
subject sufficiently to observe : — 

“But she’s neither here nor there just at present. The 
other lady, she’s Mr. Casby’s daughter; and if Mr. Casby 
ain’t well off, none better, it ain’t through any fault of Pancks. 
For, as to Pancks, he does, he really does, he does indeed! ” 

Mr. Plornish, after his usual manner, was a little obscure, 
but conscientiously emphatic. 

‘““And what she come to our place for,” he pursued, ‘‘ was 
to leave word that if Miss Dorrit would step up to that card 
—which it’s Mr. Casby’s house that is, and Pancks he has a 
office at the back, where he really does, beyond belief — she 
would be glad for to engage her. She was a old and a dear 
friend, she said particular, of Mr. Clennam, and hoped for 
to prove herself a useful friend to Ais friend. Them was her 
words. Wishing to know whether Miss Dorrit could come 
to-morrow morning, I said I would see you, Miss, and inquire, 
and look round there to-night to say yes, or, if you was 
engaged to-morrow, when.” 
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“T can go to-morrow, thank you,” said Little Dorrit. 
“This is very kind of you, but you are always kind.” 

Mr. Plornish, with a modest disavowal of his merits, opened 
the room door for her readmission, and followed her in with 
such an exceedingly bald pretence of not having been out at 
all, that her father might have observed it without being very 
suspicious. In his affable unconsciousness, however, he took 
no heed. JPlornish, after a little conversation, in which he 
blended his former duty as a Collegian with his present privi- 
lege as a humble outside friend, qualified again by his low 
estate as a plasterer, took his leave; making the tour of the 
prison before he left, and looking on at a game of skittles, with 
the mixed feelings of an old inhabitant who had his private 
reasons for believing that it might be his destiny to come back 
again. 

Early in the morning, Little Dorrit, leaving Maggy in high 
domestic trust, set off for the Patriarchal tent. She went by 
the Iron Bridge, though it cost her a penny, and walked more 
slowly in that part of her journey than in any other. At five 
minutes before eight, her hand was on the Patriarchal knocker, 
which was quite as high as she could reach. 

She gave Mrs. Finching’s card to the young woman who 
opened the door, and the young woman told her that ‘‘ Miss 
Flora’? — Flora having, on her return to the parental roof, 
reinvested herself with the title under which she had lived 
there — was not yet out of her bedroom, but she was to please 
to walk up into Miss Flora’s sitting-room. She walked up into 
Miss Flora’s sitting-room, as in duty bound, and there found 
a breakfast-table comfortably laid for two, with a supplemen- 
tary tray upon it laid for one. The young woman, disappear- 
ing for a few moments, returned to say that she was to please 
to take a chair by the fire, and to take off her bonnet and 
make herself at home. But Little Dorrit being bashful, and 
not used to make herself at home on such occasions, felt at a 
loss how to do it; so she was still sitting near the door with 
her bonnet on, when Flora came in in a hurry, half an hour 
afterwards. 

Flora was so sorry to have kept her waiting, and good gra- 
cious why did she sit out there in the cold when she had 
expected to find her by the fire reading the paper, and had n’t 
that heedless girl given her the message then, and had she 
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really been in her bonnet all this time, and pray for goodness 
sake let Flora take it off! Flora taking it off in the best- 
natured manner in the world, was so struck by the face dis- 
closed, that she said, “Why, what a good little thing you are, 
my dear!” and pressed the face between her hands like the 
gentlest of women. 

It was the word and the action of a moment. Little Dorrit 
had hardly time to think how kind it was, when Flora dashed 
at the breakfast-table, full of business, and plunged over head 
and ears into loquacity. 

“Really so sorry that I should happen to be late on this 
morning of all mornings because my intention and my wish 
was to be ready to meet you when you came in and to say that 
any one that interested Arthur Clennam half so much must 
interest me and that I gave you the heartiest welcome and was 
so glad, instead of which they never called me and there I still 
am snoring I dare say if the truth was known and if you don’t 
like either cold fowl or hot boiled ham which many people 
don’t I dare say besides Jews and theirs are scruples of con- 
science which we must all respect though I must say I wish 
they had them equally strong when they sell us false articles 
for real that certainly ain’t worth the money I shall be quite 
vexed,” said Flora. 

Little Dorrit thanked her, and said, shyly, bread and butter 
and tea was all she usually — 

“Oh nonsense my dear child I can never hear of that,” said 
Flora, turning on the urn in the most reckless manner, and 
making herself wink by splashing hot water into her eyes as 
she bent down to look into the tea-pot. ‘‘ You are come here 
on the footing of a friend and companion you know if you will 
let me take that liberty and I should be ashamed of myself 
indeed if you could come here upon any other, besides which 
Arthur Clennam spoke in such terms — you are tired my dear.” 

‘*No, ma’am.” 

“You turn so pale you have walked too far before breakfast 
and I dare say live a great way off and ought to have had a 
ride,” said Flora, “dear dear is there anything that would do 
you good?” 

“Indeed I am quite well, ma’am. I thank you again and 
again, but I am quite well.” 

“Then take your tea at once I beg,” said Flora, “and this 
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wing of fowl and bit of ham, don’t mind me or wait for me 
because I always carry in this tray myself to Mr. F.’s Aunt 
who breakfasts in bed and a charming old lady too and very 
clever, Portrait of Mr. F. behind the door and very lke 
though too much forehead and as to a pillar with a marble 
pavement and balustrades and a mountain I never saw him 
near it nor not likely in the wine trade, excellent man but not 
at all in that way.” 

Little Dorrit glanced at the portrait, very imperfectly fol- 
lowing the references to that work of art. 

“Mr. F. was so devoted to me that he never could bear 
me out of his sight,” said Flora, ‘though of course I am 
unable to say how long that might have lasted if he hadn’t 
been cut short while I was a new broom, worthy man but not 
poetical manly prose but not romance.” 

Little Dorrit glanced at the portrait again. The artist had 
given it a head that would have been, in an intellectual point 
of view, top-heavy for Shakespeare. 

“Romance, however,” Flora went on, busily arranging Mr. 
F.’s Aunt’s toast, ‘‘as I openly said to Mr. F. when he pro- 
posed to me and you will be surprised to hear that he proposed 
seven times once in a hackney-coach once in a boat once in a 
pew once on a donkey at Tunbridge Wells and the rest on his 
knees, Romance was fled with the early days of Arthur Clen- 
nam, our parents tore us asunder we became marble and stern 
reality usurped the throne, Mr. F. said very much to his credit 
that he was perfectly aware of it and even preferred that state 
of things accordingly the word was spoken the fiat went forth 
and such is life you see my dear and yet we do not break but 
bend, pray make a good breakfast while I go in with the tray.” 

She disappeared, leaving Little Dorrit to ponder over the 
meaning of her scattered words. She soon came back again, and 
at last began to take her own breakfast, talking all the while. 

“You see my dear,” said Flora, measuring out a spoonful 
or two of some brown liquid that smelt like brandy, and put- 
ting it into her tea, ‘‘I am obliged to be careful to follow the 
directions of my medical man though the flavour is anything 
but agreeable being a poor creature and it may be have never 
recovered the shock received in youth from too much giving 
way to crying in the next room when separated from Arthur, 
have you known him long?” 
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As soon as Little Dorrit comprehended that she had been 
asked this question —for which time was necessary, the gal- 
loping pace of her new patroness having left her far behind — 
she answered that she had known Mr. Clennam ever since his 
return. 

“To be sure you couldn’t have known him before unless 
you had been in China or had corresponded neither of which 
is likely,” returned Flora, “for travelling people usually get 
more or less mahogany and you are not at all so and as to 
corresponding what about? that’s very true unless tea, so it 
was at his mother’s was it really that you knew him first, 
highly’ sensible and firm but dreadfully severe — ought to be 
the mother of the man in the iron mask.” | 

“Mrs. Clennam has been kind to me,” said Little Dorrit. 

“Really? I am sure I am glad to hear it because as 
Arthur’s mother it’s naturally pleasant to my feelings to have 
a better opinion of her than I had before, though what she 
thinks of me when I run on as I am certain to do and she sits 
glowering at me like Fate in a go-cart — shocking comparison 
really —invalid and not her fault—I never know or can 
imagine.” 

“Shall I find my work anywhere, ma’am?” asked Little 
Dorrit, looking timidly about; “can I get it?” 

“You industrious little fairy,” returned Flora, taking, in 
another cup of tea, another of the doses prescribed by her 
medical man, ‘‘there’s not the shghtest hurry and it ’s better 
that we should begin by being confidential about our mutual 
friend —too cold a word for me at least { don’t mean that, 
very proper expression mutual friend —than become through 
mere formalities not you but me like the Spartan boy with the 
fox biting him, which I hope you’ll excuse my bringing up 
for of all the tiresome boys that will go tumbling into every 
sort of company that boy’s the tiresomest.” 

Little Dorrit, her face very pale, sat down again to listen. 
“Had n’t I better work the while?” she asked. ‘I can work 
and attend too. I would rather, if I may.” 

Her earnestness was so expressive of her being uneasy with- 
out her work, that Flora answered, ‘“‘ Well my dear whatever 
you like best,” and produced a basket of white handkerchiefs, 
Little Dorrit gladly put it by her side, took out her little 
pocket-housewife, threaded her needle, and began to hem. 
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“‘What nimble fingers you have,” said Flora, ‘but are you 
sure you are well?” 

“Oh, yes, indeed! ” 

Flora put her feet upon the fender, and settled herself for 
a thorough good romantic disclosure. She started off at score, 
tossing her head, sighing in the most demonstrative manner, 
making a great deal of use of her eyebrows, and occasionally, 
but not often, glancing at the quiet face that bent over the 
work. 

“You must know my dear,” said Flora, “but that I have 
no doubt you know already not only because I have already 
thrown it out in a general way but because I feel I carry it 
stamped in burning what’s his names upon my brow that 
before I was introduced to the late Mr. F. I had been engaged 
to Arthur Clennam — Mr. Clennam in public where reserve is 
necessary Arthur here — we were all in all to one another it 
was the morning of life it was bliss it was frenzy it was every- 
thing else of that sort in the highest degree, when rent asunder 
we turned to stone in which capacity Arthur went to China 
and I became the statue bride of the late Mr. F.” 

Flora, uttering these words in a deep voice, enjoyed herself 
immensely. 

“To paint,’ said she, “the emotions of that morning when 
all was marble within and Mr. F.’s Aunt followed in a glass- 
coach which it stands to reason must have been in shameful 
repair or it never could have broken down two streets from 
the house and Mr. F.’s Aunt brought home like the fifth of 
November in a rush-bottomed chair I will not attempt, suf- 
fice it to say that the hollow form of breakfast took place in 
the dining-room down stairs that papa partaking too freely of 
pickled salmon was ill for weeks and that Mr. F. and myself 
went upon a continental tour to Calais where the people fought 
for us on the pier until they separated us though not for ever 
that was not yet to be.” 

The statue bride, hardly pausing for breath, went on, with 
the greatest complacency, in a rambling manner sometimes 
incidental to flesh and blood. 

“T will draw a veil over that dreamy life, Mr. F. was in 
good spirits his appetite was good he liked the cookery he 
considered the wine weak but palatable and all was well, we 
returned to the immediate neighbourhood of Number Thirty 
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Little Gosling Street London Docks and settled down, ere we 
had yet fully detected the housemaid in selling the feathers 
out of the spare bed Gout flying upwards soared with Mr. F. 
to another sphere.” 

His relict, with a glance at his portrait, shook her head and 
wiped her eyes. ; 

“‘J revere the memory of Mr. F. as an estimable man and 
most indulgent husband, only necessary to mention Asparagus 
and it appeared or to hint at any little delicate thing to drink 
and it came like magic in a pint bottle it was not ecstacy but 
it was comfort, I returned to papa’s roof and lived secluded if 
not happy during some years until one day papa came smoothly 
blundering in and said that Arthur Clennam awaited me below, 
I went below and found him ask me not what I found him 
except that he was still unmarried still unchanged! ” 

The dark mystery with which Flora now enshrouded herself 
might have stopped other fingers than the nimble fingers that 
worked near her They worked on, without pause, and the 
busy head bent over them watching the stitches. 

** Ask me not,” said Flora, ‘“‘if I love him still or if he still 
loves me or what the end is to be or when, we are surrounded 
by watchful eyes and it may be that we are destined to pine 
asunder it may be never more to be reunited not a word nct 
a breath not a look to betray us all must be secret as the tomb 
wonder not therefore that even if I should seem comparatively 
cold to Arthur or Arthur should seem comparatively cold to 
me we have fatal reasons it is enough if we understand them 
hush! ” 

All of which Flora said with as much headlong vehemence 
as if she really believed it. There is not much doubt that, 
when she worked herself into full mermaid condition, she did 
actually believe whatever she said in it. 

“Hush!” repeated Flora, “I have now told you all, confi- 
dence is established between us hush, for Arthur’s sake I will 
always be a friend to you my dear girl and in Arthur’s name 
you may always rely upon me.” 

The nimble fingers laid aside the work, and the little figure 
rose and kissed her hand. ‘You are very cold,” said Flora, 
changing to her own natural kind-hearted manner, and gaining 
greatly by the change. ‘‘Don’t work to-day I am sure you 
are not well I am sure you are not strong.” 

VOL. I. 
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“Tt is only that I feel a little overcome by your kindness, 
and by Mr. Clennam’s kindness in confiding me to one he has 
known and loved so long.” 

“Well really my dear,” said Flora, who had a decided ten- 
dency to be always honest when she gave herself time to think 
about it, ‘it’s as well to leave that alone now, for I could n’t 
undertake to say after all, but it doesn’t signify lie down a 
little!” 

“Tl have always been strong enough to do what I want to 
do, and I shall be quite well directly,” returned Little Dorrit, 
with a faint smile. ‘You have overpowered me with grati- 
tude, that’s all. If I keep near the window for a moment, 
I shall be quite myself.” 

Flora opened a window, sat her in a chair by it, and consid- 
erately retired to her former place. It was a windy day, and 
the air stirring on Little Dorrit’s face soon brightened it. In 
a very few minutes she returned to her basket of work, and 
her nimble fingers were as nimble as ever. 

Quietly pursuing her task, she asked Flora if Mr. Clennam 
had told her where she lived? When Flora replied in the 
negative, Little Dorrit said that she understood why he had 
been so delicate, but that she felt sure he would approve of 
her confiding her secret to Flora, and that she would therefore 
do so now with Flora’s permission. Receiving an encoura- 
ging answer, she condensed the narrative of her life into a 
few scanty words about herself, and a glowing eulogy upon her 
father; and Flora took it all in with a natural tenderness that 
quite understood it, and in which there was no incoherence. 

When dinner-time came, Flora drew the arm of her new 
charge through hers, and led her down stairs, and presented 
her to the Patriarch and Mr. Pancks, who were already in the 
dining-room waiting to begin. (Mr. F.’s Aunt was, for the 
time, laid up in ordinary in her chamber.) By those gen- 
tlemen she was received according to their characters; the Pa- 
triarch appearing to do her some inestimable service in saying 
that he was glad to see her, glad to see her; and Mr. Pancks 
blowing off his favourite sound as a salute. 

In that new presence she would have been bashful enough 
under any circumstances, and particularly under Flora’s insist- 
ing on her drinking a glass of wine and eating of the best that 
was there; but her constraint was greatly increased by Mr. 
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Pancks. The demeanour of that gentleman at first suggested 
to her mind that he might be a taker of likenesses, so intently 
did he look at her, and so frequently did he glance at the little 
note-book by his side. Observing that he made no sketch, 
however, and that he talked about business only, she began 
to have suspicions that he represented some creditor of her 
father’s, the balance due to whom was noted in that pocket 
volume. Regarded from this point of view Mr. Pancks’s puff- 
ings expressed injury and impatience, and each of his louder 
snorts became a demand for payment. | 

But here again she was undeceived by anomalous and incon- 
gruous conduct on the part of Mr. Pancks himself. She had 
left the table half an hour, and was at work alone. Flora 
had “‘gone to lie down” in the next room, concurrently with 
which retirement a smell of something to drink had broken out 
in the house. The Patriarch was fast asleep, with his philan- 
thropic mouth open, under a yellow pocket-handkerchief in the 
dining-room. At this quiet time, Mr. Pancks softly appeared 
before her, urbanely nodding. 

“Find it a little dull, Miss Dorrit?” inquired Pancks, in a 
low voice. 

“No, thank you, sir,” said Little Dorrit. 

“Busy, I see,” observed Mr. Pancks, stealing into the room 
by inches. ‘‘ What are those now, Miss Dorrit?” 

‘  “ Wandkerchiefs. ” 

“Are they, though! ” said Pancks. “I shouldn’t have 
thought it.” Not in the least looking at them, but looking at 
Little Dorrit. ‘Perhaps you wonder who Iam. Shall I tell 
you? Jam a fortune-teller.” 

Little Dorrit now began to think he was mad. 

“T belong body and soul to my proprietor,” said Pancks, 
“you saw my proprietor having his dinner below. But I do 
a little in the other way, sometimes; privately, very privately, 
Miss Dorrit.” 

Little. Dorrit looked at him doubtfully, and not without 
alarm. ‘‘I wish you’d show me the palm of your hand,” said 
Pancks. ‘I should like to have a look at it. Don’t let me 
be troublesome.” 

He was so far troublesome that he was not at all wanted 
there, but she laid her work in her lap for a moment, and held 
out her left hand with the thimble on it. 
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“Years of toil, eh?” said Pancks softly, touching it with 
his blunt forefinger. ‘‘But what else are we made for? 
Nothing. Hallo!” looking into the lines. ‘‘What’s this 
with bars? It’s a College! And what’s this with a grey 
gown and a black velvet cap? It’s a father! And what’s 
this with a clarionet? It’s an uncle! And what’s this in 
dancing-shoes? It’s a sister! And what’s this straggling 
about in an idle sort of a way? It’s a brother! And what’s 
this thinking for ’em all? Why, this is you, Miss Dorrit!” 

Her eyes met his as she looked up wonderingly into his face, 
and she thought that although his were sharp eyes, he was a 
brighter and gentler-looking man than she had supposed at 
dinner. His eyes were on her hand again directly, and her 
opportunity of confirming or correcting the impression was 
gone. 

“Now, the deuce is in it,” muttered Pancks, tracing out a 
line in her hand with his clumsy finger, “if this isn’t me in 
the corner here! What do I want here? What’s behind 
me?” 

He carried his finger slowly down to the wrist, and round 
the wrist, and affected to look at the back of the nand for what 
was behind him. 

“Ts it any harm?” asked Little Dorrit smiling. 

“Deuce a bit!” said Pancks. ‘“‘What do you think it’s 
worth?” 

“T ought to ask you that. Iam not the fortune-teller.” 

“True,” said Pancks. ‘‘What’s it worth? You shall live 
to see, Miss Dorrit.” 

Releasing the hand by slow degrees, he drew all his fingers 
through his prongs of hair, so that they stood up in their most 
portentous manner; and repeated slowly, “‘Remember what [ 
say, Miss Dorrit. You shall live to see.” 

She could not help showing that she was much surprised, if 
it were only by his knowing so much about her. 

“Ah! That’s it!” said Pancks, pointing at her. ‘‘ Miss 
Dorrit, not that, ever!” 

More surprised than before, and a little more frightened, she 
looked to him for an explanation of his last words. 

“Not that,” said Pancks, making, with great seriousness, an 
imitation of a surprised look and manner, that appeared to be 
unintentionally grotesque. ‘Don’t do that. Never on seeing 
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me, no matter when, no matter where. Iam nobody. Don’t 
take on to mind me. Don’t mention me. Take no notice. 
Will you agree, Miss Dorrit?” 

“T hardly know what to say,” returned Little Dorrit, quite 
astounded. ‘‘Why?” 

“Because I am a fortune-teller— Pancks the gipsy. I 
have n’t told you so much of your fortune, yet, Miss Dorrit, 
as to tell you what’s behind me on that little hand. I have 
told you you shall live to see. Is it agreed, Miss Dorrit?” 

“ Aoreed that I— am — to —” 

“To take no notice of me away from here, unless I take on 
first. Not to mind me when I come and go, It’s very easy. 
J am no loss, I am not handsome, I am not good company, I 
am only my proprietor’s grubber. You need do no more than 
think, ‘Ah! Pancks the gipsy at his fortune-telling — he ’ll 
tell the rest of my fortune one day —I shall live to know it.’ 
Is it agreed, Miss Dorrit?” 

“Ye-es,” faltered Little Dorrit, whom he greatly confused, 
“IT suppose so, while you do no harm.” 

“Good!” Mr. Pancks glanced at the wall of the adjoin- 
ing room, and stooped forward. ‘“‘ Honest creature, woman of 
capital points, but heedless and a loose talker, Miss Dorrit.” 
With that he rubbed his hands as if the interview had been 
very satisfactory to him, panted away to the door, and urbanely 
nodded himself out again. 

If Little Dorrit were beyond measure perplexed by this curi- 
ous conduct on the part of her new acquaintance, and by find- 
ing herself involved in this singular treaty, her perplexity was 
not diminished by ensuing circumstances. Besides that Mr. 
Pancks took every opportunity afforded him in Mr. Casby’s 
house of significantly glancing at her and snorting at her— 
which was not much, after what he had done already — he 
began to pervade her daily life. She saw him in the street, con- 
stantly. When she went to Mr. Casby’s, he was always there. 
When she went to Mrs. Clennam’s, he came there on any pre- 
tence, as if to keep her in his sight. A week had not gone 
by, when she found him to her astonishment, in the Lodge one 
night, conversing with the turnkey on duty, and to all appear- 
ance one of his familiar companions. Her next surprise was 
to find him equally at his ease within the prison; to hear of 
his presenting himself among the visitors at her father’s Sun- 
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day levee; to see him arm in arm with a Collegiate friend 
about the yard; to learn, from Fame, that he had greatly dis- 
tinguished himself one evening at the social club that held 
its meetings in the Snuggery, by addressing a speech to the 
members of that institution, singing a song, and treating the 
company to five gallons of ale—report madly added a bushel 
of shrimps. The effect on Mr. Plornish of such of these phe- 
nomena as he became an eye-witness of, in his faithful visits, 
made an impression on Little Dorrit only second to that pro- 
duced by the phenomena themselves. They seemed to gag and 
bind him. He could only stare, and sometimes weakly mutter 
that it wouldn’t be believed down Bleeding Heart Yard that 
this was Pancks; but he never said a word more, or made a 
sign more, even to Little Dorrit. Mr, Pancks crowned his 
mysteries by making himself acquainted with Tip in some 
unknown manner, and taking a Sunday saunter into the College 
on that gentleman’s arm. ‘Throughout he never took any 
notice of Little Dorrit, save once or twice when he happened 
to come close to her, and there was no one very near; on which 
occasions, he said in passing, with a friendly look and a puff 
of encouragement, “ Pancks the gipsy — fortune-telling.” 

Little Dorrit worked and strove as usual, wondering at all 
this, but keeping her wonder, as she had from her earliest 
years kept many heavier loads, in her own breast. A change 
had stolen, and was stealing yet, over the patient heart. 
Every day found her something more retiring than the day 
before. To pass in and out of the prison unnoticed, and else- 
where to be overlooked and forgotten, were, for herself, her 
chief desires. 

To her own room too, strangely assorted room for her deli- 
cate youth and character, she was glad to retreat as often as she 
could without desertion of any duty. There were afternoon 
times when she was unemployed, when visitors dropped in to 
play a hand at cards with her father, when she could be spared 
and was better away. ‘Then she would flit along the yard, 
climb the scores of stairs that led to her room, and take her 
seat at the window. Many combinations did those spikes 
upon the wall assume, many light shapes did the strong iron 
weave itself into, many golden touches fell upon the rust, 
while Little Dorrit sat there musing. New zig-zags sprung 
into the cruel pattern sometimes, when she saw it through a 
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burst of tears; but beautiful or hardened still, always over it 
and under it and through it, she was fain to look in her soli- 
tude, seeing everything with that ineffaceable brand. 

A garret, and a Marshalsea garret without compromise, was 
Little Dorrit’s room. Beautifully kept, it was ugly in itself, 
and had little but cleanliness and air to set it off; for what 
embellishment she had ever been able to buy, had gone to her 
father’s room. Howbeit, for this poor place she showed an 
increasing love; and to sit in it alone became her favourite 
rest. 

Insomuch, that on a certain afternoon, during the Pancks 
mysteries, when she was seated at her window, and heard 
Maggy’s well-known step coming up the stairs, she was very 
much disturbed by the apprehension of being summoned away. 
As Maggy’s step came higher up and nearer, she trembled and 
faltered; and it was as much as she could do to speak, when 
Maggy at length appeared. 

‘Please, Little Mother,” said Maggy, panting for breath, 
‘you must come down and see him. He’s here.” 

“Who, Maggy?” 

‘“Who—o’ course Mr. Clennam. He’s in your father’s 
room, and he says to me, Maggy, will you be so kind and go 
and say it’s only me.” 

“T am not very well, Maggy. I had better not go. Iam 
going to lie down. See! I lie down now, to ease my head. 
Say, with my grateful regard, that you left me so, or I would 
have come.” 

“Well, it ain’t very polite though, Little Mother,” said the 
- staring Maggy, “to turn your face away, neither!” 

Maggy was very susceptible to personal slights, and very 
ingenious in inventing them. ‘Putting both your hands afore 
your face too!” she went on. “If you can’t bear the looks 
of a poor thing, it would be better to tell her so at once, and 
not go and shut her out like that, hurting her feelings and 
breaking her heart at ten year old, poor thing! ” 

“Tt ’s to ease my head, Maggy.” 

‘‘Well, and if you cry to ease your head, Little Mother, let 
me cry too. Don’t go and have all the crying to yourself,” 
expostulated Maggy, “that ain’t not being greedy.” And im- 
mediately began to blubber. 

It was with some difficulty that she could be induced to go 
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back with the excuse; but the promise of being told a story —~ 
of old her great delight—on condition that she concentrated 
her faculties upon the errand and left her little mistress to 
herself for an hour longer, combined with a misgiving on 
Maggy’s part that she had left her good temper at the bottom 
of the staircase, prevailed. So away she went, muttering her 
message all the way to keep it in her mind, and, at the 
appointed time, came back. 

“He was very sorry, I can tell you,” she announced, ‘‘and 
wanted to send a doctor. And he’s coming again to-morrow 
he is, and I don’t think he ’ll have a good sleep to-night along 
o’ hearing about your head, Little Mother. Oh, my! Ain’t 
you been a crying!” 

“T think I have, a little, Magey.” 

A little! Oh!” 

“But it’s all over now—all over for good, Maggy. And 
my head is much better and cooler, and I am quite comfort- 
able. Iam very glad I did not go down.” 

Her great staring child tenderly embraced her; and having 
smoothed her hair, and bathed her forehead and eyes with cold 
water (offices in which her awkward hands became skilful), 
hugged her again, exulted in her brighter looks, and stationed 
her in her chair by the window. Over against this chair, 
Maggy, with apoplectic exertions that were not at all required, 
dragged the box which was her seat on story-telling occasions, 
sat down upon it, hugged her own knees, and said, with a 
voracious appetite for stories, and with widely-opened eyes: — 

“Now, Little Mother, let ’s have a good ’un!” 

What shall it be about, Maggy?” 

“Oh, let’s have a Princess,” said Maggy, “and let her be 
a reg’lar one. Beyond all belief, you know!” 

Little Dorrit considered for a moment; and with a rather 
sad smile upon her face, which was flushed by the sunset, 
began: — 

“Maggy, there was once upon a time a fine King, and he 
had everything he could wish for, and a great deal more. He 
had gold and silver, diamonds and rubies, riches of every kind. 
He had palaces, and he had —” 

“Hospitals,” interposed Maggy, still nursing her knees. 
“Tet him have hospitals, because they ’re so comfortable — 
hospitals with lots of Chicking.” 
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** Yes, he had plenty of them, and he had plenty of every- 
thing.” 

“Plenty of baked potatoes, for instance ?’’ said Maggy. 

“Plenty of everything.” 

“Lor! ” chuckled Maggy, giving her kneesa hug. ‘‘ Wasn’s 
it prime! ” 

‘This King had a daughter, who was the wisest and most 
beautiful Princess that ever was seen. When she was a child 
she understood all her lessons before her masters taught them 
to her; and when she was grown up, she was the wonder of the 
world. Now, near the Palace where this Princess lived, there 
was a cottage in which there was a poor little tiny woman, who 
lived all alone by herself.” 

“A old woman,” said Maggy, with an unctuous smack of her 
lips. 

“No, not an old woman. Quite a young one.” 

“T wonder she warn’t afraid,” said Maggy. ‘Go on, 
please.” 

“The Princess passed the cottage nearly every day, and 
whenever she went by in her beautiful carriage, she saw the 
poor tiny woman spinning at her wheel, and she looked at the 
tiny woman, and the tiny woman looked at her. So one day 
she stopped the coachman a little way from the cottage, and got 
out and walked on and peeped in at the door, and there, as 
usual, was the tiny woman spinning at her wheel, and she 
looked at the Princess, and the Princess looked at her.” 

“Like trying to stare one another out,” said Maggy. 
**Please go on, Little Mother.” 

“The Princess was such a wonderful Princess that she had 
the power of knowing secrets, and she said to the tiny woman, 
Why do you keep it there? This showed her directly that the 
Princess knew why she lived all alone by herself spinning at 
her wheel, and she kneeled down at the Princess’s feet, and 
asked hér never to betray her. So the Princess said, I never 
will betray you. Let me see it. So the tiny woman closed 
the shutter of the cottage window and fastened the door, and, 
trembling from head to foot for fear that any one should suspect 
her, opened a very secret place, and showed the Princess a 
shadow.” 

“Lor!” said Maggy. 

“Tt was the shadow of Some one who had gone by long 
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before: of Some one who had gone on far away quite out of 
reach, never, never to come back. It was bright to look at; 
and when the tiny woman showed it to the Princess, she was 
proud of it with all her heart, as a great, great, treasure. 
When the Princess had considered it a little while, she said to 
the tiny woman, And you keep watch over this, every day? 
And she cast down her eyes, and whispered, Yes. Then the 
Princess said, Remind me why. ‘To which the other replied, 
that no one so good and kind had ever passed that way, and 
that was why in the beginning. She said, too, that nobody 
missed it, that nobody was the worse for it, that Some one had 
gone on to those who were expecting him —” 

“Some one was a man then?” interposed Maggy. 

Little Dorrit timidly said, Yes — she believed so; and 
resumed : — 

‘‘___ Had gone on to those who were expecting him, and that 
this remembrance was stolen or kept back from nobody. The 
Princess made answer, Ah! but when the cottager died it 
would be discovered there. The tiny woman told her No; 
when that time came, it would sink quietly into her own grave, 
and would never be found.” 

“Well, to be sure!” said Maggy. “Go on, please.” 

‘“‘The Princess was very much astonished to hear this, as you 
may suppose, Maggy.” 

(‘And well she might be,” said Maggy.) 

‘““So she resolved to watch the tiny woman, and see what 
came of it. Every day she drove in her beautiful carriage by 
the cottage door, and there she saw the tiny woman always 
alone by herself spinning at her wheel, and she looked at the 
tiny woman, and the tiny woman looked at her. At last one 
day the wheel was still, and the tiny woman was not to be 
seen. When the Princess made inquiries why the wheel had 
stopped, and where the tiny woman was, she was informed that 
the wheel had stopped because there was nobody to turn it, the 
tiny woman being dead.” 

(“They ought to have took her to the Hospital,” said 
Maggy, ‘“‘and then she ’d have got over it.’’) 

“The Princess, after crying a very little for the loss of the 
tiny woman, dried her eyes and got out of her carriage at the 
place where she had stopped it before, and went to the cottage 
and peeped in at the door, There was nobody to look at her 


LITTLE DORRIT 315 


now, and nobody for her to look at, so she went in at once to 
search for the treasured shadow. But there was no sign of it 
to be found anywhere; and then she knew that the tiny woman 
had told her the truth, and that it would never give any body 
any trouble, and that it had sunk quietly into her own grave, 
and that she and it were at rest together. 

“That ’s all, Maggy.” 

The sunset flush was so bright on Little Dorrit’s face when 
she came thus to the end of her story, that she interposed her 
hand to shade it. 

‘Had she got to be old?’ Maggy asked. 

“The tiny woman?” 

Vahl? 

*“T don’t know,” said Little Dorrit. “But it would have 
been just the same, if she had been ever and ever so old.” 

“Would it raly!” said Maggy. ‘Well I suppose it would 
though.” And sat staring and ruminating. 

She sat so long with her eyes wide open, that at length Lit- 
tle Dorrit, to entice her. from her box, rose and looked out of 
window. As she glanced down into the yard, she saw Pancks 
come in, and leer up with the corner of his eye as he went by. 

*““Who’s he, Little Mother?” said Maggy. She had joined 
her at the window and was leaning on her shoulder. “I see 
him come in and out often.” 

““T have heard him called a fortune-teller,” said Little Dorrit. 
“But I doubt if he could tell many people, even their past or 
present fortunes. ” 

‘Could n’t have told the Princess hers?” said Maggy. 

Little Dorrit, looking musingly down into the dark valley of 
the prison, shook her head. 

“Nor the tiny woman hers?” said Maggy. 

“No,” said Little Dorrit, with the sunset very bright upon 
her. ‘‘ But let us come away from the window.” 
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CHAPTER XXV 
CONSPIRATORS AND OTHERS 


THE private residence of Mr. Pancks was in Pentonville, 
where he lodged on the second floor of a professional gentleman 
in an extremely small way, who had an inner door within the 
street door, poised on a spring and starting open with a click 
like a trap; and who wrote up in the fan-light, Ruae, Gren- 
ERAL AGENT, ACCOUNTANT, DEBTS RECOVERED. 

This scroll, majestic in its severe simplicity, illuminated a 
little slip of front garden abutting on the thirsty high road, 
where a few of the dustiest of leaves hung their dismal heads 
and led a life of choking. A professor of writing occupied the 
first floor, and enlivened the garden railings with glass cases 
containing choice examples of what his pupils had been before 
six lessons and while the whole of his young family shook the 
table, and what they had become after six lessons when the 
young family was under restraint. The tenancy of Mr. Pancks 
was limited to one airy bedroom; he covenanting and agreeing 
with Mr. Rugg his landlord, that in consideration of a certain 
scale of payments accurately defined, and on certain verbal 
notice duly given, he should be at liberty to elect to share the 
Sunday breakfast, dinner, tea, or supper, or each or any or all 
of those repasts or meals, of Mr. and Miss Rugg (his daughter) 
in the back parlour. 

Miss Rugg was a lady of a little property, which she had 
acquired, together with much distinction in the neighbourhood, 
by having her heart severely lacerated and her feelings mangled 
by a middle-aged baker, resident in the vicinity, against whom 
she had, by the agency of Mr. Rugg, found it necesssary to pro- 
ceed at law to recover damages for a breach of promise of mar- 
riage. The baker, having been, by the counsel for Miss Rugg, 
witheringly denounced on that occasion up to the full amount 
of twenty guineas, at the rate of about eighteenpence an epithet, 
and having been cast in corresponding damages, still suffered 
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occasional persecution from the youth of Pentonville. But 
Miss Rugg, environed by the majesty of the law, and having 
her damages invested in the public securities, was regarded 
with consideration. 

In the society of Mr. Rugg, who had a round white visage, 
as if all his blushes had been drawn out of him long ago, and 
who had a ragged yellow head like a worn-out hearth-broom; 
and in the society of Miss Rugg, who had little nankeen spots, 
like shirt buttons, all over her face, and whose own yellow 
tresses were rather scrubby than luxuriant; Mr. Pancks had 
usually dined on Sundays for some few years, and had twice 
a week, or so, enjoyed an evening collation of bread, Dutch 
cheese, and porter. Mr. Pancks was one of the very few 
marriageable men for whom Miss Rugg had no terrors, the 
argument with which he reassured himself being twofold; that 
is to say, firstly, “that it wouldn’t do twice,” and secondly 
“that he wasn’t worth it.” Fortified within this double 
armour, Mr. Pancks snorted at Miss Rugg on easy terms. 

Up to this time, Mr. Pancks had transacted little or no 
business at his quarters in Pentonville, except in the sleeping 
line; but, now that he had become a fortune-teller, he was 
often closeted after midnight with Mr. Rugg in his little front 
parlour office, and, even after those untimely hours, burnt tal- 
low in his bedroom. Though his duties as his proprietor’s 
grubber were in no wise lessened; and though that service 
bore no greater resemblance to a bed of roses than was to be 
discovered in its many thorns; some new branch of industry 
made a constant demand upon him. When he cast off the 
Patriarch at night, it was only to take an anonymous craft in 
tow, and labour away afresh in other waters. 

The advance from a personal acquaintance with the elder 
Mr. Chivery, to an introduction to his amiable wife and discon- 
solate son, may have been easy; but easy or not, Mr. Pancks 
soon made it. He nestled in the bosom of the tobacco busi- 
ness within a week or two after his first appearance in the 
College, and particularly addressed himself to the cultivation 
of a good understanding with Young John. In this endeavour 
he so prospered as to lure that pining shepherd forth from the 
groves, and tempt him to undertake mysterious missions; on 
which he began to disappear at uncertain intervals for as long 
a space as two or three days together. The prudent Mrs, 
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Chivery, who wondered greatly at this change, would have 
protested against it as detrimental to the Highland typification 
on the door-post, but for two forcible reasons; one, that her 
John was roused to take strong interest in the business which 
these starts were supposed to advance —and this she held to 
be good for his drooping spirits; the other, that Mr. Pancks 
confidentially agreed to pay her, for the occupation of her son’s 
time, at the handsome rate of seven and sixpence per day. 
The proposal originated with himself, and was couched in the 
pithy terms, “If your John is weak enough, ma’am, not to 
take it, that is no reason why you should be, don’t you see? 
So, quite between ourselves, ma’am, business being business, 
here it is!” 

What Mr. Chivery thought of these things, or how much 
or how little he knew about them, was never gathered from 
himself. It has been already remarked that he was a man of 
few words; and it may be here observed, that he had imbibed 
a professional habit of locking everything up. He locked 
himself up as carefully as he locked up the Marshalsea debtors. 
Even his custom of bolting his meals may have been a part of 
an uniform whole; but there is no question, that, as to all 
other purposes, he kept his mouth as he kept the Marshalsea 
door. He never opened it without occasion. When it was 
necessary to let anything out, he opened it a little way, held 
it open just as long as sufficed for the purpose, and locked it 
again. Even as he would be sparing of his trouble at the 
Marshalsea door, and would keep a visitor who wanted to go 
out, waiting for a few moments if he saw another visitor com- 
ing down the yard, so that one turn of the key should suffice 
for both, similarly he would often reserve a remark if he per- 
ceived another on its way to his lips, and would deliver him- 
self of the two together. As to any key to his inner know- 
ledge being to be found in his face, the Marshalsea key was as 
legible an index to the individual characters and histories upon 
which it was turned. 

That Mr. Pancks should be moved to invite any one to 
dinner at Pentonville, was an unprecedented fact in his calen- 
dar. But he invited Young John to dinner, and even brought 
him within range of the dangerous (because expensive) fascina- 
tions of Miss Rugg. The banquet was appointed for a Sun- 
day, and Miss Rugg with her own hands stuffed a leg of 
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mutton with oysters on the occasion, and sent it to the baker’s 
—not the baker’s, but an opposition establishment. Provi- 
sion of oranges, apples, and nuts was also made. And rum 
was brought home by Mr. Pancks on Saturday night, to glad- 
den the visitor’s heart. 

The store of creature comforts was not the chief part of the 
visitor’s reception. Its special feature was a foregone family 
confidence and sympathy. When Young John appeared at 
half-past one, without the ivory hand and waistcoat of golden 
sprigs, the sun shorn of his beams by disastrous clouds, Mr. 
Pancks presented him to the yellow-haired Ruggs as the young 
man he had so often mentioned who loved Miss Dorrit. 

“T am glad,” said Mr. Rugg, challenging him specially in 
that character, ‘“‘to have the distinguished gratification of 
making your acquaintance, sir. Your feelings do you honour. 
You are young; may you never outlive your feelings! If I 
was to outlive my own feelings, sir,” said Mr. Rugg, who was 
a man of many words, and was considered to possess a remark- 
ably good address; “‘if I was to outlive my own feelings, I’d 
leave fifty pound in my will to the man who would put me out 
of existence.” 

Miss Rugg heaved a sigh. 

“My daughter, sir,” said Mr. Rugg. ‘Anastatia, you are 
no stranger to the state of this young man’s affections. My 
daughter has had her trials, sir,” Mr. Rugg might have used 
the word more pointedly in the singular number, ‘‘and she can 
feel for you.” 

Young John, almost overwhelmed by the touching nature of 
this greeting, professed himself to that effect. 

“What I envy you, sir, is,” said Mr. Rugg, “allow me to 
take your hat—we are rather short of pegs—JI’ll put it in 
the corner, nobody will tread in it there— What I envy you, 
sir, is the luxury of your own feelings. I belong to a profes- 
sion in which that luxury is sometimes denied us.” 

Young John replied, with acknowledgments, that he only 
hoped he did what was right, and what showed how entirely 
he was devoted to Miss Dorrit. He wished to be unselfish; 
and he hoped he was. He wished to do anything as laid in 
his power to serve Miss Dorrit, altogether putting himself out 
of sight; and he hoped he did. It was but little that he could 
do, but he hoped he did it. 
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“Sir,” said Mr. Rugg, taking him by the hand, ‘‘you are 
a young man that it does one good to come across. You are 
a young man that I should like to put in the witness-box, to 
humanise the minds of the legal profession. I hope you have 
brought your appetite with you, and intend to play a good 
knife and fork?” 

“Thank you, sir,” returned Young John, “I don’t eat 
much at present.” 

Mr. Rugg drew him a little apart. “My daughter’s case, 
sir,’’ said he, “‘at the time when, in vindication of her out- 
raged feelings and her sex, she became the plaintiff in Rugg 
and Hawkins. I suppose I could have put it in evidence, Mr. 
Chivery, if I had thought it worth my while, that the amount 
of solid sustenance my daughter consumed at that period did 
not exceed ten ounces per week.” 

“JT think I go a lttle beyond that, sir,” returned the other, 
hesitating, as if he confessed it with some shame. 

“But in your case there’s no fiend in human form,” said 
Mr. Rugg, with argumentative smile and action of hand. 
“Observe, Mr. Chivery! No fiend in human form!” 

“No, sir, certainly,” Young John added with simplicity, 
**T should be very sorry if there was.” 

“The sentiment,” said Mr. Rugg, “is what I should have 
expected from your known principles. It would affect my 
daughter greatly, sir, if she heard it. As I perceive the 
mutton, I am glad she didn’t hear it. Mr. Pancks, on this 
occasion, pray face me. My dear, face Mr. Chivery. For 
what we are going to receive, may we (and Miss Dorrit) be 
truly thankful! ” 

But for a grave waggishness in Mr. Rugg’s manner of deliv- 
ering this introduction to the feast, it might have appeared 
that Miss Dorrit was expected to be one of the company. 
Pancks recognised the sally in his usual way, and took in his 
provender in his usual way. Miss Rugg, perhaps making up 
some of her arrears, likewise took very kindly to the mutton, 
and it rapidly diminished to the bone. A bread-and-butter 
pudding entirely disappeared, and a considerable amount of 
cheese and radishes vanished by the same means. ‘Then came 
the dessert. 

Then also, and before the broaching of the rum and water, 
came Mr. Pancks’s note-book. The ensuing business proceed- 
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ings were brief but curious, and rather in the nature of a con- 
spiracy. Mr. Pancks looked over his note-book which was 
now getting full, studiously; and picked out little extracts, 
which he wrote on separate slips of paper on the table; Mr. 
Rugg, in the meanwhile, looking at him with close attention, 
and Young John losing his uncollected eye in mists of med- 
itation. When Mr. Pancks, who supported the character of 
chief conspirator, had completed his extracts, he looked them 
over, corrected them, put up his note-book, and held them like 
a hand at cards. 

‘Now, there ’s a churchyard in Bedfordshire,” said Pancks. 
“Who takes it?” 

“T’ll take it, sir,” returned Mr. Rugg, “if no one bids.” 

Mr. Pancks dealt him his card, and looked at his hand 
again. 

“Now, there’s an Enquiry in York,” said Pancks, ‘‘ Who 
takes it?” 

“I’m not good for York,” said Mr. Rugg. 

“Then perhaps,” pursued Pancks, “‘you’ll be so obliging, 
John Chivery ?” 

Young John assenting, Pancks dealt him his card, and 
consulted his hand again. 

“There ’s a Church in London; I may as well take that. 
And a Family Bible; I may as well take that, too. That’s 
two to me. Two to me,” repeated Pancks, breathing hard 
over his cards. ‘“‘Here’s a Clerk at Durham for you, John, 
and an old seafaring gentleman at Dunstable for you, Mr. 
Rugg. Two to me, was it? Yes, two to me. MHere’s a 
Stone; three to me. And a Still-born Baby; four to me. 
And all, for the present, told.” 

When he had thus disposed of his cards, all being done very 
quietly and in a suppressed tone, Mr. Pancks puffed his way 
into his own breast pocket and tugged out a canvas bag; from 
which, with a sparing hand, he told forth money for travelling 
expenses in two little portions. ‘Cash goes out fast,” he said 
anxiously, as he pushed a portion to each of his male compan- 
ions, ‘‘ very fast.” 

“‘T can only assure you, Mr. Pancks,” said Young John, 
“that I deeply regret my circumstances being such that I can’t 
afford to pay my own charges, or that it’s not advisable to 
allow me the time necessary for my doing the distances on 
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foot. Because nothing would give me greater satisfaction than 
to walk myself off my legs without fee or reward.” 

This young man’s disinterestedness appeared so very ludi- 
crous in the eyes of Miss Rugg, that she was obliged to effect 
a precipitate retirement from the company, and to sit upon 
the stairs until she had had her laugh out. Meanwhile Mr. 
Pancks, looking, not without some pity, at Young John, 
slowly and thoughtfully twisted up his canvas bag as if he 
were wringing its neck. The lady returning as he restored it 
to his pocket, mixed rum and water for the party, not forget- 
ting her fair self, and handed to every one his glass). When 
all were supplied, Mr. Rugg rose, and silently holding out his 
glass at arm’s length above the centre of the table, by that 
gesture invited the other three to add theirs, and to unite in 
a general conspiratorial clink. The ceremony was effective up 
to a certain point, and would have been wholly so throughout, 
if Miss Rugg, as she raised her glass to her lips in completion 
of it, had not happened to look at Young John; when she was 
again so overcome by the contemptible comicality of his disin- 
terestedness, as to splutter some ambrosial drops of rum and 
water around, and withdraw in confusion. 

Such was the dinner without precedent, given by Pancks at 
Pentonville; and such was the busy and strange life Pancks 
led. The only waking moments at which he appeared to relax 
from his cares, and to recreate himself by going anywhere or 
saying anything without a pervading object, were when he 
showed a dawning interest in the lame foreigner with the stick, 
down Bleeding Heart Yard. ; 

The foreigner, by name John Baptist Cavalletto — they 
called him Mr. Baptist in the Yard—was such a chirping, 
easy, hopeful little fellow, that his attraction for Pancks was 
probably in the force of contrast. Solitary, weak, and scantily 
acquainted with the most necessary words of the only language 
in which he could communicate with the people about him, he 
went with the stream of his fortunes, in a brisk way that was 
new in those parts. With little to eat and less to drink, and 
nothing to wear but what he wore upon him, or had brought 
tied up in one of the smallest bundles that ever were seen, he 
put as bright a face upon it as if he were in the most flourish- 
ing circumstances, when he first hobbled up and down the 
Yard, humbly propitiating the general good-will with his white 
teeth. 
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It was up-hill work for a foreigner, lame or sound, to make 
his way with the Bleeding Hearts. In the. first place, they 
were vaguely persuaded that every foreigner had a knife about 
him; in the second, they held it to be a sound constitutional 
national axiom that he ought to go home to his own country. 
They never thought of inquiring how many of their own coun- 
trymen would be returned upon their hands from divers parts 
of the world, if the principle were generally recognised; they 
considered it practically and peculiarly British. In the third 
place, they had a notion that it was a sort of Divine visitation 
upon a foreigner that he was not an Englishman, and that all 
kinds of calamities happened to his country because it did 
things that England did not, and did not do things that Eng- 
land did. In this belief, to be sure, they had long been care- 
fully trained by the Barnacles and Stiltstalkings, who were 
always proclaiming to them, officially and unofficially, that no 
country which failed to submit itself to those two large families 
could possibly hope to be under the protection of Providence; 
and who, when they believed it, disparaged them in private as 
the most prejudiced people under the sun. _ 

This, therefore, might be called a political position of the 
Bleeding Hearts; but they entertained other objections to 
having foreigners in the Yard. They believed that foreigners 
were always badly off; and though they were as ill off them- 
selves as they could desire to be, that did not diminish the 
force of the objection. They believed that foreigners were 
dragooned and bayoneted; and though they certainly got their 
own skulls promptly fractured if they showed any ill hu- 
mour, still it was with a blunt instrument, and that didn’t 
count. They believed that foreigners were always immoral; 
and though they had an occasional assize at home, and now 
and then a divorce case or so, that had nothing to do with it. 
They believed that foreigners had no independent spirit, as 
never being escorted to the poll in droves by Lord Decimus 
Tite Barnacle, with colours flying and the tune of Rule Bri- 
tannia playing. Not to be tedious, they had many other 
beliefs of a similar kind. 

Against these obstacles the lame foreigner with the stick 
had to make head as well as he could; not absolutely single- 
handed, because Mr. Arthur Clennam had recommended him 
to the Plornishes (he lived at the top of the same house), bus 
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still at heavy odds. However, the Bleeding Hearts were kind 
hearts; and when they saw the little fellow cheerily limping 
about with a good-humoured face, doing no harm, drawing no 
knives, committing no outrageous immoralities, living chiefly 
on farinaceous and milk diet, and playing with Mrs. Plornish’s 
children of an evening, they began to think that although he 
could never hope to be an Englishman, still it would be hard 
to visit that affliction on his head. They began to accommo- 
date themselves to his level, calling him “Mr, Baptist,” but 
treating him like a baby, and laughing immoderately at his 
lively gestures and his childish English — more, because he 
didn’t mind it, and laughed too. They spoke to him in very 
loud voices as if he were stone deaf. They constructed sen- 
tences, by way of teaching him the language in its purity, such 
as were addressed by the savages to Captain Cook, or by 
Friday to Robinson Crusoe. Mrs. Plornish was particularly 
ingenious in this art; and attained so much celebrity for saying 
“Me ope you leg well soon,” that it was considered in the 
Yard but a very short remove indeed from speaking Italian. 
Even Mrs. Plornish herself began to think that she had a 
natural call towards that language. As he became more popu- 
lar, household objects were brought into requisition for his 
instruction in a copious vocabulary; and whenever he appeared 
in the Yard, ladies would fly out at their doors crying, “ Mr. 
Baptist — teapot!” ‘“‘Mr. Baptist dust-pan!” ‘Mr. Bap- 
tist — flour-dredger!” ‘‘ Mr. Baptist — coffee-biggin!” At the 
same time exhibiting those articles, and penetrating him with 
a sense of the appalling difficulties of the Anglo-Saxon tongue. 

It was in this stage of his progress, and in about the third 
week of his occupation, that Mr. Pancks’s fancy became 
attracted by the little man. Mounting to his attic, attended 
by Mrs. Plornish as interpreter, he found Mr. Baptist with 
no furniture but his bed on the ground, a table, and a chair, 
carving with the aid of a few simple tools, in the blithest way 
possible. 

“Now, old chap,” said Mr. Pancks, “pay up!” 

He had his money ready, folded in a scrap of paper, and 
laughingly handed it in; then with a free action, threw out 
as many fingers of his right hand as there were shillings, and 
made a cut crosswise in the air for an odd sixpence. 

“Oh!” said Mr. Pancks, watching him, wonderingly. 
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“That ’s it, is it? You’re a quick customer. It’s all right. 
I did n’t expect to receive it, though.” : 

Mrs. Plornish here interposed with great condescension, and 
explained to Mr. Baptist. ‘“‘E please. E glad get money.” 

The little man smiled and nodded. His bright face seemed 
uncommonly attractive to Mr. Pancks. ‘“‘How’s he getting 
on in his imb?” he asked Mrs. Plornish. 

“Oh, he’s a deal better, sir,” said Mrs. Plornish. ‘We 
expect next week he ’ll be able to leave off his stick entirely.” 
(The opportunity being too favourable to be lost, Mrs. Plor- 
nish displayed her great accomplishment, by explaining, with 
pardonable pride, to Mr. Baptist, “Ei ope you leg well soon.”’) 
- “He’s a merry fellow, too,” said Mr. Pancks, admiring 
him as if he were a mechanical toy. ‘‘ How does he live?” 

“Why, sir,” rejoined Mrs, Plornish, “he turns out to have 
quite a power of carving them flowers that you see him at 
now.” (Mr. Baptist, watching their faces as they spoke, held 
up his work. Mrs. Plornish interpreted in her Italian manner, 
on behalf of Mr. Pancks, “E please. Double good!”’) 

‘Can he live by that?” asked Mr. Pancks. 

“He can live on very little, sir, and it is expected as he 
will be able, in time, to make a very good living. Mr. Clen- 
nam got it him to do, and gives him odd jobs besides, in at 
the Works next door— makes ’em for him, in short, when he 
knows he wants ’em.” 

“And what does he do with himself, and when he ain’t 
hard at it?” said Mr. Pancks. 

“Why, not much as yet, sir, on accounts I suppose of not 
being able to walk much; but he goes about the Yard, and he 
chats without particular understanding or being understood, 
and he plays with the children, and he sits in the sun — he ’ll 
sit down anywhere, as if it was a arm-chair—and he’ll sing, 
and he ’ll laugh!” 

“Laugh!” echoed Mr. Pancks. ‘‘He looks to me as if 
every tooth in his head was always laughing.” 

“But whenever he gets to the top of the steps at t’other 
end of the Yard,” said Mrs. Plornish, “he ’ll peep out in the 
curiousest way! So that some of us thinks he’s peeping out 
towards where his own country is, and some of us thinks he’s 
looking for somebody he don’t want to see, and some of us 
don’t know what to think.” 
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Mr. Baptist seemed to have a general understanding of what 
she said; or perhaps his quickness caught and applied her 
slight action of peeping. In any case, he closed his eyes and 
tossed his head with the air of a man who had his sufficient 
reasons for what he did, and said in his own tongue, it didn’t 
matter. Altro! x 

“What ’s Altro?” said Pancks. 

“Hem! It’s a sort of a general kind of expression, sir,” 
said Mrs. Plornish. 

“Ts it?” said Pancks. ‘“‘Why, then Altro to you, old 
chap. Good afternoon. Altro!” 

Mr. Baptist in his vivacious way repeating the word several 
times, Mr. Pancks in his duller way gave it him back once. 
From that time it became a frequent custom with Pancks the 
gipsy, as he went home jaded at night, to pass round by 
Bleeding Heart Yard, go quietly up the stairs, look in at Mr. 
Baptist’s door, and, finding him in his room, to say, “‘ Hallo, 
old chap! Altro!” To which Mr. Baptist would reply, with 
innumerable bright nods and smiles, ‘‘Altro, signore, altro, 
altro, altro!” After this highly condensed conversation, Mr. 
Pancks would go his way; with an appearance of being light- 
ened and refreshed. 
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CHAPTER XX VI 
NOBODY’S STATE OF MIND 


Ir Arthur Clennam had not arrived at that wise decision 
firmly to restrain himself from loving Pet, he would have lived 
on in a state of much perplexity, involving difficult struggles 
with his own heart. Not the least of these would have been 
a contention, always waging within it, between a tendency to 
dislike Mr. Henry Gowan, if not to regard him with positive 
repugnance, and a whisper that the inclination was unworthy. 
A generous nature is not prone to strong aversions, and is slow 
to admit them even dispassionately; but when it finds ill-will 
gaining upon it, and can discern between whiles that its origin 
is not dispassionate, such a nature becomes distressed. 

Therefore Mr. Henry Gowan would have clouded Clennam’s 
mind, and would have been far oftener present to it than more 
agreeable persons and subjects, but for the great prudence of 
his decision aforesaid. As it was, Mr. Gowan seemed trans- 
ferred to Daniel Doyce’s mind; at all events, it so happened 
that it usually fell to Mr. Doyce’s turn, rather than to Clen- 
nam’s, to speak of him in the friendly conversations they held 
together. These were of frequent occurrence now; as the 
two partners shared a portion of a roomy house in one of the 
grave old-fashioned City streets, lying not far from the Bank 
of England, by London Wall. 

Mr. Doyce had been to Twickenham to pass the day. 
Clennam had excused himself. Mr. Doyce was just come 
home. He put in his head at the door of Clennam’s sitting- 
room to say Good night. 

“Come in, come in!” said Clennam. 

“I saw you were reading,” returned Doyce, as he entered, 
“and thought you might not care to be disturbed.” 

But for the notable resolution he had made, Clennam really 
might not have known what he had been reading; really might 
not have had his eyes upon the book for an hour past, though 
it lay open before him. He shut it up, rather quickly. 
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* Are they well?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said Doyce; “they are well. They are all well.” 

Daniel had an old workmanlike habit of carrying his pocket- 
handkerchief in his hat. He took it out and wiped his fore- 
head with it, slowly repeating, “They are all well. Miss Min- 
nie looking particularly well, I thought.” 

“Any company at the cottage?” 

“No, no company.” 

** And how did you get on, you four?” asked Clennam gaily. 

“There were five of us,” returned his partner. ‘There was 
What’s-his-name. He was there.” 

“Who is he?” said Clennam. 

“Mr. Henry Gowan.” 

“Ah, to be sure!” cried Clennam, with ahidscall vivacity. 
Laeohear forgot him.” 

“As I mentioned, you may remember,” said Daniel Doyce, 
‘he is always there on Sunday.” 

““Yes, yes,” returned Clennam; “I remember now.” 

Daniel Doyce, still wiping his forehead, ploddingly repeated, 
*“Yes. He was there, he was there. Oh, yes, he was there. 
And his dog. He was there too.” 

‘“‘Miss Meagles is quite attached to— the — dog,” observed 
Clennam. 

“Quite so,” assented his partner. ‘‘ More attached to the 
dog than I am to the man.” 

“You mean Mr. 4 

““T mean Mr. Gowan, most decidedly,” said Daniel Doyce. 

There was a gap in the conversation, which Clennam devoted 
to winding up his watch. 

“Perhaps you are a little hasty in your judgment,” he said. 
“Our judgments —I am supposing a general case — ” 

“Of course,” said Doyce. 

“Are so liable to be influenced by many considerations, 
which, almost without our knowing it, are unfair, that it is 
necessary to keep a guard upon them. For instance, Mr. —” 

“Gowan,” quietly said Doyce, upon whom the utterance of 
the name almost always devolved. 

“Is young and handsome, easy and quick, has talent, and 
has seen a good deal of. various kinds of life. It might be 
difficult to give an unselfish reason for being prepossessed 
against him.” 
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“Not difficult for me, I think, Clennam,” returned his part- 
ner. ‘“‘I see him bringing present anxiety, and, I fear, future 
sorrow, into my old friend’s house. JI see him wearing deeper 
lines into my old friend’s face, the nearer he draws to, and the 
oftener he looks at, the face of his daughter. In short, I see 
him with a net about the pretty and affectionate creature whom 
he will never make happy.” 

“We don’t know,” said Clennam, almost in the tone of a 
man in pain, “that he will not make her happy.” 

“We don’t know,” returned his partner, ‘that the earth 
will last another hundred years, but we think it highly prob- 
able.” 

“Well, well!” said Clennam, ‘‘we must be hopeful, and we 
must at least try to be, if not generous (which, in this case, we 
have no opportunity of being), just. We will not disparage 
this gentleman, because he is successful in his addresses to the 
beautiful object of his ambition; and we will not question her 
natural right to bestow her love on one whom she finds worthy 
of it.” 

“May be, my friend,” said Doyce. ‘‘May be also, that she 
is too young and petted, too confiding and inexperienced, to 
discriminate well.” 

“That,” said Clennam, “would be far beyond our power of 
correction.” 

Daniel Doyce shook his head gravely, and rejoined, “I fear 
so.” 

“Therefore, in a word,” said Clennam, “‘we should make up 
our minds that it is not worthy of us to say any ill of Mr. 
Gowan. It would be a poor thing to gratify a prejudice against 
him. And I resolve, for my part, not to depreciate him.” 

“T am not quite so sure of myself, and therefore I reserve 
my privilege of objecting to him,” returned the other. ‘But, 
if I am not sure of myself, I am sure of you, Clennam, and I 
know what an upright man you are, and how much to be 
respected. Good night, my friend and partner!’ He shook 
his hand in saying this, as if there had been something serious 
at the bottom of their conversation; and they separated. 

By this time they had visited the family on several occa- 
sions, and had always observed that even a passing allusion to 
Mr. Henry Gowan, when he was not among them, brought back 
the cloud which had obscured Mr. Meagles’s sunshine on the 
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morning of the chance encounter at the Ferry. If Clennam 
had ever admitted the forbidden passion into his breast, this 
period might have been a period of real trial; under the actual 
circumstances, doubtless it was nothing — nothing. 

Equally, if his heart had given entertainment to that’ pro- 
hibited guest, his silent fighting of his way through the mental 
condition of this period might have been a little meritorious. 
In the constant effort not to be betrayed into a new phase of 
the besetting sin of his experience, the pursuit of selfish objects 
by low and small means, and to hold instead to some high prin- 
ciple of honour and generosity, there might have been a little 
merit. In the resolution not even to avoid Mr. Meagles’s 
house, lest, in the selfish sparing of himself, he should bring 
any slight distress upon the daughter through making her the 
cause of an estrangement which he believed the father would 
regret, there might have been a Kittle merit. In the modest 
truthfulness of always keeping in view the greater equality of 
Mr. Gowan’s years, and the greater attractions of his person 
and manner, there might have been a little merit. In doing 
all this and much more, in a perfectly unaffected way and with 
a manful and composed constancy, while the pain within him 
(peculiar as his life and history) was very sharp, there might 
have been some quiet strength of character. But, after the 
resolution he had made, of course he could have no such merits 
as these; and such a state of mind was nobody’s — nobody’s. 

Mr. Gowan made it no concern of his whether it was 
nobody’s or somebody’s. He preserved his perfect serenity of 
manner on all occasions, as if the possibility of Clennam’s pre- 
suming to have debated the great question were too distant and 
ridiculous to be imagined. He had always an affability to 
bestow on Clennam and an ease to treat him with, which might 
of itself (in the supposititious case of his not having taken that 
sagacious course) have been a very uncomfortable element in 
his state of mind. 

““T quite regret you were not with us yesterday,” said Mr. 
Henry Gowan, calling on Clennam next morning. ‘We had 
an agreeable day up the river there.” 

So he had heard, Arthur said. 

“From your partner?” returned Henry Gowan. ‘‘ What a 
dear old fellow he is! ” 

“T have a great regard for him,” 
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“By Jove he is the finest creature!” said Gowan. “So 
fresh, so green, trusts in such wonderful things! ” 

Here was one of the many little rough points that had a ten- 
dency to grate on Clennam’s hearing. He put it aside by 
merely repeating that he had a high regard for Mr. Doyce. 

“He is charming! To see him mooning along to that time 
of life, laying down nothing by the way and picking up nothing 
by the way, is delightful. It warmsa man. So unspoilt, so 
simple, such a good soul! Upon my life, Mr. Clennam, one 
feels desperately worldly and wicked, in comparison with such 
an innocent creature. I speak for myself, let me add, without 
including you. You are genuine, also.” 

“Thank you for the compliment,” said Clennam, ill at ease; 
“vou are too, I hope?” 

“So so,” rejoined the other. “To be candid with you, 
tolerably. I am not a great impostor. Buy one of my pic- 
tures, and I assure you, in confidence, it will not be worth the 
money. Buy one of another man’s—any great professor who 
beats me hollow —and the chances are that the more you give 
him, the more he’ll impose upon you. ‘They all do it.” 

“¢ All painters ? ” 

*‘Painters, writers, patriots, all the rest who have stands in 
the market. Give almost any man I know ten pounds, and 
he will impose upon you to a corresponding extent; a thousand 
pounds —to a corresponding extent; ten thousand pounds — 
to a corresponding extent. So great the success, so great the 
imposition. But what a capital world it is!” cried Gowan 
with warm enthusiasm. ‘“‘ What a jolly, excellent, lovable 
world it is!” 

“T had rather thought,” said Clennam, ‘“‘that the principle 
you mention was chiefly acted on by —” 

“By the Barnacles?” interrupted Gowan laughing. 

“By the political gentlemen who condescend to keep the 
Circumlocution Office.” 

“Ah! Don’t be hard upon the Barnacles,” said Gowan, 
laughing afresh, “they are darling fellows! Even poor little 
Clarence, the born idiot of the family, is the most agreeable 
and most endearing blockhead! And by Jupiter, with a kind 
of cleverness in him too, that would astonish you!” 

“Tt would. Very much,” said Clennam drily. 

“And after all,” cried Gowan, with that characteristic bal- 
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ancing of his which reduced everything in the wide world to 
the same light weight, “though I can’t deny that the Circum- 
locution Office may ultimately shipwreck everybody and every- 
thing, still, that will probably not be in our time —and it’s 
a school for gentlemen.” 

“It’s a very dangerous, unsatisfactory, and expensive school 
to the people who pay to keep the pupils there, I am afraid,” 
said Clennam, shaking his head. 

“Ah! You are a terrible fellow,” returned Gowan airily. 
“T can understand how you have frightened that little donkey, 
Clarence, the most estimable of mooncalves (I really love him), 
nearly out of his wits. But enough of him, and of all the rest 
of them. I want to present you to my mother, Mr. Clennam. 
Pray do me the favour to give me the opportunity.” 

In nobody’s state of mind, there was nothing Clennam 
would have desired less, or would have been more at a loss 
how to avoid. 

“My mother lives in the most primitive manner down in 
that dreary red-brick dungeon at Hampton Court,” said Gowan. 
**If you would make your own appointment, suggest your own 
day for permitting me to take you there to dinner, you would 
be bored and she would be charmed. Really that’s the state 
of the case.” 

What could Clennam say after this? His retiring character 
included a great deal that was simple in the best sense, because 
unpractised and unused; and, in his simplicity and modesty, 
he could only say that he was happy to place himself at Mr. 
Gowan’s disposal. Accordingly he said it, and the day was 
fixed. And a dreaded day it was on his part, and a very un- 
welcome day when it came, and they went down to Hampton 
Court together. 

The venerable inhabitants of that venerable pile seemed, in 
those times, to be encamped there like a sort of civilised 
gipsies. There was a temporary air about their establishments, 
as if they were going away the moment they could get any- 
thing better; there was also a dissatisfied air about themselves, 
as if they took it very ill that they had not already got some- 
thing much better. Genteel blinds and make-shifts were more 
or less observable as soon as their doors were opened; screens 
not half high enough, which made dining-rooms out of arched 
passages, and warded off obscure corners where footboys slept 
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at night with their heads among the knives and forks; curtains 
which called upon you to believe that they didn’t hide any- 
thing; panes of glass which requested you not to see them; 
many objects of various forms, feigning to have no connection 
with their guilty secret, a bed; disguised traps in walls, which 
were clearly coal-cellars; affectations of no thoroughfares, which 
were evidently doors to little kitchens. Mental reservations 
and artful mysteries grew out of these things. Callers, look- 
ing steadily into the eyes of their receivers, pretended not to 
smell cooking three feet off; people, confronting closets acci- 
dentally left open, pretended not to see bottles; visitors, with 
their heads against a partition of thin canvas and a page and 
a young female at high words on the other side, made believe 
to be sitting in a primeval silence. There was no end to the 
small social accommodation-bills of this nature which the gip- 
sies of gentility were constantly drawing upon, and accepting 
for, one another. 

Some of these Bohemians were of an irritable temperament, 
as constantly soured and vexed by two mental trials: the first, 
the consciousness that they had never got enough out of the 
public; the second, the consciousness that the public were 
admitted into the building. Under the latter great wrong, a 
few suffered dreadfully — particularly on Sundays, when they 
had for some time expected the earth to open and swallow the 
public up; but which desirable event had not yet occurred, in 
consequence of some reprehensible laxity in the arrangements 
of the Universe. 

Mrs. Gowan’s door was attended by a family servant of 
several years’ standing, who had his own crow to pluck with 
the public, concerning a situation in the Post Office which he 
had been for some time expecting, and to which he was not yet 
appointed. He perfectly knew that the public could never 
have got him in, but he grimly gratified himself with the idea 
that the public kept him out. Under the influence of this 
injury (and perhaps of some little straitness and irregularity in 
the matter of wages), he had grown neglectful of his person 
and morose in mind; and now beholding in Clennam one of 
the degraded body of his oppressors, received him with igno- 
miny. 

Mrs. Gowan, however, received him with condescension. 
He found her a courtly old lady, formerly a Beauty, and still 


334 LITTLE DORRIT 


sufficiently well-favoured to have dispensed with the powder 
on her nose, and a certain impossible bloom under each eye. 
She was a little lofty with him; so was another old lady, dark- 
browed and high-nosed, and who must have had something 
real about her or she could not have existed, but it was cer- 
tainly not her hair or her teeth or her figure or her complex- 
ion; so was a grey old gentleman of dignified and sullen 
appearance; both of whom had come to dinner. But, as they 
had all been in the British Embassy way in sundry parts of 
the earth, and as a British Embassy cannot better establish a 
character with the Circumlocution Office than by treating its 
compatriots with illimitable contempt (else it would become 
like the Embassies of other countries), Clennam felt that on 
the whole they let him off lightly. 

The dignified old gentleman turned out to be Lord Lancaster 
Stiltstalking, who had been maintained by the Circumlocution 
Office for many years as a representative of the Britannic 
Majesty abroad. This noble Refrigerator had iced several 
European courts in his time, and had done it with such com- 
plete success that the very name of Englishman yet struck cold 
to the stomachs of foreigners who had the distinguished honour 
of remembering him, at a distance of a quarter of a century. 

He was now in retirement, and hence (in a ponderous white 
cravat, like a stiff snow-drift) was so obliging as to shade the 
dinner, There was a whisper of the pervading Bohemian 
character in the nomadic nature of the service, and its curious 
races of plates and dishes; but the noble Refrigerator, infi- 
nitely better than plate or porcelain, made it superb. He 
shaded the dinner, cooled the wines, chilled the gravy, and 
blighted the vegetables. 

There was only one other person in the room: a microscopi- 
cally small footboy, who waited on the malevolent man who 
had n’t got into the Post Office. Even this youth, if his 
jacket could have been unbuttoned and his heart laid bare, 
would have been seen, as a distant adherent of the Barnacle 
family already, to aspire to a situation under Government. 

Mrs. Gowan, with a gentle melancholy upon her, occasioned 
by her son’s being reduced to court the swinish public as a 
follower of the low Arts, instead of asserting his birthright 
and putting a ring through its nose as an acknowledged Bar- 
nacle, headed the conversation at dinner on the evil days. It 
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was then that Clennam learned for the first time what little 
pivots this great world goes round upon. 

“Tf John Barnacle,” said Mrs. Gowan, after the degeneracy 
of the times had been fully ascertained, “if John Barnacle had 
but abandoned his most unfortunate idea of conciliating the 
mob, all would have been well, and I think the country would 
have been preserved.” 

The old lady with the high nose assented, but added that 
if Augustus Stiltstalking had in a general way ordered the 
cavalry out with instructions to charge, she thought the country 
would have been preserved. 

The noble Refrigerator assented; but added that if Williem 
Barnacle and Tudor Stiltstalking, when they came over to one 
another and formed their ever memorable coalition, had boldly 
muzzled the newspapers, and rendered it penal for any Editor- 
person to presume to discuss the conduct of any appointed 
authority abroad or at home, he thought the country would 
have been preserved. 

It was agreed that the country (another word for the Barna- 
cles and Stiltstalkings) wanted preserving, but how it came 
to want preserving was not so clear. It was only clear that 
the question was all about John Barnacle, Augustus Stiltstalk- 
ing, William Barnacle and Tudor Stiltstalking, Tom, Dick, or 
Harry Barnacle or Stiltstalking, because there was nobody else 
but mob. And this was the feature of the conversation which 
impressed Clennam, as a man not used to it, very disagreeably ; . 
making him doubt if it were quite right to sit there, silently 
hearing a great nation narrowed to such little bounds, 
Remembering, however, that in the Parliamentary debates, 
whether on the life of that nation’s body or the life of its soul, 
the question was usually all about and between John Barnacle, 
Augustus Stiltstalking, William Barnacle and Tudor Stiltstalk- 
ing, Tom, Dick, or Harry Barnacle or Stiltstalking, and nobody 
else, he said nothing on the part of mob, bethinking himself 
that mob was used to it. 

Mr. Henry Gowan seemed to have a malicious pleasure in 
playing off the three talkers against each other, and in seeing 
Clennam startled by what they said. Having as supreme a 
contempt for the class that had thrown him off, as for the class 
that had not taken him on, he had no personal disquiet in 
anything that passed. His healthy state of mind appeared 
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even to derive a gratification from Clennam’s position of 
embarrassment and isolation among the good company; and if 
Clennam had been in that condition with which nobody was 
incessantly contending, he would have suspected it, and would 
have struggled with the suspicion as a meanness, even while 
he sat at the table. 

In the course of a couple of hours the noble Refrigerator, at 
no time less than a hundred years behind the period, got about 
five centuries in arrear, and delivered solemn political oracles 
appropriate to that epoch. He finished by freezing a cup of 
tea for his own drinking, and retiring at his lowest tempera- 
ture. 

Then Mrs. Gowan, who had been accustomed in her days of 
state to retain a vacant arm-chair beside her to which to sum- 
mon her devoted slaves, one by one, for short audiences as 
marks of her especial favour, invited Clennam with a turn of 
her fan to approach the presence. He obeyed, and took the 
tripod recently vacated by Lord Lancaster Stiltstalking. 

“Mr. Clennam,” said Mrs. Gowan, “apart from the happi- 
ness I have in becoming known to you, though in this odiously 
inconvenient place—a mere barrack—there is a subject on 
which [I am dying to speak to you. It is the subject in con- 
nection with which my son first had, I believe, the pleasure of 
cultivating your acquaintance.” 

Clennam inclined his head, as a generally suitable reply to 
what he did not yet quite understand. 

“*First,”’ said Mrs. Gowan, “now is she really pretty?” 

In nobody’s difficulties, he would have found it very diffi- 
cult to answer—very difficult indeed to smile, and say, 
66 Who q 99 

“Oh! You know!” she returned. “This flame of 
Henry’s. This unfortunate fancy. There! If it is a point 
of honour that I should originate the name — Miss Mickles — 
Migeles.”’ 

“Miss Meagles,” said Clennam, ‘‘is very beautiful.” 

‘Men are so often mistaken on those points,” returned Mrs. 
Gowan, shaking her head, “that I candidly confess to you I 
feel anything but sure of it, even now; though it is something 
to have Henry corroborated with so much gravity and empha- 
sis. He picked the people up at Rome, I think?” 

The phrase would have given nobody mortal offence. Clen- 
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nam replied, “Excuse me, I doubt if I understand your expres- 
sion.” 

“Picked the people up,” said Mrs. Gowan, tapping the 
sticks of her closed fan (a large green one, which she used as 
a hand-screen) upon her little table. ‘‘Came upon them. 
Found them out. Stumbled against them.” 

“The people ? ” 

“Yes. The Miggles people.” 

“T really cannot say,” said Clennam, ‘‘ where my friend Mr. 
Meagles first presented Mr. Henry Gowan to his daughter.” 

“T am pretty sure he picked her up at Rome; but never 
mind where — somewhere. Now (this is entirely between 
ourselves), 7s she very plebeian ?” 

“Really, ma’am,” returned Clennam, ‘I am so undoubtedly 
plebeian myself, that I do not feel qualified to judge.” 

“Very neat!” said Mrs. Gowan, coolly unfurling her screen. 
“Very happy! From which I infer that you secretly think 
her manner equal to her looks?” 

Clennam, after a moment’s stiffness, bowed. 

“That ’s comforting, and I hope you may be right. Did 
Henry tell me you had travelled with them?” 

“T travelled with my friend Mr. Meagles, and his wife and 
daughter, during some months.” (Nobody’s heart might have 
been wrung by the remembrance. ) 

“Really comforting, because you must have had a large 
experience of them. You see, Mr. Clennam, this thing has 
been going on for a long time, and I find no improvement in 
it. Therefore to have the opportunity of speaking to one so 
well informed about it as yourself is an immense relief to me. 
Quite a boon. Quite a blessing, I am sure.” 

‘Pardon me,” returned Clennam, ‘‘but I am not in Mr. 
Henry Gowan’s confidence. I am far from being so well 
informed as you suppose me to be. Your mistake makes my 
position a very delicate one. No word on this topic has ever 
passed between Mr. Henry Gowan and myself.” 

Mrs. Gowan glanced at the other end of the room, where 
her son was playing écarté on a sofa, with the old lady who 
was for a charge of cavalry. 

*“Not in his confidence? No,” said Mrs. Gowan. ‘‘No 
word has passed between you? No. That I can imagine. 
But there are unexpressed confidences, Mr. Clennam; and as 
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you have been together intimately among these people, I can- 
not doubt that a confidence of that sort exists in the present 
case. Perhaps you have heard that I have suffered the keen- 
est distress of mind from Henry’s having taken to a pursuit 
which — well!” shrugging her shoulders, ‘‘a very respectable 
pursuit, I dare say, and some artists are, as artists, quite supe- 
rior persons; still, we never yet in our family have gone be- 
yond an Amateur, and it is a pardonable weakness to feel a 
little —” 

As Mrs. Gowan broke off to heave a sigh, Clennam, how- 
ever resolute to be magnanimous, could not keep down the 
thought that there was mighty little danger of the family’s 
ever going beyond an Amateur, even as it was. 

“Henry,” the mother resumed, “‘is self-willed and resolute ; 
and as these people naturally strain every nerve to catch him, 
I can entertain very little hope, Mr. Clennam, that the thing 
will be broken off. I apprehend the girl’s fortune will be 
very small; Henry might have done much better; there is 
scarcely anything to compensate for the connection; still, he 
acts for himself; and if I find no improvement within a short 
time, I see no other course than to resign myself, and make 
the best of these people. JI am infinitely obliged to you for 
what you have told me.” 

As she shrugged her shoulders, Clennam stiffly bowed again. 
With an uneasy flush upon his face, and hesitation in his 
manner, he then said, in a still lower tone than he had adopted 
yet: — 

““Mrs. Gowan, I scarcely know how to acquit myself of 
what I feel to be a duty, and yet I must ask you for your kind 
consideration in attempting to discharge it. A misconception 
on your part, a very great misconception if I may venture to 
call it so, seems to require setting right. You have supposed 
Mr. Meagles and his family to strain every nerve, I think you 
said —” 

“Every nerve,” repeated Mrs. Gowan, looking at him in 
calm obstinacy, with her green fan between her face and the 
fire. 

“To secure Mr. Henry Gowan?” 

The lady placidly assented. 

“Now that is so far,” said Arthur, “from being the case, 
that I know Mr. Meagles to be unhappy in this matter; and 
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to have interposed all reasonable obstacles, with the hope of 
putting an end to it.” 

Mrs. Gowan shut up her great green fan, tapped him on 
the arm with it, and tapped her smiling lips. ‘‘Why, of 
course,” said she. “Just what I mean.” 

Arthur watched her face for some explanation of what she 
did mean. 

“Are you really serious, Mr. Clennam? Don’t you see?” 

Arthur did not see; and said so. 

“Why, don’t I know my son, and don’t I know that this 
is exactly the way to hold’ him?” said Mrs. Gowan contempt- 
uously; ‘and do not these Miggles people know it, at least 
as well as I? Oh, shrewd people, Mr. Clennam; evidently 
people of business! I believe Miggles belonged to a Bank. 
It ought to have been a very profitable Bank, if he had much 
to do with its management. This is very well done, indeed.” 

“T beg and entreat you, ma’am—” Arthur interposed. 

“Oh, Mr. Clennam, can you really be so credulous! ” 

It made such a painful impression upon him to. hear her 
talking in this haughty tone, and to see her patting her con- 
temptuous lips with her fan, that he said very earnestly, 
“Believe me, ma’am, this is unjust, a perfectly groundless 
suspicion.” 

“Suspicion?” repeated Mrs. Gowan. ‘Not suspicion, Mr. 
Clennam, certainty. It is very knowingly done indeed, and 
seems to have taken you in completely.” She laughed, and 
again sat tapping her lips with her fan, and tossing her head, 
as if she added, ‘‘Don’t tell me. I know such people will do 
anything for the honour of such an alliance.” 

At this opportune moment, the cards were thrown up, and 
Mr. Henry Gowan came across the room saying, “ Mother, if 
you can spare Mr. Clennam for this time, we have a long way 
to go, and it’s getting late.” Mr. Clennam thereupon rose, 
as he had no choice but to do; and Mrs. Gowan showed him, 
to the last, the same look and the same tapped contemptuous 
lips. 

“You have had a portentously long audience of my mother,” 
said Gowan, as the door closed upon them. ‘‘I fervently hope 
she has not bored you?” 

“Not at all,” said Clennam. 

They had a little open phaeton for the journey, and were 
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soon in it on the road home. Gowan, driving, lighted a cigar; 
Clennam declined one. Do what he would, he fell into such 
a mood of abstraction, that Gowan said again, “I am very 
much afraid my mother has bored you?” ‘To which he roused 
himself to answer, “‘ Not at all;” and soon relapsed again. 

In that state of mind which rendered nobody uneasy, his 
thoughtfulness would have turned principally on the man at 
his side. He would have thought of the morning when he 
first saw him rooting out the stones with his heel, and would 
have asked himself, “ Does he jerk me out of the path in the 
same careless, cruel way?” He would have thought, had this 
introduction to his mother been brought about by him because 
he knew what she would say, and that he could thus place his 
position before a rival and loftily warn him off, without him- 
self reposing a word of confidence in him? He would have 
thought, even if there were no such design as that, had he 
brought him there to play with his repressed emotions, and 
torment him? The current of these meditations would have 
been stayed sometimes by a rush of shame, bearing a remon- 
strance to himself from his own open nature, representing that 
to shelter such suspicions, even for the passing moment, was 
not to hold the high, .unenvious course he had resolved to 
keep. At those times, the striving within him would have 
been hardest; and looking up and catching Gowan’s eyes, he 
would have started as if he had done him an injury. 

Then, looking at the dark road and its uncertain objects, he 
would have gradually trailed off again into thinking, ‘‘ Where 
are we driving, he and I, I wonder, on the darker road of life? 
How will it be with us, and with her, in the obscure dis- 
tance?” Thinking of her, he would have been troubled anew 
with a reproachful misgiving that it was not even loyal to her 
to dislike him, and that in being so easily prejudiced against 
him he was less deserving of her than at first. 

“You are evidently out of spirits,” said Gowan; “I am 
very much afraid my mother must have bored you dreadfully.” 

“Believe me, not at all,” said Clennam. ‘It ‘s nothing — 
nothing! ” 
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CHAPTER XXVII 
FIVE AND TWENTY 


‘A FREQUENTLY recurring doubt, whether Mr. Pancks’s 
desire to collect information relative to the Dorrit family could 
have any possible bearing on the misgivings he had imparted 
to his mother on his return from his long exile, caused Arthur 
Clennam much uneasiness at this period. What Mr. Pancks 
already knew about the Dorrit family, what more he really 
wanted to find out, and why he should trouble his busy head 
about them at all, were questions that often perplexed him. 
Mr. Pancks was not a man to waste his time and trouble in 
researches prompted by idle curiosity. That he had a specific 
object Clennam could not doubt. And whether the attainment 
of that object by Mr. Pancks’s industry might bring to light, in 
some untimely way, secret reasons which had induced his mother 
to take Little Dorrit by the hand, was a serious speculation. 

Not that he ever wavered, either in his desire or his deter- 
mination to repair a wrong that had been done in his father’s 
time, should a wrong come to light, and be reparable. The 
shadow of a supposed act of injustice, which had hung over 
him since his father’s death, was so vague and formless that it 
might be the result of a reality widely remote from his idea of 
it. But, if his apprehensions should prove to be well founded, 
he was ready at any moment to lay down all he had, and begin 
the world anew. As the fierce dark teaching of his childhood 
had never sunk into his heart, so the first article in his code 
of morals was, that he must begin in practical humility, with 
looking well to his feet on Earth, and that he could never 
mount on wings of words to Heaven. Duty on earth, restitu- 
tion on earth, action on earth —these first, as the first steep 
steps upward. Strait was the gate and narrow was the way; 
far straiter and narrower than the broad high road paved with 
vain professions and vain repetitions, motes from other men’s 
eyes and liberal delivery of others to the judgment —all cheap 
materials, costing absolutely nothing. 
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No. It was not a selfish fear or hesitation that rendered 
him uneasy, but a mistrust lest Pancks might not observe his 
part of the understanding between them, and, making any 
discovery, might take some course upon it without imparting 
it to him. On the other hand, when he recalled his conversa- 
tion with Pancks, and the little reason he had to suppose that 
there was any likelihood of that strange personage being on 
that track at all, there were times when he wondered that he 
made so much of it. Labouring in this sea, as all barks 
labour in cross seas, he tossed about, and came to no haven. 

The removal of Little Dorrit herself from their customary 
association did not mend the matter. She was so much out, 
and so much in her own room, that he began to miss her and 
to find a blank in her place. He had written to her to inquire 
if she were better, and she had written back, very gratefully 
and earnestly, telling him not to be uneasy on her behalf, for 
she was quite well; but he had not seen her, for what, in their 
intercourse, was a long time. 

He returned home one evening from an interview with her 
father, who had mentioned that she was out visiting — which 
was what he always said, when she was hard at work to buy 
his supper —and found Mr. Meagles in an excited state walk- 
ing up and down his room. On his opening the door, Mr, 
Meagles stopped, faced round, and said: — 

“Clennam ! — Tattycoram !” 

“What ’s the matter?” 

Lost! ” 

“Why, bless my heart alive!” cried Clennam, in amaze- 
ment. ‘‘ What do you mean?” 

“Would n’t count five and twenty, sir; couldn’t be got to 
do it; stopped at eight, and took herself off.” 

“Left your house ? ” 

“Never to come back,” said Mr. Meagles, shaking his head. 
*You don’t know that girl’s passionate and proud character. 
A team of horses couldn’t draw her back now; the bolts and 
bars of the old Bastille could n’t keep her.” 

“How did it happen? Pray sit down and tell me.” 

“As to how it happened, it’s not so easy to relate; because 
you must have the unfortunate temperament of the poor impet- 
uous girl herself, before you can fully understand it. But it 
came about in this way. Pet and Mother and I have been 


LITTLE DORRIT 343 


having a good deal of talk together of late. Ill not disguise 
from you, Clennam, that those conversations have not been of 
as bright a kind as I could wish; they have referred to our 
going away again. In proposing to do which, I have had, in 
fact, an object.” 

Nobody’s heart beat quickly. 

“An object,” said Mr. Meagles, after a moment’s pause, 
“that I will not disguise from you, either, Clennam. ‘There’s 
an inclination on the part of my dear child which I am sorry 
for. Perhaps you guess the person. Henry Gowan.” 

““T was not unprepared to hear it.” 

“Well!” said Mr. Meagles, with a heavy sigh, “I wish to 
God you had never had to hear it. However, so it is. 
Mother and I have done all we could to get the better of it, 
@lennam. We have tried tender advice, we have tried time, 
we .have tried absence. As yet of no use. Our late conversa- 
tions have been upon the subject of going away for another 
year at least, in order that there might be an entire separation 
and breaking off for that term. Upon that question Pet has 
been unhappy, and therefore Mother and I have been unhappy.” 

Clennam said that he could easily believe it. 

“Well!” continued Mr. Meagles in an apologetic way, ‘I 
admit as a practical man, and I am sure Mother would admit 
as a practical woman, that we do in families magnify our 
troubles and make mountains of our molehills, in a way that 
is calculated to be rather trying to people who look on—to 
mere outsiders, you know, Clennam. Still, Pet’s happiness 
or unhappiness is quite a life or death question with us; and 
we may be excused, I hope, for making much of it. At all 
events, it might have been borne by Tattycoram. Now, don’t 
you think so?” 

“T do indeed think so,” returned Clennam, in most em- 
phatic recognition of this very moderate expectation. 

“No, sir,” said Mr. Meagles, shaking his head ruefully. 
“She couldn’t stand it. The chafing and firing of that girl, 
the wearing and tearing of that girl within her own breast, has 
been such that I have softly said to her again and again in 
passing her, ‘ Five and twenty, Tattycoram, five and twenty!’ 
I heartily wish she could have gone on counting five and 
twenty day and night, and then it would n’t have happened.” 

Mr. Meagles, with a despondent countenance in which the 
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goodness of his heart was even more expressed than in his 
times of cheerfulness and gaiety, stroked his face down from 
his forehead to his chin, and shook his head again. 

“‘T said to Mother (not that it was necessary, for she would 
have thought it all for herself), we are practical people, my 
dear, and we know her story; we see, in this unhappy girl, 
some reflection of what was raging in her mother’s heart be- 
fore ever such a creature as this poor thing was in the world; 
we’ll gloss her temper over, Mother, we won’t notice it at 
present, my dear, we ’ll take advantage of some better disposi- 
tion in her, another time. So we said nothing. But, do what 
we would, it seems as if it was to be; she broke out violently 
one night.” 

“How, and why?” 

“Tf you ask me Why,” said Mr. Meagles, a little disturbed 
by the question, for he was far more intent on softening .her 
case than the family’s, ‘“‘I can only refer you to what I have 
just repeated as having been pretty near my words to Mother. 
As to How, we had said Good night to Pet in her presence 
(very affectionately, I must allow), and she had attended Pet 
up stairs— you remember she was her maid. Perhaps Pet, 
having been out of sorts, may have been a little more inconsid- 
erate than usual in requiring services of her; but I don’t know 
that I have any right to say so; she was always thoughtful and 
gentle.” 

“The gentlest mistress in the world.” 

“Thank you, Clennam,” said Mr. Meagles, shaking him by 
the hand; “‘you have often seen them together. Well. We 
presently heard this unfortunate Tattycoram loud and angry, 
and before we could ask what was the matter, Pet came back 
in a tremble, saying she was frightened of her. Close after her 
came Tattycoram, in a flaming rage. ‘I hate you all three,’ 
says she, stamping her foot at us. ‘I am bursting with hate 
of the whole house.’ ” 

“Upon which you —?” 

“1?” said Mr. Meagles, with a plain good faith, that might 
have commanded the belief of Mrs. Gowan herself; ‘‘I said, 
count five and twenty, Tattycoram.” 

Mr. Meagles again stroked his face and shook his head, with 
an air of profound regret. 

“She was so used to do it, Clennam, that even then, such 
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a picture of passion as you never saw, she stopped short, 
looked me full in the face, and counted (as I made out) to 
eight. But she couldn’t control herself to go any further. 
There she broke down, poor thing, and gave the other seven- 
teen to the four winds. ‘Then it all burst out. She detested 
us, she was miserable with us, she couldn’t bear it, she 
would n’t bear it, she was determined to go away. She was 
younger than her young mistress, and would she remain to 
see her always held up as the only creature who was young 
and interesting, and to be cherished and loved? No. She 
would n’t, she wouldn’t, she wouldn’t! What did we think 
she, Tattycoram, might have been if she had been caressed and 
eared for in her childhood, like her young mistress? As good 
as her? Ah! Perhaps fifty times as good. When we pre- 
tended to be so fond of one another, we exulted over her; that 
was what we did; we exulted over her, and shamed her. And 
all in the house did the same. They talked about their fathers 
and mothers, and brothers and sisters; they liked to drag them 
up, before her face. There was Mrs. Tickit, only yesterday, 
when her little grandchild was with her, had been amused by 
the child’s trying to call her (Tattycoram) by the wretched 
name we gave her; and had laughed at the name. Why, who 
did n’t; and who were we that we should have a right to name 
her like a dog or a cat? But she didn’t care. She would 
take no more benefits from us; she would fling us her name 
back again, and she would go. She would leave us that 
minute, nobody should stop her, and we should never hear of 
her again.” 

Mr. Meagles had recited all this with such a vivid remem- — 
brance of his original, that he was almost as flushed and hot 
by this time as he described her to have been. . 

“Ah, well!” he said, wiping his face. ‘‘It was of no use 
trying reason then, with that vehement panting creature 
(Heaven knows what her mother’s story must have been); so 
I quietly told her that she should not go at that late hour of 
night, and I gave her my hand and took her to her room, and 
locked the house doors. But she was gone this morning.” 

“And you know no more of her?” 

“No more,” returned Mr. Meagles. ‘“I have been hunting 
about all day. She must have gone very early and very 
silently. I have found no trace of her, down about us.” 
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“Stay! You want,” said Clennam, after a moment’s reflec- 
tion, ‘‘to see her? I assume that?” 

“Yes, assuredly; I want to give her another chance; 
Mother and Pet want to give her another chance; come! You 
yourself,” said Mr. Meagles persuasively, as if the provocation 
to be angry were not his own at all, “want to give the poor 
passionate girl another chance, I know, Clennam.” 

“It would be strange and hard indeed if I did not,” said 
Clennam, “‘when you are all so forgiving. What I was going 
to ask you was, have you thought of that Miss Wade?” 

“T have. I did not think of her until I had pervaded the 
whole of our neighbourhood, and I don’t know that I should 
have done so then, but for finding Mother and Pet, when I 
went home, full of the idea that Tattycoram must have gone 
to her. Then, of course, I recalled what she said that day at 
dinner when you were first with us.” 

“‘Have you any idea where Miss Wade is to be found?” 

“To tell you the truth,” returned Mr. Meagles, ‘it’s 
because I have an addled jumble of a notion on that subject, 
that you found me waiting here. There is one of those odd 
impressions in my house which do mysteriously get into houses 
sometimes, which nobody seems to have picked up in a distinct 
form from anybody, and yet which everybody seems to have 
got hold of loosely from somebody and let go again, that she 
lives, or was living, thereabouts.” Mr. Meagles handed him 
a slip of paper, on which was written the name of one of the 
dull by-streets in the Grosvenor region, near Park Lane. 

‘Here is no number,” said Arthur, looking over it. 

“No number, my dear Clennam,” returned his friend. 
““No anything! The very name of the street may have been 
floating in the air, for, as I tell you, none of my people can 
say where they got it from. However, it’s worth an inquiry; 
and as I would rather make it in company than alone, and as 
you too were a fellow-traveller of that immovable woman’s, I 
thought perhaps” — Clennam finished the sentence for him 
by taking up his hat again, and saying he was ready. 

. It was now summer time—a grey, hot, dusty evening. 

They rode to the top of Oxford Street, and there alighting 
dived in among the great streets of melancholy stateliness, and 
the little streets that try to be as stately and succeed in being 
more melancholy, of which there is a labyrinth near Park 
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Lane. Wildernesses of corner houses, with barbarous old 
porticoes and appurtenances — horrors that came into existence 
under some wrong-headed person in some wrong-headed time, 
still demanding the blind admiration of all ensuing generations 
and determined to do so until they tumbled down, frowned 
upon the twilight. Parasite little tenements with the cramp 
in their whole frame, from the dwarf hall door on the giant 
model of His Grace’s in the Square, to the squeezed window 
of the boudoir commanding the dunghills in the Mews, made 
the evening doleful. Rickety dwellings of undoubted fashion, 
but of a capacity to hold nothing comfortably except a dismal 
smell, looked like the last result of the great mansions’ breed- 
ing in and in; and, where their little supplementary bows and 
balconies were supported on thin iron columns, seemed to be 
scrofulously resting upon crutches. Here and there a Hatch- 
ment, with the whole science of Heraldry in it, loomed down 
upon the street, like an Archbishop discoursing on Vanity. 
The shops, few in number, made no show; for popular opinion 
was as nothing to them. The pastry-cook knew who was on 
his books, and in that knowledge could be calm, with a few 
glass cylinders of dowager peppermint-drops in his window, 
and half a dozen ancient specimens of currant jelly. A few 
oranges formed the greengrocer’s whole concession to the vul- 
gar mind. A single basket made of moss, once containing 
plovers’ eggs, held all that the poulterer had to say to the 
rabble. Everybody in those streets seemed (which is always 
the case at that hour and season) to be gone out to dinner, and 
nobody seemed to be giving the dinners they had gone to. On 
the doorsteps there were lounging footmen with bright parti- 
coloured plumage and white polls, like an extinct race of mon- 
strous birds; and butlers, solitary men of recluse demeanour, 
each of whom appeared distrustful of all other butlers. The 
roll of carriages in the Park was done for the day; the street 
lamps were lighting; and wicked little grooms in the tightest 
fitting garments, with twists in their legs answering to the 
twists in their minds, hung about in pairs, chewing straws and 
exchanging fraudulent secrets. The spotted dogs who went 
out with the carriages, and who were so associated with splen- 
did equipages that it looked like a condescension in those 
animals to come out without them, accompanied helpers to and 
fro on messages. Here and there was a retiring public-house 
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which did not require to be supported on the shoulders of the 
people, and where gentlemen out of livery were not much 
wanted. 

This last discovery was made by the two friends in pursuing 
their inquiries. Nothing was there, or anywhere, known of 
such a person as Miss Wade, in connection with the street they 
sought. It was one of the parasite streets; long, regular, nar- 
row, dull, and gloomy, like a brick and mortar funeral. They 
inquired at several little area gates, where a dejected youth 
stood spiking his chin on the summit of a precipitous little 
shoot of wooden steps, but could gain no information. They 
walked up the street on one side of the way, and down it on 
the other, what time two vociferous news-sellers, announcing an 
extraordinary event that had never happened and never would 
happen, pitched their hoarse voices into the secret chambers; 
but nothing came of it. At length they stood at the corner 
from which they had begun, and it had fallen quite dark, and 
they were no wiser. 

It happened that in the street they had several times passed 
a dingy house, apparently empty, with bills in the windows, 
announcing that it was to let. The bills, as a variety in the 
funeral procession, almost amounted to a decoration. Perhaps 
because they kept the house separate in his mind, or perhaps 
because Mr. Meagles and himself had twice agreed in passing, 
‘Tt is clear she don’t live there,” Clennam now proposed that 
they should go back and try that house before finally going 
away. Mr. Meagles agreed, and back they went. 

They knocked once, and they rang once, without any 
response. ‘‘Empty,” said Mr. Meagles listening. ‘Once 
more,” said Clennam, and knocked again. After that knock 
they heard a movement below, and somebody shuffling up 
towards the door. 

The confined entrance was so dark, that it was tmpossible 
to make out distinctly what kind of person opened the door; 
but it appeared to be an old woman. “ Excuse our troubling 
you,” said Clennam. ‘‘Pray can you tell us where Miss Wade 
lives?” The voice in the darkness unexpectedly replied, 
‘Lives here.” 

“Is she at home?” 

No answer coming, Mr. Meagles asked again. “Pray, i 
she at home?” 
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After another delay, “‘I suppose she is,” said the voice 
abruptly, ‘you had better come in, and I’lI ask.” 

They were summarily shut into the close black house; and 
the figure rustling away, and speaking from a higher level, 
said, ““Come up, if you please; you can’t tumble over any- 
thing.” They groped their way up stairs towards a faint light, 
which proved to be the light of the street shining through a 
window; and the figure left them shut up in an airless room. 

“This is odd, Clennam,” said Mr. Meagles softly. 

“Odd enough,” assented Clennam, in the same tone, “ but 
we have succeeded; that’s the main point. Heie’s a light 
coming! ” 

The light was a lamp, and the bearer was an old woman: 
very dirty, very wrinkled and dry. “She’s at home,” she 
said (and the voice was the same that had spoken before) ; 
“she ll come directly.” Having set the lamp down on the 
table, the old woman dusted her hands on her apron, which 
she might have done for ever without cleaning them, looked 
at the visitors with a dim pair of eyes, and backed out. 

The lady whom they had come to see, if she were the pres- 
ent occupant of the house, appeared to have taken up her 
quarters there, as she might have established herself in an 
Eastern caravanserai. A small square of carpet in the middle 
of the room, a few articles of furniture that evidently did not 
belong to the room, and a disorder of trunks and travelling 
articles, formed the whole of her surroundings. Under some 
former regular inhabitant, the stifling little apartment had 
broken out into a pier-glass and a gilt table; but the gilding 
was as faded as last year’s flowers, and the glass was so clouded 
that it seemed to hold in magic preservation all the fogs and bad 
weather it had ever reflected. The visitors had had a minute 
or two to look about them, when the door opened and Miss 
Wade came in. 

She was exactly the same as when they had parted. Just 
as handsome, just as scornful, just as repressed. She mani- 
fested no surprise in seeing them, nor any other emotion. 
She requested them to be seated; and declining to take a seat 
herself, at once anticipated any introduction of their business. 

“I apprehend,” she said, ‘“‘that I know the cause of your 
favouring me with this visit. We may come to it at once.” 

“The cause then, ma’am,” said Mr. Meagles, “is Tatty- 
coram.” 
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“So I supposed.” 

“Miss Wade,” said Mr. Meagles, ‘‘ will you be so kind as to 
say whether you know anything of her?” 

“Surely. I know she is here with me.” 

“Then, ma’am,” said Mr. Meagles, ‘fallow me to make 
known to you that I shall be happy to have her back, and that 
my wife and daughter will be happy to have her back. She 
has been with us a long time, we don’t forget her claims upon 
us, and I hope we know how to make allowances.” 

“You hope you know how to make allowances?” she 
returned, in a level, measured voice. ‘‘ For what?” 

“T think my friend would say, Miss Wade,” Arthur Clen- 
nam interposed, seeing Mr. Meagles rather at a loss, “for the 
passionate sense that sometimes comes upon the poor girl, of 
being at a disadvantage — which occasionally gets the better 
of better remembrances. ” 

The lady broke into a smile, as she turned her eyes upon 
him. ‘‘Indeed?” was all she answered. 

She stood by the table so perfectly composed and still after 
this acknowledgment of his remark, that Mr. Meagles stared 
at her under a sort of fascination, and could not even look to 
Clennam to make another move. After waiting, awkwardly 
enough, for some moments, Arthur said: — 

‘Perhaps it would be well if Mr. Meagles could see her, 
Miss Wade?” 

“That is easily done,” said she. ‘‘Come here, child.” 
She had opened a door while saying this, and now led the girl 
in by the hand. It was very curious to see them standing 
together: the girl with her disengaged fingers plaiting the 
bosom of her dress, half irresolutely, half passionately ; Miss 
Wade with her composed face attentively regarding her, and 
suggesting to an observer with extraordinary force, in her com- 
posure itself (as a veil will suggest the form it covers), the 
unquenchable passion of her own nature. 

“See here,” she said, in the same level way as_ before. 
‘Here is your patron, your master. He is willing to take you 
back, my dear, if you are sensible of the favour and choose to 
go. You can be, again, a foil to his pretty daughter, a slave 
to her pleasant wilfulness, and a toy in the house showing the 
goodness of the family. You can have your droll name again, 
playfully pointing you out and setting you apart, as it is right 
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that you should be pointed out and set apart. (Your birth, 
you know; you must not forget your birth.) You can again 
be shown to this gentleman’s daughter, Harriet, and kept 
before her, as a living reminder of her own superiority and her 
gracious condescension. You can recover all these advantages, 
and many more of the same kind which I dare say start up in 
your memory while I speak, and which you lose in taking 
refuge with me—vyou can recover them all, by telling these 
gentlemen how humbled and penitent you are, and by going ° 
back with them to be forgiven. What do you say, Harriet? 
Will you go?” 

The girl who, under the influence of these words, had grad- 
ually risen in anger and heightened in colour, answered, raising 
her lustrous black eyes for the moment, and clenching her 
hand upon the folds it had been puckering up, “I’d die 
sooner ! ” 

Miss Wade, still standing at her side holding her hand, 
looked quietly round and said with a smile, “Gentlemen! 
What do you do upon that?” 

Poor Mr. Meagles’s inexpressible consternation in hearing 
his motives and actions so perverted, had prevented him from 
interposing any word until now; but now he regained the 
power of speech. 

“Tattycoram,” said he, ‘“‘for I’ll call you by that name 
still, my good girl, conscious that I meant nothing but kind- 
ness when I gave it to you, and conscious that you know 
5 99 

“T don’t!” said she, looking up again, and almost rending 
herself with the same busy hand. 

“No, not now, perhaps,” said Mr. Meagles, “not with that 
lady’s eyes so intent upon you, Tattycoram,” she glanced at 
them for a moment, ‘‘and that power over you which we see 
she exercises; not now, perhaps, but at another time. Tatty- 
coram, Ill not ask that lady whether she believes what she 
has said, even in the anger and ill blood in which I and my 
friend here equally know she has spoken, though she subdues 
herself with a determination that any one who has once seen 
her is not likely to forget. I’ll not ask you, with your 
remembrance of my house and all belonging to it, whether you 
believe it. I’ll only say that you have no profession to make 
to me or mine, and no forgiveness to entreat; and that all in 
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the world that I ask you to do, is, to count five and twenty, 
Tattycoram.” 

She looked at him for an instant, and then said frowningly, 
*T won’t. Miss Wade, take me away, please.” 

The contention that raged within her had no softening in it 
now; it was wholly between passionate defiance and stubborn 
defiance. Her rich colour, her quick blood, her rapid breath, 
were all setting themselves against the opportunity of retracing 
her steps. ‘I won’t. I won’t. I won’t!” she repeated in a 
low, thick voice. “I’d be torn to pieces first. I’d tear 
myself to pieces first!” 

Miss Wade, who had released her hold, laid her hand pro- 
tectingly on the girl’s neck for a moment, and then said, look- 
ing round with her former smile, and speaking exactly in her 
former tone, ‘‘Gentlemen! What do you do upon that?” 

“Oh, Tattycoram, Tattycoram! ” cried Mr. Meagles, adjuring 
her besides with an earnest hand. ‘‘ Hear that lady’s voice, 
look at that lady’s face, consider what is in that lady’s heart, 
and think what a future lies before you. My child, whatever 
you may think, that lady’s influence over you — astonishing to 
us, and I should hardly go too far in saying terrible to us, to 
see —is founded in passion fiercer than yours and temper more 
violent than yours. What can you two be together? What 
can come of it?” 

“J am alone here, gentlemen,” observed Miss Wade, with 
no change of voice or manner. ‘‘Say anything you will.” 

‘Politeness must yield to this misguided girl, ma’am,” said 
Mr. Meagles, “at her present pass; though I hope not alto- 
gether to dismiss it, even with the injury you do her so strongly 
before me. Excuse me for reminding you’ in her hearing —I 
must say it—that you were a mystery to all of us, and had 
nothing in common with any of us, when she unfortunately fell 
in your way. I don’t know what you are, but you don’t hide, 
can’t hide, what a dark spirit you have within you. If it 
should happen that you are a woman, who, from whatever 
cause, has a perverted delight in making a sister-woman as 
wretched as she is (I am old enough to have heard of such), I 
warn her against you, and I warn you against yourself.” 

“Gentlemen!” said Miss Wade calmly. ‘‘ When you have 
concluded — Mr. Clennam, perhaps you will induce your 
friend — ” 
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“Not without another effort,” said Mr. Meagles stoutly. 
“Tattycoram, my poor dear girl, count five and twenty.” 

“Do not reject the hope, the certainty, this kind man offers 
you,” said Clennam, in a low emphatic voice. ‘‘Turn to the 
friends you have not forgotten. Think once more!” 

““T won’t! Miss Wade,” said the girl, with her bosom swell- 
ing high, and speaking with her hand held to her throat, “take 
me away!” 

““Tattycoram,” said Mr. Meagles. “Once more yet! The 
only thing I ask of you in the world, my child! Count five 
and twenty!” 

She put her hands tightly over her ears, confusedly tumbling 
down her bright black hair in the vehemence of the action, and 
turned her face resolutely to the wall. Miss Wade, who had 
watched her under this final appeal with that strange attentive 
smile, and that repressing hand upon her own bosom, with 
which she had watched her in her struggle at Marseilles, then 
put her arm about her waist as if she took possession of her for 
evermore, 

And there was a visible triumph in her face when she turned 
it to dismiss the visitors. 

“As it is the last time I shall have this honour,” she said, 
“and as you have spoken of not knowing what I am, and also 
of the foundation of my influence here, you may now know 
that it is founded in a common cause. What your broken 
plaything is as to birth, I am. She has no name, I have no 
name. Her wrong is my wrong. I have nothing more to say 
to you.” 

This was addressed to Mr. Meagles, who sorrowfully went 
out. As Clennam followed, she said to him, with the same 
external composure and in the same level voice, but with a 
smile that is only seen on cruel faces: a very faint smile, lift- 
ing the nostril, scarcely touching the lips, and not breaking 
away gradually, but instantly dismissed when done with: — 

“T hope the wife of your dear friend, Mr. Gowan, may be 
happy in the contrast of her extraction to this girl’s and mine, 
and in the high good fortune that awaits her.” 


‘FOL. I. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 
NOBODY’S DISAPPEARANCE 


Nor resting satisfied with the endeavours he had made to 
recover his lost charge, Mr. Meagles addressed a letter of 
remonstrance, breathing nothing but good will, not only to her, 
but to Miss Wade too. No answer coming to these epistles, or 
to another written to the stubborn girl by the hand of her late 
young mistress, which might have melted her if anything could 
(all three letters were returned weeks afterwards as having been 
refused at the house door), he deputed Mrs. Meagles to make 
the experiment of a personal interview. That worthy lady 
being unable to obtain one, and being steadfastly denied 
admission, Mr. Meagles besought Arthur to essay once more 
what he could do. All that came of his compliance was, his 
discovery that the empty house was left in charge of the old 
woman, that Miss Wade was gone, that the waifs and strays of 
furniture were gone, and that the old woman would accept any 
number of half crowns and thank the donor kindly, but had no 
information whatever to exchange for those coins, beyond con- 
stantly offering for perusal a memorandum relative to fixtures, 
which the house-agent’s young man had left in the hall. 

Unwilling, even under this discomfiture, to resign the ingrate 
and leave her hopeless, in case of her better dispositions obtain- 
ing the mastery over the darker side of her character, Mr. 
Meagles, for six successive days, published a discreetly covert 
advertisement in the morning papers, to the effect that if a cer- 
tain young person who had lately left home without reflection, 
would at any time apply at his address at Twickenham, every- 
thing would be as it had been before, and no reproaches need 
be apprehended. The unexpected consequences of this notifica- 
tion, suggested to the dismayed Mr. Meagles for the first time 
that some hundreds of young persons must be leaving their 
homes without reflection every day; for shoals of wrong young 
people came down to Twickenham, who, not finding themselves 
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received with enthusiasm, generally demanded compensation by 
way of damages, in addition to coach-hire there and back. Nor 
were these the only uninvited clients whom the advertisement 
produced. The swarm of begging-letter writers who would 
seem to be always watching eagerly for any hook, however 
small, to hang a letter upon, wrote to say that having seen the 
advertisement, they were induced to apply with confidence for 
various sums, ranging from ten shillings to fifty pounds: not 
because they knew anything about the young person, but 
because they felt that to part with those donations would 
greatly relieve the advertiser’s mind. Several projectors, like- 
wise, availed themselves of the same opportunity to correspond 
with Mr. Meagles; as, for example, to apprise him that their 
attention having been called to the advertisement by a friend, 
they begged to state that if they should ever hear anything of 
the young person, they would not fail to make it known to him 
immediately, and that in the mean time if he would oblige them 
with the funds necessary for bringing to perfection a certain 
entirely novel description of Pump, the happiest results would 
ensue to mankind. 

Mr. Meagles and his family, under these combined discour- 
agements, had begun reluctantly to give up Tattycoram as irre- 
coverable, when the new and active firm of Doyce and Clennam, 
in their private capacities, went down on a Saturday to stay at 
the cottage until Monday. ‘The senior partner took the coach, 
and the junior partner took his walking-stick. 

‘A. tranquil summer sunset shone upon him as he approached 
the end of his walk, and passed through the meadows by the 
river-side. He had that sense of peace, and of being lightened 
of a weight of care, which country quiet awakens in the breasts 
of dwellers in towns. Everything within his view was lovely 
and placid. The rich foliage of the trees, the luxuriant grass 
diversified with wild flowers, the little green islands in the 
river, the beds of rushes, the water-lilies floating on the surface 
of the stream, the distant voices in boats borne musically 
towards him on the ripple of the water and the evening air, 
were all expressive of rest. In the occasional leap of a fish, or 
dip of an oar, or twittering of a bird not yet at roost, or dis- 
tant barking of a dog, or lowing of a cow —in all such sounds, 
there was the prevailing breath of rest, which seemed to encom- 
pass him in every scent that sweetened the fragrant air. The 
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long lines of red and gold in the sky, and the glorious track of 
the descending sun, were all divinely calm. Upon the purple 
tree-tops far away, and on the green height near at hand up 
which the shades were slowly creeping, there was an equal 
hush. Between the real landscape and its shadow in the 
water there was no division— both were so untroubled and 
clear, and, while so fraught with solemn mystery of life and 
death, so hopefully reassuring to the gazer’s soothed heart, 
because so tenderly and mercifully beautiful. 

Clennam had stopped, not for the first time by many times, 
to look about him and suffer what he saw to sink into his 
soul, as the shadows, looked at, seemed to sink deeper and 
deeper into the water. He was slowly resuming his way, 
when he saw a figure in the path before him which he had, 
prehaps, already associated with the evening and its impres- 
sions. 

Minnie was there, alone. She had some roses in her hand, 
and seemed to have stood still on seeing him, waiting for him. 
Her face was towards him, and she appeared to have been 
coming from the opposite direction. ‘There was a flutter in 
her manner, which Clennam had never seen in it before; and 
as he came near her, it entered his mind all at once that she 
was there of a set purpose to speak to him. 

She gave him her hand, and said, ‘“‘ You wonder to see me 
here by myself? But the evening is so lovely, I have strolled 
further than I meant at first. I thought it likely I might 
meet you, and that made me more confident. You always 
come this way, do you not?” 

As Clennam said that it was his favourite way, he felt her 
hand falter on his arm, and saw the roses shake. 

“Will you let me give you one, Mr. Clennam? I gathered 
them as I came out of the garden. Indeed, I almost gathered 
them for you, thinking it so likely I might meet you. Mr. 
Doyce arrived more than an hour ago, and told us you were 
walking down.” 

His own hand shook, as he accepted a rose or two from 
hers, and thanked her. They were now by an avenue of trees. 
Whether they turned into it on his movement, or on hers, 
matters little. He never knew how that was. 

“It is very grave here,” said Clennam, ‘‘ but very pleasant 
ét this hour. Passing along this deep shade, and out at that 
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arch of light at the other end, we come upon the ferry and the 
cottage by the best approach, I think.” 

In her simple garden-hat and her light summer dress, with 
her rich brown hair naturally clustering about her, and her 
wonderful eyes raised to his for a moment, with a look in 
which regard for him and trustfulness in him were strikingly 
blended with a kind of timid sorrow for him, she was so beau- 
tiful, that it was well for his peace— or ill for his peace, he 
did not quite know which—that he had made that vigorous 
resolution he had so often thought about. 

She broke a momentary silence by inquiring if he knew that 
papa had been thinking of another tour abroad? He said he 
had heard it mentioned. She broke another momentary silence 
by adding, with some hesitation, that papa had abandoned the 
idea. 

At this, he thought directly, ‘‘They are to be married.” 

“Mr. Clennam,” she said, hesitating more timidly yet, and 
speaking so low that he bent his head to hear her. ‘‘I should 
very much like to give you my confidence, if you would not 
mind having the goodness to receive it. I should have very 
much liked to have given it to you long ago, because —I felt 
that you were becoming so much our friend.” 

“How can I be otherwise than proud of it at any time! 
Pray give it tome, ‘Pray trust me.” 

“T could never have been afraid of trusting you,” she 
returned, raising her eyes frankly to his face. “I think I 
would have done so some time ago, if I had known how. But 
I scarcely know how, even now.” 

“Mr. Gowan,” said Arthur Clennam, “has reason to be 
very happy. God bless his wife and him!” 

She wept, as she tried to thank him. He reassured her, 
took her hand as it lay with the trembling roses in it on his 
arm, took the remaining roses from it, and put it to his lips. 
At that time, it seemed to him, he first finally resigned the 
dying hope that had flickered in nobody’s heart, so much to 
its pain and trouble; and from that time he became in his own 
eyes, as to any similar hope or prospect, a very much older 
man who had done with that part of life. 

He put the roses in his breast and they walked on for a 
fittle while, slowly and silently, under the umbrageous trees. 
Then he asked her, in a voice of cheerful kindness, was there 
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anything else that she would say to him as her friend and her 
father’s friend, many years older than herself; was there any 
trust she would repose in him, any service she would ask of 
him, any little aid to her happiness that she could give him the 
lasting gratification of believing it was in his power to render? 

She was going to answer, when she was so touched by some 
little hidden sorrow or sympathy — what could it have been? 
— that she said, bursting into tears again: “‘Oh, Mr. Clennam! 
Good, generous Mr. Clennam, pray tell me you do not blame me.” 

“T blame you?” said Clennam. “My dearest girl! I 
blame you? No!” 

After clasping both her hands upon his arm, and looking 
confidentially up into his face, with some hurried words to 
the effect that she thanked him from her heart (as indeed she 
did, if it be the source of earnestness), she gradually composed 
herself, with now and then a word of encouragement from him, 
as they walked on slowly and almost silently under the darken- 
ing trees. 

“And now, Minnie Gowan,” at length said Clennam smil- 
ing; ‘will you ask me nothing?” 

“Oh! Ihave very much to ask of you.” 

“That ’s well! I hoped so; I am not disappointed.” 

“You know how I am loved at home, and how I love home. 
You can hardly think it perhaps, dear Mr. Clennam,” she spoke 
with great agitation, “seeing me going from it of my own free 
will and choice, but I do so dearly love it!” 

“T am sure of that,” said Clennam. ‘‘Can you suppose I 
doubt it!” 

“No, no. But it is strange, even to me, that loving it so 
much and being so much beloved in it, I can bear to cast it 
away. It seems so neglectful of it, so unthankful.” 

““My dear girl,” said Clennam, “‘it is in the natural progress 
and change of time. All homes are left so.” 

“Yes, I know; but all homes are not left with such a blank 
in them as there will be in mine when I am gone. Not that 
there is any scarcity of far better and more endearing and more 
accomplished girls than I am; not that I am much; but that 
they have made so much of me!” 

Pet’s affectionate heart was overcharged, and she sobbed 
while she pictured what would happen. 

“T know what a change papa will feel at first, and I know 
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‘that at first I cannot be to him anything like what I have been 
these many years. And it is then, Mr. Clennam, then more 
than at any time, that I beg and entreat you to remember him, 
and sometimes to keep him company when you can spare a 
little while; and to tell him that you know I was fonder of 
him, when I left him, than I ever was in all my life. For 
there is nobody — he told me so himself when he talked to me 
this very day —there is nobody he likes so well as you, or 
trusts so much.” 

A clue to what had passed between the father and daughter 
dropped like a heavy stone into the well of Clennam’s heart, 
and swelled the water to his eyes. He said cheerily, but not 
quite so cheerily as he tried to say, that it should be done; 
that he gave her his faithful promise. 

“Tf I do not speak of mamma,” said Pet, more moved by, 
and more pretty in, her innocent grief, than Clennam could 
trust himself even now to consider—for which reason he 
counted the trees between them and the fading light as they 
slowly diminished in number— “it is because mamma will 
understand me better in this action, and will feel my loss in 
a different way, and will look forward in a different manner. 
But you know what a dear, devoted mother she is, and you 
will remember her, too; will you not?” 

Let Minnie trust him, Clennam said, let Minnie trust him 
to do all she wished. 

“And, dear Mr. Clennam,” said Minnie, ‘‘ because papa and 
one whom I need not name, do not fully appreciate and under- 
stand one another yet, as they will by and by; and because it 
will be the duty, and the pride, and pleasure of my new life, 
to draw them to a better knowledge of one another, and to be 
a happiness to one another, and to be proud of one another, 
and to love one another, both loving me so dearly; oh, as you 
are a kind, true man! when I am first separated from home (I 
am yoing a long distance away), try to reconcile papa to him 
a little more, and use your great influence to keep him before 
papa’s mind, free from prejudice and in his real form. Will 
you do this for me, as you are a noble-hearted friend?” 

Poor Pet!  Self-deceived, mistaken child! When were 
such changes ever made in men’s natural relations to one an- 
other; when was such reconcilement of ingrain differences ever 
effected! It has been tried many times by other daughters, 
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Minnie; it has never succeeded; nothing has ever come of it 
but failure. 

So Clennam thought. So he did not say; it was too late. 
He bound himself to do all she asked, and she knew full well 
that he would do it. 

They were now at the last tree in the avenue. She stopped, 
and withdrew her arm. Speaking to him with her eyes lifted 
up to his, and with the hand that had lately rested on his 
sleeve tremblingly touching one of the roses in his breast as 
an additional appeal to him, she said: — 

“Dear Mr. Clennam, in my happiness—for I am happy, 
though you have seen me crying —I cannot bear to leave any 
cloud between us. If you have anything to forgive me (not 
anything that I have wilfully done, but any trouble I may 
have caused you without meaning it, or having it in my power 
to help it), forgive me to-night out of your noble heart!” 

He stooped to meet the guileless face that met his without 
shrinking. He kissed it, and answered, Heaven knew that he 
had nothing to forgive. As he stooped to meet the innocent 
face once again, she whispered “‘Good-by!” and he repeated 
it. It was taking leave of all his old hopes— all nobody’s old 
restless doubts. They came out of the avenue next moment, 
arm in arm as they had entered it; and the trees seemed to 
close up behind them in the darkness, like their own perspec- 
tive of the past. 

The voices of Mr. and Mrs. Meagles, and Doyce, were audi- 
ble directly, speaking near the garden gate. Hearing Pet’s 
name among them, Clennam called out, ‘‘She is here, with 
me.” There was some little wondering and laughing until 
they came up; but as soon as they had all come together it 
ceased, and Pet glided away. 

Mr. Meagles, Doyce, and Clennam, without. speaking, walked 
up and down on the brink of the river, in the light of the 
rising moon, for a few minutes; and then Doyce lingered 
behind, and went into the house. Mr. Meagles and Clennam 
walked up and down together for a few minutes more without 
speaking, until at length the former broke silence. 

“‘ Arthur,” said he, using that familiar address for the first 
time in their communication, “do you remember my telling 
you, as we walked up and down one hot morning, looking over 
the harbour at Marseilles, that Pet’s baby sister who was dead 
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seemed to Mother and me to have grown as she had grown, 
and changed as she had changed?” 

“Very: well.” 

“You remember my saying that our thoughts had never 
been able to separate those twin sisters, and that in our fancy 
whatever Pet was, the other was?” 

“Yes, very well.” 

“Arthur,” said Mr, Meagles, much subdued, ‘I carry that 
fancy further to-night. I feel to-night, my dear fellow, as if 
you had loved my dead child very tenderly, and had lost her 
when she was like what Pet is now.” 

“Thank you,” murmured Clennam, “thank you!” and 
pressed his hand. 

“Will you come in?” said Mr. Meagles presently. 

“Tn a little while.” 

Mr. Meagles fell away, and he was left alone. When he 
had walked on the river’s brink in the peaceful moonlight, for 
some half an hour, he put his hand in his breast and tenderly 
took out the handful of roses. Perhaps he put them to his 
heart, perhaps he put them to his lips, but certainly he bent. 
down on the shore, and gently launched them on the flowing 
river. Pale and unreal in the moonlight, the river floated 
them away. 

The lights were bright within doors when he entered, and 
the faces on which they shone, his own face not excepted, 
were soon quietly cheerful. They talked of many subjects (his 
partner never had had such a ready store to draw upon for the 
beguiling of the time), and so to bed, and to sleep. While the 
flowers, pale and unreal in the moonlight, floated away upon 
the river; and thus do greater things that once were in our 
breasts, and near our hearts, flow from us to the eternal seas. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 


MRS. FLINTWINCH GOES ON DREAMING 


THE house in the city preserved its heavy dulness through 
all these transactions, and the invalid within it turned the 
same unvarying round of life. Morning, ‘noon, and night, 
morning, noon, and night, each recurring with its accompany- 
ing monotony, always the same reluctant return of the same 
sequences of machinery, like a dragging piece of clockwork. 

The wheeled chair had its associated remembrances and 
reveries, one may suppose, as every place that is made the 
station of a human being has. Pictures of demolished streets 
and altered houses, as they formerly were when the occupant 
of the chair was familiar with them; images of people as they 
- too used to be, with little or no allowance made for the lapse 
of time since they were seen; of these there must have been 
many in the long routine of gloomy days. To stop the clock 
of busy existence, at the hour when we were personally seques- 
tered from it; to suppose mankind stricken motionless, when 
we were brought to a stand-still; to be unable to measure the 
changes beyond our view by any larger standard than the 
shrunken one of our own uniform and contracted existence, is 
the infirmity of many invalids, and the mental unhealthiness 
of almost all recluses. 

What scenes and actors the stern woman most reviewed, as 
she sat from season to season in her one dark room, none knew 
but herself. Mr. Flintwinch, with his wry presence brought 
to bear upon her daily like some eccentric mechanical force, 
would perhaps have screwed it out of her, if there had been 
less resistance in her; but she was too strong for him. So far 
as Mistress Affery was concerned, to regard her liege lord and 
her disabled mistress with a face of blank wonder, to go about 
the house after dark with her apron over her head, always to 
listen for the strange noises and sometimes to hear them, and 
never to emerge from her ghostly, dreamy, sleep-waking state, 
Was occupation enough for her. 
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There was a fair stroke of business doing, as Mistress Affery 
made out, for her husband had abundant occupation in his 
little office, and saw more people than had been used to come 
there for some years. This might easily be, the house having 
been long deserted; but he did receive letters, and comers, and 
keep books, and correspond. Moreover, he went about to 
other counting-houses, and to wharves, and docks, and to the 
Custom House, and to Garraway’s Coffee House, and the Jeru- 
salem Coffee House, and on ’Change; so that he was much in 
and out. He began, too, sometimes of an evening, when Mrs. 
Clennam expressed no particular wish for his society, to resort 
to a tavern in the neighbourhood to look at the shipping news 
and closing prices in the evening paper, and even to exchange 
small socialities with mercantile sea-captains who frequented 
that establishment. At some period of every day, he and Mrs. 
Clennam held a council on matters of business; and it appeared 
to Affery, who was always groping about, listening and watching, 
that the two clever ones were making money. 

The state of mind into which Mr. Flintwinch’s dazed lady 
had fallen, had now begun to be so expressed in all her looks 
and actions, that she was held in very low account by the 
two clever ones, as a person never of strong intellect who was 
becoming foolish. Perhaps because her appearance was not of 
a commercial cast, or perhaps because it occurred to him that 
his having taken her to wife might expose his judgment to 
doubt in the minds of customers, Mr. Flintwinch laid his 
commands upon her that she should hold her peace on the 
subject of her conjugal relations, and should no longer call him 
Jeremiah out of the domestic trio. Her frequent forgetfulness 
of this admonition intensified her startled manner, since Mr. 
Flintwinch’s habit of avenging himself on her remissness by 
making springs after her on the staircase, and shaking her, 
occasioned her to be always nervously uncertain when she might 
be thus waylaid next. 

Little Dorrit had finished a long day’s work in Mrs. Clen- 
nam’s room, and was neatly gathering up her shreds and odds 
and ends before going home. Mr. Pancks, whom Affery had 
just shown in, was addressing an inquiry to Mrs. Clennam on 
the subject of her health, coupled with the remark that, 
‘happening to find himself in that direction,” he had looked 
in to inquire, on behalf of his proprietor, how she found her- 
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self. Mrs. Clennam, with a deep contraction of her brows, 
was looking at him. 

“Mr. Casby knows,” said she, “that I am not subject ta 
changes. The change that I await here is the great change.” 

“Indeed, ma’am?” returned Mr. Pancks, with a wandering 
eye towards the figure of the little seamstress on her knee 
picking threads and fraying of her work from the carpet. 
“You look nicely, ma’am.” 

“‘T bear what I have to bear,” she answered. ‘‘Do you 
what you have to do.” 

“Thank you, ma’am,” said Mr. Pancks; “such is my 
endeavour.” 

“You are often in this direction, are you not?” asked Mrs, 
Clennam. 

“Why, yes, ma’am,” said Pancks, “rather so lately; I have 
lately been round this way a good deal, owing to one thing 
and another.” 

“‘Beg Mr. Casby and his daughter not to trouble themselves, 
by deputy, about me. When they wish to see me, they know 
I am here to see them. They have no need to trouble them- 
selves to send. You have no need to trouble yourself to 
come.” 

‘“Not the least trouble, ma’am,” said Mr. Pancks. ‘‘You 
really are looking uncommonly nicely, ma’am.” 

“Thank you. Good evening.” 

The dismissal, and its accompanying finger pointed straight 
at the door, was so curt and direct that Mr. Pancks did not 
see his way to prolonging his visit. He stirred up his hair 
with his sprightliest expression, glanced at the little figure 
again, said, ‘“‘ Good evening, ma’am; don’t come down, Mrs. 
Affery; I know the road to the door,” and steamed out. Mrs. 
Clennam, her chin resting on her hand, followed him with 
attentive and darkly distrustful eyes; and Affery stood looking 
at her, as if she were spell-bound. 

Slowly and thoughtfully, Mrs. Clennam’s eyes turned from 
the door by which Pancks had gone out, to Little Dorrit, 
rising from the carpet. With her chin drooping more heavily 
on her hand, and her eyes vigilant and lowering, the sick 
woman sat looking at her until she attracted her attention. 
Little Dorrit coloured under such a gaze, and looked down. 
Mrs. Clennam still sat intent. 
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. “Little Dorrit,” she said when she at last broke silence, 
“what do you know of that man?” 

*T don’t know anything of him, ma’am, except that I have 
seen him about, and that he has spoken to me.” 

“What has he said to you?” 

“JT don’t understand what he has said, he is so strange. 
But nothing rough or disagreeable.” 

““Why does he come here to see you?” 

“T don’t know, ma’am,” said Little Dorrit, with perfect 
frankness. 

“You know that he does come here to see you?” 

“T have fancied so,” said Little Dorrit. ‘But why he 
should come here or anywhere, for that, ma’am, I can’t 
think,” 

Mrs. Clennam cast her eyes towards the ground, and with 
her strong, set face, as intent upon a subject in her mind as 
it had lately been upon the form that seemed to pass out of 
her view, sat absorbed. Some minutes elapsed before she 
came out of this thoughtfulness, and resumed her hard com- 
posure. 

Little Dorrit in the meanwhile had been waiting to go, but 
afraid to disturb her by moving. She now ventured to leave 
the spot where she had been standing since she had risen, and 
‘ to pass gently round by the wheeled chair. She stopped at its 
side to say ‘‘Good night, ma’am.” 

Mrs. Clennam put out her hand, and laid it on her arm. 
Little Dorrit, confused under the touch, stood faltering. Per- 
haps some momentary recollection of the story of the Princess 
may have been in her mind. 

“Tell me, Little Dorrit,” said Mrs. Clennam. ‘‘Have you 
many friends now?” 

“Very few, ma’am. Besides you, only Miss Flora and — 
one more.” 

“Meaning,” said Mrs. Clennam, with her unbent finger 
again pointing to the door, ‘“‘that man?” 

“Oh, no, ma’am!” 

“Some friend of his, perhaps?” 

“No, ma’am.” Little Dorrit earnestly shook her head. 
“Oh, no! No one at all like him, or belonging to him.” 

“Well!” said Mrs. Clennam, almost smiling. “It is no 
affair of mine. I ask, because I take an interest in you; and 
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because I believe I was your friend, when you had no other 
who could serve you. Is that so?” 

“Yes, ma’am; indeed it is. I have been here many a time 
when, but for you and the work you gave me, we should have 
wanted everything.” 

“We,” repeated Mrs. Clennam, looking towards the watch, 
once her dead husband’s, which always lay upon her table. 
*‘ Are there many of you?” 

“Only father and I, now. I mean, only father and I to 
keep regularly out of what we get.” 

“Have you undergone many privations? You and your 
father, and who else there may be of you?” asked Mrs. Clen- 
nam, speaking deliberately, and meditatively turning the watch 
over and over. 

“Sometimes it has been rather hard to live,” said Little 
Dorrit, in her soft voice, and timid uncomplaining way; ‘‘ but 
I think not harder — as to that — than many people find it.” 

“That ’s well said!” Mrs. Clennam quickly returned. 
“That ’s the truth! You are a good, thoughtful girl You 
are a grateful girl too, or I much mistake you.” 

“Tt is only natural to be that. There is no merit in being 
that,” said Little Dorrit. ‘‘I am indeed.” 

Mrs. Clennam, with a gentleness of which the dreaming 
Affery had never dreamed her to be capable, drew down the 
face of her little seamstress, and kissed her on the forehead. 

“Now go, Little Dorrit,” said she, “or you will be late, 
poor child!” 

In all the dreams Mistress Affery had been piling up since 
she first became devoted to the pursuit, she had dreamed 
nothing more astonishing than this. Her head ached with the 
idea that she would find the other clever one kissing Little 
Dorrit next, and then the two clever ones. embracing each other 
and dissolving into tears of tenderness for all mankind. The 
idea quite stunned her, as she attended the light footsteps 
down the stairs, that the house door might be safely shut. 

On opening it to let Little Dorrit out, she found Mr. 
Pancks, instead of having gone his way, as in any less wonder- 
ful place and among less wonderful phenomena he might have 
been reasonably expected to do, fluttering up and down the 
court outside the house. The moment he saw Little Dorrit, 
he passed her briskly, said with his finger to his nose (as 
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Mistress Affery distinctly heard), “‘Pancks the gipsy, fortune- 
telling,” and went away. ‘‘Lord save us, here’s a gipsy and 
a fortune-teller in it now!” cried Mistress Affery. ‘‘ What 
next!” 

She stood at the open door, staggering herself with this 
enigma, on a rainy, thundery evening. The clouds were flying 
fast, the wind was coming up in gusts, banging some neigh- 
bouring shutters that had broken loose, twirling the rusty 
chimney-cowls and weathercocks, and rushing round and round 
a confined adjacent churchyard as if it had a mind to blow the 
dead citizens out of their graves. The low thunder, muttering 
in all quarters of the sky at once, seemed to threaten vengeance 
for this attempted desecration, and to mutter, “‘ Let them rest! 
Let them rest! ” 

Mistress Affery, whose fear of thunder and lightning was 
only to be equalled by her dread of the haunted house with a 
premature and preternatural darkness in it, stood undecided 
whether to go in or not, until the question was settled for her 
by the door blowing upon her in a violent gust of wind and 
shutting her out. ‘‘What’s to be done now, what’s to be 
done now!” cried Mistress Affery, wringing her hands in this 
last uneasy dream of all; “‘when she’s all alone by herself 
inside, and can no more come down to open it than the 
churchyard dead themselves!” 

In this dilemma, Mistress Affery, with her apron as a hood 
to keep the rain off, ran crying up and down the solitary paved 
enclosure several times. Why she should then stoop down 
and look in at the keyhole of the door, as if an eye would 
open it, it would be difficult to say; but it is none the less 
what most people would have done in the same situation, and 
it is what she did. 

From this posture she started up suddenly, with a half 
scream, feeling something on her shoulder. It was the touch 
of a hand — of a man’s hand, 

The man was dressed like a traveller, in a foraging cap with 
fur about it, and a heap of cloak. He looked like a foreigner. 
He had a quantity of hair and moustache — jet black, except 
at the shaggy ends, where it had a tinge of red—and a high 
hook nose. He laughed at Mistress Affery’s start and cry, 
and, as he laughed, his moustache went up under his nose, and 
his nose came down over his moustache. 
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‘What ’s the matter?” he asked in plain English. ‘‘ What 
are you frightened at?” 

“At you,” panted Affery. 

“Me, madam ?” 

“And the dismal evening, and—and everything,” said 
Affery. ‘‘And here! The wind has been and blown the door 
to, and I can’t get in.” 

“Hah!” said the gentleman, who took that very coolly. 
“Indeed! Do you know such a name as Clennam about 
here?” 

“Lord bless us, I should think I did, I should think I 
did!” cried Affery, exasperated into a new wringing of hands 
by the inquiry. 

“Where about here?” 

“Where!” cried Affery, goaded into another inspection of 
the keyhole. ‘‘ Where but here in this house? And she’s 
all alone in her room, and lost the use of her limbs and can’t 
stir to help herself or me, and the t’other clever one’s out, 
and Lord forgive me!” cried Affery, driven into a frantic 
dance by these accumulated considerations, “if I ain’t a going 
headlong out of my mind!” 

Taking a warmer view of the matter now that it concerned 
himself, the gentleman stepped back to glance at the house, 
and his eyes soon rested on the long narrow window of the 
little room near the hall door. 

“Where may the lady be who has lost the use of her limbs, 
madam?” he inquired, with that peculiar smile which Mistress 
Affery could not choose but keep her eyes upon. 

“Up there!” said Affery. “Them two windows.” 

“Hah! I am of a fair size, but could not have the honour 
of presenting myself in that room without a ladder. Now, 
madam, frankly —frankness is a part of my character — shall 
I open the door for you? ” 

“Yes, bless you, sir, for a dear creetur, and do it at once,” 
cried Affery, ‘“‘for she may be a calling to me at this very 
present minute, or may be setting herself afire and burning 
herself to death, or there’s no knowing what may be happen- 
ing to her, and me a going out of my mind at thinking of it!” 

“Stay, my good madam!” He restrained her impatience 
with a smooth white hand. ‘Business hours, I apprehend, 
pre over for the day?” 
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Yes, yes, yes,” cried Affery. ‘‘ Long ago.” 

“Let me make, then, a fair proposal. Fairness is a part of 
my character. Jam just landed from the packet-boat, as you 
may see.” He showed her that his cloak was very wet, and 
that his boots were saturated with water; she had previously 
observed that he was dishevelled and sallow, as if from a rough 
voyage, and so chilled that he could not keep his teeth from 
chattering. ‘“‘I am just landed from the packet-boat, madam, 
and have been delayed by the weather; the infernal weather! 
In consequence of this, madam, some necessary business that 
I should otherwise have transacted here within the regular 
hours (necessary business because money business), still re- 
mains to be done. Now, if you will fetch any authorised neigh- 
bouring somebody to do it, in return for my opening the door, 
I’ll open the door. If this arrangement should be objectionable, 
Ill” — and with the same smile he made a significant feint of 
backing away. 

Mistress Affery, heartily glad to effect the proposed compro- 
mise, gave in her willing adhesion to it. The gentleman at 
once requested her to do him the favour of holding his cloak, 
took a short run at the narrow window, made a leap at the 
sill, clung his way up the bricks, and in a moment had his 
hand at the sash, raising it. His eyes looked so very sinister, 
as he put his leg into the room and glanced round at Mistress 
Affery, that she thought, with a sudden coldness, if he were 
to go straight up stairs to murder the invalid, what could she 
do to prevent him ? 

Happily he had no such purpose; for he reappeared, in a 
moment, at the house door. ‘“‘ Now, my dear madam,” he 
said, as he took back his cloak and threw it on, “if you’ll 
have the goodness to— What the Devil’s that!” 

The strangest of sounds. Evidently close at hand from the 
peculiar shock it communicated to the air, yet subdued as if it 
were far off. A tremble, a rumble, and a fall of. some light 
dry matter. 

“What the Devil is it?” 

“T don’t know what it is, but [I’ve heard the like of it over 
and over again,” said Affery, who had caught his arm. 

He could hardly be a very brave man, even she thought in 
her dreamy start and fright, for his trembling lips had turned 


colourless. After listening a few moments, he made light of it. 
VOL. I, 
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“Bah! Nothing! Now, my dear madam, I think you 
spoke of some clever personage. Will you be so good as to 
confront me with that genius?” He held the door in his 
hand, as though he were quite ready to shut her out again if 
she failed. 

“Don’t you say anything about the door and me, then,” 
whispered Affery. 

“Not a word.” 

“And don’t you stir from here, or speak if she calls, while 
I run round the corner.”’ 

**Madam, I am a statue.” 

Affery had so vivid a fear of his going stealthily up stairs 
the moment her back was turned, that, after hurrying out of 
sight, she returned to the gateway to peep at him. Seeing 
him still on the threshold, more out of the house than in it, 
as if he had no love for darkness and no desire to probe its 
mysteries, she flew into the next street, and sent a message 
into the tavern to Mr. Flintwinch, who came out directly. 
The two returning together—the lady in advance, and Mr. 
Flintwinch coming up briskly behind, animated with the hope 
of shaking her before she could get housed —saw the gentle- 
man standing in the same place in the dark, and heard the 
strong voice of Mrs. Clennam calling from her room, ‘‘ Who is 
it? What is it? Why does no one answer? Who 7s that, 
down there?” 
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CHAPTER XXX 
THE WORD OF A GENTLEMAN 


Wuewn Mr. and Mrs. Flintwinch panted up to the door of 
the old house in the twilight, Jeremiah within a second of 
Affery, the stranger started back. ‘‘Death of my soul!” he 
exclaimed. ‘‘Why, how did you get here?” 

Mr. Flintwinch, to whom these words were spoken, repaid 
the stranger’s wonder in full. He gazed at him with blank 
astonishment; he looked over his own shoulder, as expecting 
to see some one he had not been aware of standing behind 
him; he gazed at the stranger again, speechlessly at a loss to 
know what he meant; he looked to his wife for explanation; 
recelving none, he pounced upon her, and shook her with such 
heartiness that he shook her cap off her head, saying between 
his teeth, with grim raillery, as he did it, “ Affery, my woman, 
you must have a dose, my woman! ‘This is some of your 
tricks! You have been dreaming again, mistress. What’s it 
about? Who is it? What does it mean? Speak out or be 
choked! It’s the only choice I’ll give you.” 

Supposing Mistress Affery to have any power of election at 
the moment, her choice was decidedly to be choked; for she 
answered not a syllable to this adjuration, but, with her bare 
head wagging violently backwards and forwards, resigned her- 
self to her punishment. The stranger, however, picking up 
her cap with an air of gallantry, interposed. 

“Permit me,” said he, laying his hand on the shoulder of 
Jeremiah, who stopped, and released his victim. ‘‘Thank 
you. Excuse me. Husband and wife, I know, from this 
playfulness. Haha! Always agreeable to see that relation 
playfully maintained. Listen! May I suggest that somebody 
up stairs, in the dark, is becoming energetically curious to 
know what is going on here?” 

This reference to Mrs. Clennam’s voice reminded Mr. Flint- 
winch to step into the hall and call up the staircase. “It’s 
all right, I am here, Affery is coming with your light.” Then 


372 . LITTLE DORRIT 


he said to the latter flustered woman, who was putting her cap 
on, ‘Get out with you, and get up stairs!” and then turned 
to the stranger, and said to him, ‘Now, sir, what might you 
please to want? ” 

“T am afraid,” said the stranger, “‘I must be so troublesome 
as to propose a candle.” 

“True,” assented Jeremiah. “I was going to do so. 
Please to stand where you are, while I get one.” 

The visitor was standing in the doorway, but turned a little 
into the gloom of the house as Mr. Flintwinch turned, and 
pursued him with his eyes into the little room, where he 
groped about for a phosphorus box. When he found it, it 
was damp, or otherwise out of order; and match after match 
that he struck into it lighted sufficiently to throw a dull glare 
about his groping face, and to sprinkle his hands with pale 
little spots of fire, but not sufficiently to light the candle. 
The stranger, taking advantage of this fitful illumination of 
his visage, looked intently and wonderingly at him. Jere- 
miah, when he at last lighted the candle, knew he had been 
doing this, by seeing the last shade of a lowering watchfulness 
clear away from his face, as it broke into the doubtful smile 
that was a large ingredient in its expression. 

“Be so good,” said Jeremiah, closing the house door, and 
taking a pretty sharp survey of the smiling visitor in his turn, 
“as to step into my counting-house. —It’s all right, I tell 
you!” petulantly breaking off to answer the voice up stairs, 
still unsatisfied, though Affery was there, speaking in persua- 
sive tones. ‘Don’t I tell you it’s all right? Preserve the 
woman, has she no reason at all in her!” 

“‘Timorous,” remarked the stranger. 

“Timorous?” said Mr. Flintwinch, turning his head to 
retort, as he went before with the candle. ‘‘ More courageous 
than ninety men in a hundred, sir, let me tell you.” 

“Though an invalid?” 

“Many years an invalid. Mrs. Clennam. The only one 
of that name left in the House now. My partner.” 

Saying something apologetically as he crossed the hall, to 
the effect that at that time of night they were not in the habit 
of receiving any one, and were always shut up, Mr. Flintwinch 
led the way into his own office, which presented a sufficiently 
business-like appearance. Here he put the light on his desk, : 
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and said to the stranger, with his wryest twist upon him, 
“Your commands.” 

“My name is Blandois.” 

“Blandois. I don’t know it,” said Jeremiah. 

“T thought it possible,” resumed the other, “‘that you might 
have been advised from Paris —” 

““We have had no advice from Paris, respecting anybody of 
the name of Blandois,” said Jeremiah. 

“Not” 

Tear? 

Jeremiah stood in his favourite attitude. The smiling Mr. 
Blandois, opening his cloak to get his hand to a breast-pocket, 
paused to say, with a laugh in his glittering eyes, which it 
occurred to Mr. Flintwinch were too near together: — 

“You are so like a friend of mine! Not so identically the 
same as I supposed when I really did for the moment take you 
to be the same in the dusk — for which I ought to apologise ; 
permit me to do so; a readiness to confess my errors is, I hope, 
a part of the frankness of my character —still, however, 
uncommonly like.” 

“Indeed?” said Jeremiah perversely. “But I have not 
received any letter of advice from anywhere, respecting any- 
body of the name of Blandois.” 

“Just so,” said the stranger. 

** Just so,” said Jeremiah. 

Mr. Blandois, not at all put out by this omission on the 
part of the correspondents of the house of Clennam and Co., 
took his pocket-book from his bréast-pocket, selected a letter 
from that receptacle, and handed it to Mr. Flintwinch. ‘No 
doubt you are well acquainted with the writing. Perhaps the 
letter speaks for itself, and requires no advice. You are a far 
more competent judge of such affairs than I am. It is my 
misfortune to be, not so much a man of business, as what the 
world calls (arbitrarily) a gentleman.” 

Mr. Flintwinch took the letter, and read, under date of 
Paris, “We have to present to you, on behalf of a highly 
esteemed correspondent of our Firm, M. Blandois, of this 
city,” etc. etc. ‘Such facilities as he may require and such 
attentions as may lie in your power,” etc. etc. ‘‘Also have 
to add that if you will honour M. Blandois’ drafts at sight to 
the extent of, say Fifty Pounds sterling (£50),” etc. ete. 
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“Very good, sir,” said Mr.°Flintwinch. “Take a chair, 
To the extent of anything that our House can do — we are in 
a retired, old-fashioned, steady way of business, sir — we shall 
be happy to render you our best assistance. I observe, from 
the date of this, that we could not yet be advised of it. Prob- 
ably you came over with the delayed mail that brings the 
advice.” 

“That J came over with the delayed mail, sir,” returned 
Mr. Blandois, passing his white hand down his high-hooked 
nose, ‘‘I know to the cost of my head and stomach — the detes- 
table and intolerable weather having racked them both. You 
see me in the plight in which I came out of the packet within 
this half hour. I ought to have ‘been here hours ago, and 
then I should not have to apologise — permit me ¢o apologise 
—for presenting myself so unseasonably, and frightening — 
no, by the bye, you said not frightening; permit me to apolo- 
gise again — the esteemed lady, Mrs. Clennam, in her invalid 
chamber above stairs.” 

Swagger, and an air of authorised condescension, do so 
much, that Mr. Flintwinch had already begun to think this a 
highly gentlemanly personage. Not the less unyielding with 
him on that account, he scraped his chin and said, what could 
he have the honour of doing for Mr. Blandois to-night, out of 
business hours ? 

“Faith!” returned that gentleman, shrugging his cloaked 
shoulders, “‘I must change, and eat and drink, and be lodged 
somewhere. Have the kindness to advise me, a total stranger, 
where, and money is a matter of perfect indifference, until 
to-morrow. The nearer the place, the better. Next door, if 
that’s all.” 

Mr. Flintwinch was slowly beginning, “For a gentleman of 
your habits, there is not in this immediate heighbopraeod any 
hotel —” when Mr. Blandois took him up. 

‘So much for my habits! my dear sir,” snapping his fingers, 
“A citizen of the world has no habits. That I am, in my 
poor way, a gentleman, by Heaven! I will not deny, but I 
have no unaccommodating prejudiced habits. A clean room, 
a hot dish for dinner, and a bottle of not absolutely poisonous 
wine, are all I want to-night. But I want that much, with- 
out the trouble of going one unnecessary inch to get it.” 

“There is,” said Mr. Flintwinch, with more than his usual 
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deliberation, as he met, for a moment, Mr. Blandois’ shining 
eyes, which were restless; “‘there is a coffee-house and tavern 
close here, which, so far, I can recommend; but there’s na 
style about it.” 

“T dispense with style!” said Mr. Blandois, waving his 
hand. ‘Do me the honour to show me the house, and intro- 
duce me there (if I am not too troublesome), and I shall be 
infinitely obliged.” 

Mr. Flintwinch, upon this, looked up his hat, and lighted 
Mr. Blandois across the hall again. As he put the candle on 
a bracket, where the dark old panelling almost served as an 
extinguisher for it, he bethought himself of going up to tell 
the invalid that he would not be absent five minutes. 

“Oblige me,” said the visitor, on his saying so, “by pre-' 
senting my card of visit. Do me the favour to add, that I 
shall be happy to wait on Mrs. Clennam, to offer my personal 
compliments, and to apologise for having occasioned any agita- 
tion in this tranquil corner, if it should suit her convenience 
to endure the presence of a stranger for a few minutes, after 
he shall have changed his wet clothes and fortified himself 
with something to eat and drink.” 

Jeremiah made all dispatch, and said, on his return, ‘She ’Il 
be glad to see you, sir; but, being conscious that her sick room 
has no attractions, wishes me to say that she won’t hold you 
to your offer, in case you should think better of it.” 

“To think better of it,” returned the gallant Blandois, 
“would be to slight a lady; to slight a lady would be to be 
deficient in chivalry towards the sex; and chivalry towards the 
sex is a part of my character!” Thus expressing himself, he 
threw the draggled skirt of his cloak over his shoulder, and 
accompanied Mr. Flintwinch to the tavern; taking up on the 
road a porter, who was waiting with his portmanteau on the 
outer side of the gateway. 

The house was kept in a homely manner, and the condescen- 
sion of Mr. Blandois was infinite. It seemed to fill to incon- 
venience the little bar, in which the widow landlady and her 
two daughters received him; it was much too big for the nar- 
row wainscoted room with a bagatelle-board in it, that was 
first proposed for his reception; it perfectly swamped the little 
private holiday sitting-room of the family, which was finally 
given up to him. Here, in dry clothes and scented linen, 
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with sleeked hair, a great ring on each forefinger, and a mas 
sive show of watch chain, Mr. Blandois waiting for his dinner, 
lolling on a window-seat with his knees drawn up, looked (for 
all the difference in the setting of the jewel) fearfully and won- 
derfully like a certain Monsieur Rigaud who had once so 
waited for his breakfast, lying on the stone ledge of the iron 
grating of a cell in a villainous dungeon at Marseilles. 

His greed at dinner, too, was closely in keeping with the 
greed of Monsieur Rigaud at breakfast. His avaricious manner 
of collecting all the eatables about him, and devouring some 
with his eyes, while devouring others with his jaws, was the 
same manner. His utter disregard of other people, as shown 
in his way of tossing the little womanly toys of furniture 
about, flinging favourite cushions under his boots for a softer 
rest, and crushing delicate coverings with his big body and his 
great black head, had the same brute selfishness at the bottom 
of it. The softly moving hands that were so busy among the 
dishes had the old wicked facility of the hands that had clung 
to the bars. And when he could eat no more, and sat sucking 
his delicate fingers one by one and wiping them on a cloth, 
there wanted nothing but the substitution of vine-leaves to 
finish the picture. 

On this man, with his moustache going up and his nose 
coming down in that most evil of smiles, and with his surface 
eyes looking as if they belonged to his dyed hair, and had had 
their natural power of reflecting light stopped by some similar 
process, Nature, always true, and never working in vain, had 
set the mark, Beware! It was not her fault, if the warning 
were fruitless. She is never to blame in any such instance. 

Mr. Blandois, having finished his repast and cleaned his 
fingers, took a cigar from his pocket, and, lying on the window- 
seat, again, smoked it out at his leisure, occasionally apostro- 
phising the smoke as it parted from his thin lips in a thin 
stream : — 

“Blandois, you shall turn the tables on society, my little 
child. Haha! Holy blue, you have begun well, Blandois! 
At a pinch, an excellent master in English or French; a man 
for the bosom of families! You have a quick perception, you 
have humour, you have ease, you have insinuating manners, 
you have a good appearance; in effect, you are a gentleman! 
A gentleman you shall live, my small boy, and a gentleman 
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you shall die. You shall win, however the game goes. They 
shall all confess your merit, Blandois. You shall subdue the 
society which has grievously wronged you, to your own high 
spirit. Death of my soul. You are high-spirited by right 
and by nature, my Blandois! ” 

To such soothing murmurs did this gentleman smoke out his 
cigar and drink out his bottle of wine. Both being finished, 
he shook himself into.a sitting attitude; and with the conclud- 
ing serious apostrophe, ‘‘Hold, then! Blandois, you ingenious 
one, have all your wits about you!” arose and went back to 
the house of Clennam and Co. 

He was received at the door by Mistress Affery, who, under 
instructions from her lord, had lighted up two candles in the 
hall and a third on the staircase, and who conducted him to 
Mrs. Clennam’s room. ‘Tea was prepared there, and such 
little company arrangements had been made as usually attended 
the reception of expected visitors. They were slight on the 
greatest occasion, never extending beyond the production of 
the China tea-service, and the covering of the bed with a sober 
and sad drapery. For the rest, there was the bier-like sofa 
with the block upon it, and the figure in the widow’s dress, 
as if attired for execution; the fire topped by the mound of 
damped ashes; the grate with its second little mound of ashes; 
the kettle, and the smell of black dye; all as they had been 
for fifteen years. 

Mr. Flintwinch presented the gentleman commended to the 
consideration of Clennam and Co. Mrs. Clennam, who had 
the letter lying before her, bent her head and requested him 
to sit. They looked very closely at one another. That was 
but natural curiosity. 

“T thank you, sir, for thinking of a disabled woman like 
me. Few who come here on business have any remembrance 
to bestow on one so removed from observation. It would be 
idle to expect that they should have. Out of sight, out of 
mind. When I am grateful for the exception, I don’t com- 
plain of the rule ” 

Mr. Blandois, in his most gentlemanly manner, was afraid 
he had disturbed her by unhappily presenting himself at such 
an unconscionable time. For which he had already offered his 
best apologies to Mr. he begged pardon — but by name 
had not the distinguished honour — 
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“Mr. Flintwinch has been connected with the House many 
years.” 

Mr. Blandois was Mr. Flintwinch’s most obedient humble 
servant. He entreated Mr. Flintwinch to receive the assur- 
ance of his profoundest consideration. 

“My husband being dead,” said Mrs. Clennam, ‘‘and my 
son preferring another pursuit, our old House has no other 
representative in these days than Mr. Flintwinch.” | 

“What do you call yourself?” was the surly demand of that 
gentleman. ‘“‘ You have the head of two men.” 

““My sex disqualifies me,” she proceeded with merely a 
slight turn of her eyes in Jeremiah’s direction, ‘‘from taking 
a responsible part in the business, even if I had the ability; 
and therefore Mr. Flintwinch combines my interests with his 
own, and conducts it. It is not what it used to be; but some 
of our old friends (principally the writers of this letter) have 
the kindness not to forget us, and we retain the power of doing 
what they entrust to us as efficiently as we ever did. This 
however is not interesting to you. You are English, sir?” 

‘Faith, madam, no; I am neither born nor bred in England. 
In effect, I am of no country,” said Mr. Blandois, stretching 
out his leg and smiting it; ‘I descend from half a dozen 
countries. ” 

“You have been much about the world?” , 

“Tt is true. By Heaven, madam, I have been here and 
there and everywhere! ” 

“You have no ties, probably. Are not married?” 

“Madam,” said Mr. Blandois, with an ugly fall of his eye- 
brows, ‘‘I adore your sex, but I am not married — never was.” 

Mistress Affery, who stood at the table near him, pouring out 
the tea, happened in her dreamy state to look at him as he 
said these words, and to fancy that she caught an expression 
in his eyes which attracted her own eyes so that she could not 
get them away. ‘The effect of this fancy was, to keep her 
staring at him with the teapot in her hand, not only to her 
own great uneasiness, but manifestly to his, too; and, through 
them both, to Mrs. Clennam’s and Mr. Flintwinch’s. Thus 
2 few ghostly moments supervened, when they were all con- 
fusedly staring without knowing why. 

“‘Affery,” her mistress was the first to say, “what is the 
matter with you?” 
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“T dont know,” said Mistress Affery, with her disengaged 
left hand extended towards the visitor. “It ain’t me. It’s 
him!” 

“What does this good woman mean?” cried Mr. Blandois, 
turning white, hot, and slowly rising with a look of such 
deadly wrath that it contrasted surprisingly with the slight 
force of his words. ‘‘How is it possible to understand this 
good creature! ” 

“It’s not possible,” said Mr. Flintwinch, screwing himself 
rapidly in that direction. “‘She don’t know what she means. 
She’s an idiot, a wanderer in her mind. She shall have a 
dose, she shall have such a dose! Get along with you, my 
woman,” he added in her ear, ‘‘get along with you, while you 
know you ’re Affery, and before you ’re shaken to yeast.” 

Mistress Affery, sensible of the danger in which her iden- 
tity stood, relinquished the teapot as her husband seized it, 
put her apron over her head, and in a twinkling vanished. 
The visitor gradually broke into a smile, and sat down again. 

“You ’ll excuse her, Mr. Blandois,” said Jeremiah, pouring 
out the tea himself; ‘‘she’s failing and breaking up; that’s 
what she’s about. Do you take sugar, sir?” 

“Thank you; no tea for me. — Pardon my observing it, but 
that ’s a very remarkable watch! ” 

The tea table was drawn up near the sofa, with a small 
interval between it and Mrs. Clennam’s own particular table. 
Mr. Blandois in his gallantry had risen to hand that lady her 
tea (her dish of toast was already there), and it was in placing 
the cup conveniently within her reach that the watch, lying 
before her as it always did, attracted his attention. Mrs, 
Clennam looked suddenly up at him. 

“May I be permitted? Thank you. A fine old-fashioned 
watch,” he said, taking it in his hand. ‘“ Heavy for use, but. 
massive and genuine. I have a partiality for everything gen- 
uine. Such as I am, Iam genuine myself. Hah! A gentle- 
man’s watch with two cases in the old fashion. May I remove 
it from the outer case? Thank you. Aye? An old silk 
watch-lining, worked with beads! I have often seen these 
among old Dutch people and Belgians. Quaint things! ” 

“They are old-fashioned too,” said Mrs. Clennam. 

“Very. But this is not as old as the watch, I think?” 

T-think not.” 
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‘Extraordinary how they used to complicate these cyphers! ” 
remarked Mr. Blandois, glancing up with his own smile again. 
“Now is this D. N. F.? It might be almost anything.” 

“Those are the letters.” 

Mr. Flintwinch, who had been observantly pausing all this 
time with a cup of tea in his hand, and his mouth open ready 
to swallow the contents, began to do so; always entirely filling 
his mouth before he emptied it at a gulp, and always deliber- 
ating again before he refilled it. 

“PD. N. F. was some tender lovely fascinating fair creature, 
I make no doubt,” observed Mr. Blandois, as he snapped on 
the case again. ‘“‘I adore her memory on the assumption. 
Unfortunately for my peace of mind, I adore but too readily. 
It may be a vice, it may be a virtue, but adoration of female 
beauty and merit constitutes three parts of my character, 
madam.” 

Mr. Flintwinch had by this time poured himself out another 
cup of tea, which he was swallowing in gulps as before, with 
his eyes directed to the invalid. 

“You may be heart-free here, sir,” she returned to Mr. Blan- 
dois. ‘Those letters are not intended, I believe, for the initials 
of any name.” 

“Of a motto perhaps,” said Mr. Blandois casually. 

“Of a sentence. They have always stood, I believe, for 
Do Not Forget!” 

“And naturally,” said Mr. Blandois, replacing the watch, 
and stepping backward to his former chair, “you do not 
forget.” 

Mr. Flintwinch, finishing his tea, not only took a longer 
gulp than he had taken yet, but made his succeeding pause 
under new circumstances: that is to say, with his head thrown 
back and his cup still held at his lips, while his eyes were still 
directed at the invalid. She had that force of face, and that 
concentrated air of collecting her firmness or obstinacy, which 
represented in her case what would have been gesture and 
action in another, as she replied with her deliberate strength of 
speech : — 

“No, sir, I do not forget. To lead a life as monotonous as 
mine has been during many years is not the way to forget. 
To lead a life of self-correction is not the way to forget. To 
be sensible of having (as we all have, every one of us, all the 
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children of Adam!) offences to expiate and peace to make does 
not justify the desire to forget. Therefore I have long dis- 
missed it, and I neither forget nor wish to forget.” 

Mr. Flintwinch, who had latterly been shaking the sediment 
at the bottom of his tea-cup, round and round, here gulped it 
down, and putting the cup in the tea-tray, as done with, turned 
his eyes upon Mr. Blandois, as if to ask him what he thought 
of that? 

“All expressed, madam,” said Mr. Blandois, with his 
smoothest bow and his white hand on his breast, ‘by the word 
‘naturally,’ which I am proud to have had sufficient apprehen- 
sion and appreciation (but without appreciation I could not be 
Blandois) to employ.” 

**Pardon me, sir,” she returned, ‘if I doubt the likelihood 
of a gentleman of pleasure, and change, and politeness, accus- 
tomed to court and to be courted —” 

“Oh, madam! By Heaven!” 

“__ Tf I doubt the likelihood of such a character, quite com- 
prehending what belongs to mine in my circumstances, Not 
to obtrude doctrine upon you,” she looked at the rigid pile of 
hard pale books before her, “(for you go your own way, and 
the consequences are on your own head), I will say this much: 
that I shape my course by pilots, strictly by proved and tried 
pilots, under whom I cannot be shipwrecked — cannot be — 
and that if I were unmindful of the admonition conveyed in 
those three letters, I should not be half as chastened as I am.” 

It was curious how she seized the occasion to argue with 
some invisible opponent. Perhaps with her own better sense, 
always turning upon herself and her own deception. 

“Tf I forgot my ignorances in my life of health and freedom, 
I might complain of the life to which I am now condemned. I 
never do; I never have done. If I forgot that this scene, the 
Earth, is expressly meant to be a scene of gloom, and hardship, 
and dark trial, for the creatures who are made out of its dust, I 
might have some tenderness for its vanities. But I have no 
such tenderness. If I did not know that we are, every one, 
the subject (most justly the subject) of a wrath that must be 
satisfied, and against which mere actions are nothing, I might 
repine at the difference between me, imprisoned here, and the 
people who pass that gateway yonder. But I take it as a grace 
and favour to be elected to make the satisfaction I am making 
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here, to know what I know for certain here, and to work out 
what I have worked out here. My affliction might otherwise 
have had no meaning tome. Hence I would forget, and I do 
forget, nothing. Hence I am contented, and say it is better 
with me than with millions.” 

As she spoke these words, she put her hand upon the watch, 
and restored it to the precise spot on her little table which it 
always occupied. With her touch lingering upon it, she sat 
for some moments afterwards, looking at it steadily and half 
defiantly. | 

Mr. Blandois, during this exposition, had been strictly atten- 
tive, keeping his eyes fastened on the lady, and thoughtfully 
stroking his moustache with his two hands. Mr. Flintwinch 
had been a little fidgety, and now struck in. 

“There, there, there!” said he. “That is quite understood, 
Mrs. Clennam, and you have spoken piously and well. Mr. 
Blandois, I suspect, is not of a pious cast.” 

‘On the contrary, sir!” that gentleman protested, snapping 
his fingers. ‘“‘Your pardon! It’s a part of my character. I 
am sensitive, ardent, conscientious, and imaginative. <A sensi- 
tive, ardent, conscientious, and imaginative man, Mr. Flint- 
winch, must be that, or nothing!” 

There was an inkling of suspicion in Mr. Flintwinch’s face 
that he might be nothing, as he swaggered out of his chair (it 
was characteristic of this man, as it is of all men similarly 
marked, that whatever he did, he overdid, though it were some- 
times by only a hair’s-breadth), and approached to take his 
leave of Mrs. Clennam. 

“With what will appear to you the egotism ofa sick old 
woman, sir,” she then said, “though really through your acci- 
dental allusion, I have been led away into the subject of myself 
and my infirmities. Being so considerate as to visit me, I hope 
you will be likewise so considerate as to overlook that. Don’t 
compliment me, if you please.” For he was evidently going to 
doit. “Mr. Flintwinch will be happy to render you any ser- 
vice, and I hope your stay in this city may prove agreeable.” 

Mr. Blandois thanked her, and kissed his hand several times, 
“This is an old room,” he remarked, with a sudden sprightli- 
ness of manner, looking round when he got near the door. “TI 
have been so interested that I have not observed it. But it’sa 
genuine old room.” 
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“Tt is a genuine old house,” said Mrs. Clennam, with her 
frozen smile. ‘‘A place of no pretensions, but a piece of anti- 
quity.” 

“Faith! ” cried the visitor. ‘If Mr. Flintwinch would do 
me the favour to take me through the rooms on my way out, 
he could hardly oblige me more. An old house is a weakness 
with me. I have many weaknesses, but none greater. I love 
and study the picturesque in all its varieties. I have been 
called picturesque myself. It is no merit to be picturesque — 
I have greater merits, perhaps — but I may be, by an accident. 
Sympathy, sympathy!” 

“T tell you beforehand, Mr. Blandois, that you’ll find it 
very dingy, and very bare,” said Jeremiah, taking up the can- 
dle. ‘It’s not worth your looking at.” But Mr. Blandois, 
smiting him in a friendly manner on the back, only laughed; 
so the said Blandois kissed his hand again to Mrs. Clennam, 
and they went out of the room together. 

“You don’t care to go up stairs?” said Jeremiah, on the 
landing. 

“On the contrary, Mr. Flintwinch; if not tiresome to you, 
I shall be ravished!” 

Mr. Flintwinch, therefore, wormed himself up the staircase, 
and Mr. Blandois followed close. They ascended to the great 
garret bedroom, which Arthur had occupied on the night of his 
return. ‘There, Mr. Blandois!” said Jeremiah, showing it, 
*T hope you may think that worth coming so high to see. I 
confess I don’t.” 

Mr. Blandois being enraptured, they walked through other 
garrets and passages, and came down the staircase again. By 
this time, Mr. Flintwinch had remarked that he never found 
the visitor looking at any room, after throwing one quick glance 
around, but always found the visitor looking at him, Mr. Flint- 
winch. With this discovery in his thoughts, he turned about 
on the staircase for another: experiment. He met his eyes 
directly; and on the instant of their fixing one another, the 
visitor, with that ugly play of nose and moustache, laughed (as 
he had done at every similar moment since they left Mrs. Clen- 
nam’s chamber) a diabolically silent laugh. 

As a much shorter man than the visitor, Mr. Flintwinch was 
at the physical disadvantage of being thus disagreeably leered 
at from a height; and as he went first down the staircase, and 
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was usually a step or two lower than the other, this disadvan. 
tage was at the time increased. He postponed looking at Mr. 
Blandois again until this accidental inequality was removed by 
their having entered the late Mr. Clennam’s room. But then 
twisting himself suddenly round upon him, he found his look 
unchanged. 

‘“‘A most admirable old house,” smiled Mr. Blandois. ‘‘So 
mysterious. Do you never hear any haunted noises here?” 

** Noises,” returned Mr. Flintwinch. ‘‘No.” 

““Nor see any devils?” 

“Not,” said Mr. Flintwinch, grimly screwing himself at his 
questioner, “not any that introduce themselves under that 
name and in that capacity.” 

“Haha! A portrait here, I see.” 

(Still looking at Mr. Flintwinch, as if he were the portrait.) 

“It’s a portrait, sir, as you observe.” 

“May I ask the subject, Mr. Flintwinch?” 

““Mr. Clennam, deceased. Her husband.” 

“Former owner of the remarkable watch, perhaps?” said 
the visitor. 

Mr. Flintwinch, who had cast his eyes towards the portrait, 
twisted himself about again, and again found himself the sub- 
ject of the same look and smile. ‘‘ Yes, Mr. Blandois,” he 
replied tartly. ‘It was his, and his uncle’s before him, and 
Lord knows who before him; and that’s all I can tell you of 
its pedigree.” 

“That ’s a strongly marked character, Mr. Flintwinch, our 
friend up stairs.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Jeremiah, twisting himself at the visitor 
again, as he did during the whole of this dialogue, like some 
screw-machine that fell short of its grip; for the other never 
changed, and he always felt obliged to retreat a little. ‘‘She 
is a remarkable woman. Great fortitude — great strength of 
mind.” 

“They must have been very happy,” said Blandois. 

“Who?” demanded Mr. Flintwinch, with another screw at 
him. 

Mr. Blandois shook his right forefinger towards the sick 
room, and his left forefinger towards the portrait, and then 
putting his arms akimbo, and striding his legs wide apart, stood 
smiling down at Mr. Flintwinch with the advancing nose and 
the retreating moustache. 
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“As happy as most other married people, I suppose,” 
returned Mr. Flintwinch. ‘I can’t say. I don’t know. 
There are secrets in all families.” 

“Secrets!” cried Mr. Blandois quickly. ‘Say it again, my 
son.” 

“T say,” replied Mr. Flintwinch, upon whom he had swelled 
himself so suddenly, that Mr. Flintwinch found his face almost 
brushed by the dilated chest, ‘‘I say there are secrets in all 
families.” 

‘“‘So there are,” cried the other, clapping him on both shoul- 
ders, and rolling him backwards and forwards. ‘Haha! you 
are right. So there are! Secrets? Holy Blue! There are 
the devil’s own secrets in some families, Mr. Flintwinch!” 
With that, after clapping Mr. Flintwinch on both shoulders 
several times, as if, in a friendly and humorous way, he were 
rallying him on a joke he had made, he threw up his arms, 
threw back his head, hooked his hands together behind it, and 
burst into a roar of laughter. It was in vain for Mr. Flint- 
winch to try another screw at him. He had his laugh out. 

“But favour me with the candle a moment,” he said, when 
he had done. ‘‘Let us have a look at the husband of the 
remarkable lady. Hah!” holding up the light at arm’s length. 
“A decided expression of face here too, though not of the same 
character. Looks as if he were saying — what is it— Do Not 
Forget — does he not, Mr. Flintwinch? By Heaven, sir, he 
does!” 

As he returned him the candle, he looked at him once more; 
and then, leisurely strolling out with him into the hall, 
declared it to be a charming old house indeed, and one which 
had so greatly pleased him, that he would not have missed 
inspecting it for a hundred pounds. 

Throughout these singular freedoms on the part of Mr. 
Blandois, which involved a general alteration in his demeanour, 
making it much coarser and rougher, much more violent and 
audacious, than before, Mr. Flintwinch, whose leathern face 
was not liable to many changes, preserved its immobility 
intact. Beyond now appearing, perhaps, to have been left 
hanging a trifle too long before that friendly operation of 
cutting down, he outwardly maintained an equable composure. 
They had brought their survey to a close in the little room at 
the side of the hall, and he stood there, eyeing Mr. Blandois. 
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“T am glad you are so well satisfied, sir,” was his calm 
remark. “IJ didn’t expect it. You seem to be quite in good 
spirits.” 

“In admirable spirits,” returned Blandois. ‘Word of 
honour! never more refreshed:in spirits. Do you ever have 
presentiments, Mr. Flintwinch?” 

“TI am not sure that I know what you mean by the term, 
sir,’”’ replied that gentleman. 

“Say in this case, Mr. Flintwinch, undefined anticipations 
of pleasure to come.” 

““T can’t say I am sensible of such a sensation at present,” 
returned Mr. Flintwinch, with the utmost gravity. “If I 
should find it coming on, Ill mention it.” 

“Now I,” said Blandois, “I, my son, have a presentiment 
to-night that we shall be well acquainted. Do you find it 
coming on?” 

““N—no,” returned Mr. Flintwinch, deliberately inquiring 
of himself. “TI can’t say I do.” 

“‘I have a strong presentiment that we shall become inti- 
mately acquainted. — You have no feeling of that sort yet?” 

“Not yet,” said Mr. Flintwinch. 

Mr. Blandois, taking him by both shoulders again, rolled 
him about a little in his former merry way, then drew his arm 
through his own, and invited him to come off and drink a 
bottle of wine like a dear deep old dog as he was. 

Without a moment’s indecision, Mr. Flintwinch accepted 
the invitation, and they went out to the quarters where the 
traveller was lodged, through a heavy rain which had rattled 
on the windows, roofs, and pavements, ever since nightfall. 
The thunder and lightning had long ago passed over, but the . 
rain was furious. On their arrival in Mr. Blandois’ room, a 
bottle of port wine was ordered by that gallant gentleman, who 
(crushing every pretty thing he could collect, in the soft dis- 
position of his dainty figure) coiled himself upon the window- 
seat, while Mr. Flintwinch took a chair opposite to him, with 
the table between them. Mr. Blandois proposed having the 
largest glasses in the house, to which Mr. Flintwinch assented. 
The bumpers filled, Mr. Blandois, with a roystering gaiety, 
clinked the top of his glass against the bottom of Mr. Flint- 
winch’s, and the bottom of his glass against the top of Mr. 
Slintwinch’s, and drank to the intimate acquaintance he fore: 
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saw. Mr. Flintwinch gravely pledged him, and drank all the 
wine he could get, and said nothing. As often as Mr. Blan- 
dois clinked glasses (which was at every replenishment), Mr. 
Flintwinch stolidly did his part of the clinking, and would 
have stolidly done his companion’s part of the wine as well as 
his own, being, except in the article of palate, a mere cask. 

In short, Mr. Blandois found that to pour port wine into 
the reticent Flintwinch was, not to open him but to shut him 
up. Moreover, he had the appearance of a perfect ability to 
go on all night; or, if occasion were, all next day, and all next - 
night; whereas Mr. Blandois soon grew indistinctly conscious — 
of swaggering too fiercely and boastfully. He therefore termi- 
nated the entertainment at the end of the third bottle. 

“You will draw upon us to-morrow, sir,” said Mr. Flint- 
winch, with a business-like face at parting. 

“My Cabbage,” returned the other, taking him by the 
collar with both hands, ‘‘I ll draw upon you; have no fear. 
Adieu, my Flintwinch. Receive at parting —” here he gave 
him a southern embrace, and kissed him soundingly on both 
cheeks — “‘the word of agentleman! By a thousand Thunders, 
you shall see me again!” 

He did not present himself next day, though the letter of 
advice came duly to hand. Inquiring after him at night, Mr. 
Flintwinch found, with surprise, that he had paid his bill and 
gone back to the Continent by way of Calais. Nevertheless, 
Jeremiah scraped out of his cogitating face a lively conviction 
that Mr. Blandois would keep his word on this occasion, and 
would be seen again. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 
SPIRIT 


ANYBODY may pass, any day, in the thronged thoroughfares 
of the metropolis, some meagre, wrinkled, yellow old man 
(who might be supposed to have dropped from the stars, it 
there were any star in the Heavens dull enough to be suspected 
of casting off so feeble a spark), creeping along with a scared 
air, as though bewildered and a little frightened by the noise 
and bustle. This old man is always a little old man. If he 
were ever a big old man, he has shrunk into a little old man; 
if he were always a little old man, he has dwindled into a less 
old man. His coat is of a colour, and cut, that never was the 
mode anywhere, at any period. Clearly, it was not made for 
him, or for any individual mortal. Some wholesale contractor 
measured Fate for five thousand coats of such quality, and Fate 
has lent this old coat to this old man, as one of a long unfin- 
ished line of many old men. It has always large dull metal 
buttons, similar to no other buttons. This old man wears a 
hat, a thumbed and napless and yet an obdurate hat, which has 
never adapted itself to the shape of his poor head. His coarse 
shirt and his coarse neckcloth have no more individuality than 
his coat and hat; they have the same character of not being 
his —of not being anybody’s. Yet this old man wears these 
clothes with a certain unaccustomed air of being dressed and 
elaborated for the public ways; as though he passed the greater 
part of his time in a nightcap and gown. And so, like the 
country mouse in the second year of a famine, come to see 
the town mouse, and timidly threading his way to the town 
mouse’s lodging through a city of cats, this old man passes in 
the streets. 

Sometimes, on holidays towards evening, he will be seen to. 
walk with a slightly increased infirmity, and his old eyes will 
glimmer with a moist and marshy light. Then the little old 
man is drunk. A very small measure will overset him; he 
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may be bowled off his unsteady legs with a half pint pot. 
Some pitying acquaintance — chance acquaintance very often — 
has warmed up his weakness with a treat of beer, and the con- 
sequence will be the lapse of a longer time than usual before 
he shall pass again. Jor, the little old man is going home to 
the workhouse; and on his good behaviour they do not let 
him out often (though methinks they might, considering the 
few years he has before him to go out in, under the sun); and 
on his bad behaviour they shut him up closer than ever, in a 
grove of two score and nineteen more old men, every one of 
whom smells of all the others, 

Mrs. Plornish’s father—a poor, little, reedy, piping old 
gentleman, like a worn-out bird; who had been in what he 
called the music-binding business, and met with great misfor- 
tunes, and who had seldom been able to make his way, or to 
see it or to pay it, or to do anything at all with it but find it 
no thoroughfare — had retired of his own accord to the Work- 
house which was appointed by law to be the Good Samaritan 
of his district (without the twopence, which was bad political 
economy), on the settlement of that execution which had car- 
ried Mr. Plornish to the Marshalsea College. Previous to his 
son-in-law’s difficulties coming to that head, Old Nandy (he 
was always so called in his legal Retreat, but he was Old Mr. 
Nandy among the Bleeding Hearts) had sat in a corner of the 
Plornish fireside, and taken his bite and sup out of the Plor- 
nish cupboard. He still hoped to resume that domestic posi- 
tion, when Fortune should smile upon his son-in-law; in the 
mean time, while she preserved an immovable countenance, he 
was, and resolved to remain, one of these little old men in a 
grove of little old men with a community of flavour. 

But, no poverty in him, and no coat on him that never was 
the mode, and no Old Men’s Ward for his dwelling-place, 
could quench his daughter’s admiration. Mrs. Plornish was 
as proud of her father’s talents as she could possibly have been 
if they had made him Lord Chancellor. She had as firm a 
belief in the sweetness and propriety of his manners as she 
could possibly have had if he had been Lord Chamberlain. 
. The poor little old man knew some pale and vapid little songs, 
long out of date, about Chloe, and Phyllis, and Strephon being 
wounded by the son of Venus; and for Mrs. Plornish there 
was no. such music at the Opera, as the small internal flutter- 
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ings and chirpings wherein he would discharge himself of these 
ditties, like a weak, little, broken barrel-organ, ground by a 
baby. On his ‘“‘days out,” those flecks of light in his flat 
vista of pollard old men, it was at once Mrs. Plornish’s delight 
and sorrow, when he was strong with meat, and had taken his 
full halfpenny-worth of porter, to say, “Sing us a song, 
Father.” Then would he give them Chloe, and if he were in 
pretty good spirits, Phyllis also, —Strephon he had hardly 
been up to, since he went into retirement, —and then would 
Mrs. Plornish declare she did believe there never was such a 
singer as father, and wipe her eyes. 

If he had come from Court on these occasions, nay, if he 
had been the noble Refrigerator come home triumphantly from 
a foreign court to be presented and promoted on his last tre- 
mendous failure, Mrs. Plornish could not have handed him 
with greater elevation about Bleeding Heart Yard. ‘‘Here’s 
father,” she would say, presenting him to a neighbour. 
“Father will soon be home with us for good, now. Ain’t 
father looking well? Father’s a sweeter singer than ever; 
you ’d never have forgotten it, if you’d a heard him just now.” 
As to Mr. Plornish, he had married these articles of belief in 
marrying Mr. Nandy’s daughter, and only wondered how it 
was that so gifted an old gentleman had not made a fortune. 
This he attributed, after much reflection, to his musical genius 
not having been scientifically developed in his youth. “For 
why,” argued Mr. Plornish, ‘why go a binding music when 
you ’ve got it in yourself? That’s where it is, I consider.” 

Old Nandy had a patron: one patron. He had a patron 
who in a certain sumptuous way —an apologetic way, as if he 
constantly took an admiring audience to witness that he really 
could not help being more free with this old fellow than they 
might have expected, on account of his simplicity and poverty 
—was mightily good to him. Old Nandy had been several 
times to the Marshalsea College, communicating with his son- 
in-law during his short durance there; and had _ happily 
acquired to himself, and had by degrees and in course of time 
much improved the patronage of the Father of that national 
institution. 

Mr. Dorrit was in the habit of receiving this old man as if 
the old man held of him in vassalage under some feudal tenure. 
He made little treats and teag for him, as if he came in with 
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his homage from some outlying district where the tenantry 
were in a primitive state. It seemed as if there were moments 
when: he could by no means have sworn but that the old man 
was an ancient retainer of his, who had been meritoriously faith- 
ful. When he mentioned him, he spoke of him casually as his 
old pensioner. He had a wonderful satisfaction in seeing him, 
and in commenting on his decayed condition after he was gone. 
It appeared to him amazing that he could hold up his head at 
all, poor creature. ‘‘In the workhouse, sir, the Union; no 
privacy, no visitors, no station, no respect, no speciality. 
Most deplorable! ” 

It was old Nandy’s birthday, and they let him out. He 
said nothing about its being his birthday, or they might have 
kept him in; for such old men should not be born. He passed 
along the streets as usual to Bleeding Heart Yard, and had his 
dinner with his daughter and son-in-law, and gave them 
Phyllis. He had hardly concluded, when Little Dorrit looked 
in to see how they all were. 

“Miss Dorrit,” said Mrs. Plornish, ‘“Here’s father! 
Ain’t he looking nice? And such voice he’s in!” 

Little Dorrit gave him her hand, and smilingly said she had 
not seen him this long time. 

‘No, they ’re rather hard on poor father,” said Mrs. Plor- 
nish, with a lengthening face, “‘and don’t let him have half 
as much change and fresh air as would benefit him. But he’ll 
soon be home for good, now. Won’t you, Father?” 

“Yes, my dear, I hope so. In good time, please God.” 

Here Mr. Plornish delivered himself of an oration which he 
invariably made, word for word the same, on all such opportu- 
nities. It was couched in the following terms: — 

“John Edward Nandy. Sir. While there’s a ounce of 
wittles or drink of any sort in this present roof, you ’re fully 
welcome to your share on it. While there’s a handful of fire 
or a mouthful of bed in this present roof, you’re fully wel- 
come to your share on it. If so be as there should be nothing 
in this present roof, you should be as welcome to your share 
on it as if it-was something much or little. And this is what 
I mean and so I don’t deceive you, and consequently which 
is to stand out is to entreat of you, and therefore why not 
do it?” 

To this lucid address, which Mr. Plornish always delivered 
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as if he had composed it (as no doubt he had) with enormous 
labour, Mrs. Plornish’s father pipingly replied: — 

“YT thank you kindly, Thomas, and I know your intentions 
well, which is the same I thank you kindly for. But no, 
Thomas. Until such times as it’s not to take it out of your 
children’s mouths, which take it is, and call it by what name 
you will it do remain and equally deprive though may they 
come and too soon they can not come, no, Thomas, no! ” 

Mrs. Plornish, who had been turning her face a little away 
with a corner of her apron in her hand, brought herself back 
to the conversation again, by telling Miss Dorrit that father 
was going over the water to pay his respects, unless she knew 
of any reason why it might not be agreeable. 

Her answer was, ‘I am going straight home, and if he will 
come with me I shall be so glad to take care of him—so 
glad,” said Little Dorrit, always thoughtful of the feelings of 
the weak, ‘‘of his company.” 

“There, Father!” cried Mrs. Plornish. ‘Ain’t you a gay 
young man to be going for a walk along with Miss Dorrit! 
Let me tie your neck-handkerchief into a regular good bow, for 
you ’re a regular beau yourself, Father, if ever there was one.” 

With this filial joke his daughter smartened him up, and 
gave him a loving hug, and stood at the door with her weak 
child in her arms and her strong child tumbling down the 
steps, looking after her little old father as he toddled away 
with his arm under Little Dorrit’s. 

They walked at a slow pace, and Little Dorrit took him by 
the Iron Bridge and sat him down there for a rest, and they 
looked over at the water and talked about the shipping, and 
the old man mentioned what he would do if he had a ship full 
of gold coming home to him (his plan was to take a noble 
lodging for the Plornishes and himself at a Tea Gardens, and 
live there all the rest of their lives, attended on by the waiter), 
and it was a special birthday for the old man. They were 
within five minutes of their destination, when, at the corner 
of her own street, they came upon Fanny in her new bonnet 
bound for the same port. 

“Why, good gracious me, Amy!” cried that young lady 
starting. ‘‘ You never mean it!” 

“Mean what, Fanny dear?” 

“Well! I could have believed a great deal of you,” returned 
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the young lady with burning indignation, “but I don’t think 
even I could have believed this, of even you! ” 

“Fanny!” cried Little Dorrit, wounded and astonished. 

“Oh! Don’t Fanny me, you mean little thing, don’t! 
The idea of coming along the open streets, in the broad light 
of day, with a Pauper!” (firing off the last word as if it were 
a ball from an air-gun. ) 

“Oh, Fanny!” 

“T tell you not to Fanny me, for I’ll not submit to it! I 
never knew such a thing... The way in which you are resolved 
and determined to disgrace us, on all occasions, is really infa- 
mous. You bad little thing!” 

“Does it disgrace anybody,” said Little Dorrit, very gently, 
“to take care of this poor old man?” 

“Yes, miss,” returned her sister, “‘and you ought to know 
it does. And you do know it does. And you do it because 
you know it does. The principal pleasure of your life is to 
remind your family of their misfortunes. And the next great 
pleasure of your existence is to keep low company. But, how- 
ever, if you have no sense of decency, I have. You’ll please 
to allow me to go on the other side of the way, unmolested.” 

With this, she bounced across to the opposite pavement. 
The old disgrace, who had been deferentially bowing a pace 
or two off (for Little Dorrit had let. his arm go in her wonder, 
when Fanny began), and who had been hustled and cursed by 
impatient passengers for stopping the way, rejoined his com- 
panion, rather giddy, and said, “I hope nothing’s wrong with 
your honoured father, miss? JI hope there’s nothing the 
matter in the honoured family ? ” 

“No, no,” returned Little Dorrit. ‘“‘No, thank you. Give 
me your arm again, Mr. Nandy. We shall soon be there 
now.” 

So, she talked to him as she had talked before, and they 
came to the Lodge and found Mr. Chivery on the lock, and 
went in. Now, it happened that the Father of the Marshalsea 
was sauntering towards the Lodge at the moment when they 
were coming out of it, entering the prison arm in arm. As 
the spectacle of their approach met his view, he displayed the 
utmost agitation and despondency of mind; and — altogether 
regardless of old Nandy, who, making his reverence, stood 
with his hat in his hand, as he always did in that gracious 
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presence — turned about, and hurried in at his own doorway 
and up the staircase. 

Leaving the old unfortunate, whom in an evil hour she had 
taken under her protection, with a hurried promise to return 
to him directly, Little Dorrit hastened after her father, and, 
on the staircase, found Fanny following her, and flouncing up 
with offended dignity. The three came into the room almost 
together; and the father sat down in his chair, buried his face 
’ ‘in his hands, and uttered a groan. 

“Of course,” said Fanny. ‘“‘Very proper. Poor, afflicted 
pa! Now, I hope you believe me, Miss!” 

“What is it, Father?” cried Little Dorrit, bending over him. 
“Have I made you unhappy, Father? Not I, I hope!” 

“Vou hope, indeed! I dare say! Oh, you” — Fanny 
paused for a sufficiently strong expression — “you Common- 
minded little Amy! You complete prison-child!” 

He stopped these angry reproaches with a wave of his hand, 
and sobbed out, raising his face, and shaking his melancholy 
head at his younger daughter, ““Amy, I know that you are 
innocent in intention. But you have cut me to the soul.” 

‘“‘Tnnocent in intention!” the implacable Fanny struck in. 
‘‘Stuff in intention! Low in intention! Lowering of the 
family in intention! ” 

“‘Father!” cried Little Dorrit, pale and trembling, “I am 
very sorry. Pray forgive me. Tell me how it is, that I may 
not do it again!” 

“How it is, you prevaricating little piece of goods!” cried 
Fanny. ‘“ You know how it is. I have told you already, so 
don’t fly in the face of Providence by attempting to deny it!” 

“Hush! Amy,” said the father, passing his pocket-hand- 
kerchief several times across his face, and then grasping it 
convulsively in the hand that dropped across his knee, ‘‘I have 
done what I could to keep you select here; I have done what 
I could to retain you a position here. I may have succeeded; 
I may not. You may know it; you may not. I give no 
opinion. JI have endured everything here but humiliation. 
That I have happily been spared — until this day.” 

Here his convulsive grasp unclosed itself, and he put his 
pocket-handkerchief to his eyes again. Little Dorrit, on the 
ground beside him, with her imploring hand upon his arm, 
watched him remorsefully. Coming out of his fit of grief, he 
clenched his pocket-handkerchief once more. 
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“Humiliation I have happily been spared until this day. 
Through all my troubles there has been that— Spirit in 
myself, and that—that submission to it, if [ may use the 
term, in those about me, which has spared me — ha — humilia- 
tion. But this day, this minute, I have keenly felt it.” 

“Of course! How could it be otherwise!” exclaimed the 
irrepressible Fanny. “Careering and prancing about with a 
Pauper!” (air-gun again.) 

“But, dear Father,” cried Little Dorrit, “I don’t justify 
myself for having wounded your dear heart—no! Heaven 
knows I don’t!” She clasped her hands in quite an agony of 
distress. “I do nothing but beg and pray you to be comforted 
and overlook it. But if I had not known that you were kind 
to the old man yourself, and took much notice of him, and 
were always glad to see him, I would not have come here with 
him, Father, I would not indeed. What I have been so 
unhappy as to do, I have done in mistake. I would not wil- 
fully bring a tear to your eyes, dear love!” said Little Dorrit, 
her heart well nigh broken, “for anything the world could 
give me, or anything it could take away.” 

Fanny, with a partly angry and partly repentant sob, began 
to cry herself, and to say —as this young lady always said 
when she was half in a passion and half out of it, half spiteful 
with herself and half spiteful with everybody else —that she 
wished she was dead. 

The Father of the Marshalsea in the mean time took his 
younger daughter to his breast, and patted her head. 

“There, there! Say no more, Amy, say no more, my child. 
I will forget it as soon as I can. I,” with hysterical cheerful- 
ness, “‘[—shall soon be able to dismiss it. It is perfectly 
true, my dear, that I am always glad to see my old pensioner 
—as such, as such—and that I do—ha—extend as much 
protection and kindness to the — hum — the bruised reed — I 
trust I may so call him without impropriety —as in my cir- 
cumstances I can. It is quite true that this is the case, my 
dear child. At the same time, I preserve in doing this, if I 
may — ha—if I may use the expression— Spirit. Becoming 
Spirit. And there are some things which are,” he stopped to 
sob, “irreconcilable with that, and wound that — wound it 
deeply. It is not that I have seen my good Amy attentive, 
and — ha— condescending to my old pensioner — it is not that 
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that hurts me. It is, if I am to close the painful subject 
by being explicit, that I have seen my child, my own child, 
my own daughter, coming into this College out of the public 
streets — smiling! smiling!—arm in arm with—O my God, 
a, livery!” 

This reference to the coat of no cut and no time, the unfor- 
tunate gentleman gasped forth, in a scarcely audible voice, and 
with his clenched pocket-handkerchief raised in the air. His 
excited feelings might have found some further painful utter- 
ance, but for a knock at the door, which had been already 
twice repeated, and to which Fanny (still wishing herself dead, 
and indeed now going so far as to add, buried) cried, “‘Come 
in!” 

“Ah, Young John!” said the Father, in an altered and 
calmed voice. ‘What is it, Young John?” 

‘““A letter for you, sir, being left in the Lodge just this 
minute, and a message with it, I thought, happening to be 
there myself, sir, I would bring it to your room.” ‘The 
speaker’s attention was much distracted by the piteous specta- 
cle of Little Dorrit at her father’s feet, with her head turned 
away. 

“Indeed, John? Thank you.” 

“The letter is from Mr. Clennam, sir —it’s the answer — 
and the message was, sir, that Mr. Clennam also sent his com- 
pliments, and word that he would do himself the pleasure of 
calling this afternoon, hoping to see you, and likewise,” atten- 
tion more distracted than before, ‘‘ Miss Amy.” 

“Oh!” As the Father glanced into the letter (there was a 
bank-note in it), he reddened a little, and patted Amy on the 
head afresh. ‘‘Thank you, Young John. Quite right. Much 
obliged to you for your attention. No one waiting?” 

‘No, sir, no one waiting.” 

“Thank you, John. How is your mother, Young John?” 

“Thank you, sir, she’s not quite as well as we could wish 
—in fact, we none of us are, except father — but she’s pretty 
well, sir.” 

“Say we sent our remembrances, will you? Say, kind 
remembrances, if you please, Young John.” 

“Thank you, sir, I will.” And Mr. Chivery, junior, went 
his way, having spontaneously composed on the spot an entirely 
new epitaph for himself, to the effect that Here lay the body 
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of John Chivery, Who, Having at such a date, Beheld the 
idol of his life, In grief and tears, And feeling unable to bear 
the harrowing spectacle, Immediately repaired to the abode of 
his inconsolable parents, And terminated his existence, By his 
own rash act. 

“There, there, Amy!” said the Father, when Young John 
had closed the door, ‘‘let us say no more about it.” The last 
few minutes had improved his spirits remarkably, and he was 
quite lightsome. ‘‘ Where is my old pensioner all this while? 
We must not leave him by himself any longer, or he will begin 
to suppose he is not welcome, and that would pain me. Will 
you fetch him, my child, or shall I?” 

“Tf you would n’t mind, father,” said Little Dorrit, trying 
to bring her sobbing to a close. 

“Certainly I will go, my dear. I forgot; your eyes are 
rather red. There! Cheer up, Amy. Don’t be uneasy about 
me. J am quite myself, again, my love, quite myself. Go 
to your room, Amy, and make your face look comfortable and 
pleasant to receive Mr. Clennam.” 

“T would rather stay in my own room, Father,” returned 
Little Dorrit, finding it more difficult than before to regain her 
composure. ‘I would far rather not see Mr. Clennam.” 

“Oh, fie, fie, my dear, that’s folly. Mr. Clennam is a 
very gentlemanly man—very gentlemanly. A little reserved 
at times; but I will say extremely gentlemanly. I could n’t 
think of your not being here to receive Mr. Clennam, my dear, 
especially this afternoon. So go and freshen yourself up, Amy ; 
go and freshen yourself up, like a good girl.” 

Thus directed, Little Dorrit dutifully rose and obeyed, only 
pausing for a moment as she went out of the room, to give her 
sister a kiss of reconciliation. Upon which, that young lady, 
feeling much harassed in her mind, and having for the time 
worn out the wish with which she generally relieved it, con- 
ceived and executed the brilliant idea of wishing old Nandy 
dead, rather than that he should come bothering there like a 
disgusting, tiresome, wicked wretch, and making mischief 
between two sisters. 

The Father of the Marshalsea, even humming a tune, and 
wearing his black velvet cap a little on one side, so much 
improved were his spirits, went down into the yard, and found 
his old pensioner standing hat in hand just within the gate, as 
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he had stood all this time. ‘‘Come, Nandy!” said he, with 
great suavity. ‘‘Come up stairs, Nandy; you know the way ; 
why don’t you come up stairs?” He went the length, on this 
occasion, of giving him his hand, and saying, ‘‘ How are you, 
Nandy? Are you pretty well?” To which that vocalist 
returned, “JI thank you, honoured sir, I am all the better for 
seeing your honour.” As they went along the yard, the 
Father of the Marshalsea presented him to a Collegian of recent 
date. ‘‘An old eaten in tance of mine, sir, an old pensioner.” 
And then said, ‘Be covered, my good Nandy; put your hat 
on,” with great consideration. 

His patronage did not stop here; for he charged Maggy to 
get the tea ready, and instructed ay to buy certain tea-cakes, 
fresh butter, eggs, cold ham, and shrimps; to purchase which 
collation, he gave her a bank-note for ten pounds, laying strict 
injunctions on her to be careful of the change. These prepara- 
tions were in an advanced stage of progress, and his daughter 
Amy had come back with her work, when Clennam presented 
himself. Whom he most graciously received, and besought to 
join their meal. 

“Amy, my love, you know Mr. Clennam even better than 
I have the happiness of doing. Fanny, my dear, you are 
acquainted with Mr. Clennam.” Fanny acknowledged him 
haughtily; the position she tacitly took up in all such cases 
being that there was a vast conspiracy to insult the family by 
not understanding it, or sufficiently deferring to it, and here 
was one of the conspirators. ‘This, Mr. Clennam, you must 
know, is an old pensioner of mine, old Nandy, a very faithful 
old man.” (He always spoke of him as an object of great 
antiquity, but he was two or three years younger than himself.) 
“Let me see. You know Plornish, I think? I think my 
daughter Amy has mentioned to me that you know poor Plor- 
nish ? ” 

“Oh, yes!” said Arthur Clennam. 

“Well, sir, this is Mrs. Plornish’s father.” 

“Indeed? I am glad to see him.” — 

“You would be more glad if you knew his many good quali- 
ties, Mr. Clennam.” 

“‘T hope I shall come to know them, through knowing him,” 
said Arthur, secretly pitying the bowed and submissive figure. 

“Tt is a holiday with him, and he comes to see his old 
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friends who are always glad to see him,” observed the Father 
of the Marshalsea. Then he added behind his hand, “ Union, 
poor old fellow. Out for the day.” 

By this time Maggy, quietly assisted by her Little Mother, 
had spread the board, and the repast was ready. It being hot 
weather and the prison very close, the window was as wide 
open as it could be pushed. “If Maggy will spread that 
newspaper on the window-sill, my dear,” remarked the Father 
complacently and in a half whisper to Little Dorrit, “my old 
pensioner can have-his tea there, while we are having ours.” 

So, with a gulf between him and the good company of about 
a foot in width, standard measure, Mrs. Plornish’s father was 
handsomely regaled. Clennam had never seen anything like 
his magnanimous protection by that other Father, he of the 
Marshalsea; and was lost in the contemplation of its many 
wonders, 

The most striking of these was perhaps the relishing manner 
in which he remarked on the pensioner’s infirmities and fail- 
ings. As if he were a gracious Keeper, making a running 
commentary on the decline of the harmless animal he exhibited. 

“Not ready for more ham yet, Nandy?, Why, how slow 
you are! (His last teeth,” he explained to the company, “‘are 
going, poor old boy.’’) 

At another time, he said, “‘No shrimps, Nandy?” and on 
his not instantly replying, observed, (‘“‘His hearing is becom- 
ing very defective. He’ll be deaf directly ”). 

At another time, he asked him, ‘Do you walk much, 
Nandy, about the yard within the walls of that place of 
yours?” 

“No, sir; no. I haven’t ary great liking for that.” 

““No, to be sure,” he assented. ‘‘ Very natural.” Then 
he privately informed the circle, (‘‘ Legs going ”’). 

Once, he asked the pensioner, in that general clemency 
which asked him anything to keep him afloat, how old his 
younger grandchild was? 

“ John Edward,” said the pensioner, slowly laying down his 
knife and fork to consider. ‘“‘ How old, sir? Let me think 
now.” 

The Father of the Marshalsea tapped his forehead, 
(‘‘Memory weak.’’) 

“John Edward, sir? Well, I really forget. I couldn’t 
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say, at this minute, sir, whether it’s two and two months, or 
whether it’s two and five months. It’s one or the other.” 

“Don’t distress yourself by worrying your mind about it,” 
he returned, with infinite forbearance. (‘“‘ Faculties evidently 
decaying — old man rusts in the life he leads! ”’) 

The more of these discoveries that he persuaded himself he 
made in the pensioner, the better he appeared to like him; and 
when he got out of his chair after tea, to bid the pensioner 
p good-by, on his intimating that he feared, honoured sir, his 
time was running out, he made himself look as erect and 
strong as possible. 

“We don’t call this a shilling, Nandy, you know,” he said, 
putting one in his hand. “We call it tobacco.” ‘ 

“Honoured sir, I thank you. It shall buy tobacco. My 
thanks and duty to Miss Amy and Miss Fanny. I wish you 
good night, Mr. Clennam.” 

“And mind you don’t forget us, you know, Nandy,” said 
the Father. ‘You must come again, mind, whenever you 
have an afternoon. You must not come out without seeing us, 
or we shall be jealous. Good night, Nandy. Be very careful 
how you descend the stairs, Nandy; they are rather uneven 
and worn.” With that he stood on the landing, watching the 
old man down; and when he came into the room again, said, 
with a solemn satisfaction on him, “A melancholy sight that, 
Mr. Clennam, though one has the consolation of knowing that 
he doesn’t feel it himself. The poor old fellow is a dismal 
wreck. Spirit broken and gone — pulverised — crushed out of 
him, sir, completely!” 

As Clennam had a purpose in remaining, he said what he 
could responsive to these sentiments, and stood at the window 
with their enunciator, while Maggy and her Little Mother 
washed the tea-service and cleared it away. He noticed that 
his companion stood at the window with the air of an affable 
and accessible Sovereign, and that, when any of his people in 
the yard below looked up, his recognition of their salutes just 
stopped short of a blessing. 

When Little Dorrit had her work on the table, and Maggy 
hers on the bedstead, Fanny fell to tying her bonnet as a 
preliminary to her departure. Arthur, still having his pur- 
pose, still remained. At this time the door opened, without 
any notice, and Mr. Tip came in. He kissed Amy as she 
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started up to meet him, nodded to Fanny, nodded to his 
father, gloomed on the visitor without further recognition, and 
sat down. 

“Tip, dear,” said Little Dorrit mildly, shocked by this, 
“don’t you see —” 

“Yes, I see, Amy. If you refer to the presence of any 
visitor you have here—TI say, if you refer to that,” answered 
Tip, jerking his head with emphasis towards his shoulder 
nearest Clennam, “I see!” 

“Ts that all you say?” 

“That ’s all I say. And I suppose,” added the lofty young 
man, after a moment’s pause, ‘“‘the visitor will understand me, 
when I say that’s all I say. In short, I suppose the visitor 
will understand that he hasn’t used me like a gentleman.” 

“T do not understand that,” observed the obnoxious person- 
age referred to, with tranquillity. 

“No? Why, then, to make it clearer to you, sir, I beg 
to let you know, that when I address what I call a properly 
worded appeal, and an urgent appeal, and a delicate appeal, to 
an individual, for a small temporary accommodation, easily 
within his power —easily within his power, mind!—and 
when that individual writes back word to me that he begs to 
be excused, I consider that he doesn’t treat me like a gentle- 
man.” 

The Father of the Marshalsea, who had surveyed his son in 
silence, no sooner heard this sentiment than he began, in an 
angry voice: — 

“How dare you—” But his son stopped him. 

*“Now, don’t ask me how I dare, Father, because that’s 
bosh. As to the fact of the line of conduct I choose to adopt 
towards the individual present, you ought to be proud of my 
showing a proper spirit.” 

“T should think so!” cried Fanny. 

“A proper spirit?” said the Father. ‘‘ Yes, a proper spirit; 
a becoming spirit. Is it come to this, that my son teaches me 
— me — spirit! ” 

“Now, don’t let us bother about it, Father, or have any 
row on the subject. I have fully made up my mind that the 
individual present has not treated me like a gentleman. And 
there ’s an end of it.” 

“But there is not an end of it, sir,’ returned the Father. 
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“But there shall not be an end of it. You have made up your 
mind? You have made up your mind?” 

“Yes, J have. What’s the good of keeping on like that? ” 

“Because,” returned the Father, in a great heat, “you had 
no right to make up your mind to what is monstrous, to what 
is — ha — immoral, to what is —— hum — parricidal. No, Mr. 
Clennam, I beg, sir. Don’t ask me to desist; there is a— 
hum—a general principle involved here, which rises even 
above considerations of —ha— hospitality. I object to the 
assertion made by my son. I—ha—TI personally repel it.” 

““Why, what is it to you, Father?” returned the son, over 
his shoulder. 

“What is it to me, sir? I have a—hum—a spirit, sir, 
that will not endure it. I,” he took out his pocket-handker- 
chief again and dabbed his face. “I am outraged and insulted 
by it. Let me suppose the case that I myself may at a cer- 
tain time —ha—or times, have made a— hum—an appeal, 
and a properly worded appeal, and a delicate appeal, and an 
urgent appeal, to some individual for a small temporary accom- 
modation. Let me suppose that that accommodation could 
have been easily extended, and was not extended, and that 
that individual informed me that he begged to be excused. 
Am I to be told by my own son, that I therefore received 
treatment not due to a gentleman, and that 1— ha—HJI sub- 
mitted to it?” of, ih 

His daughter Amy gently tried to calm him, but he would 
not on any account be calmed. He said his spirit was up, and 
would n’t endure this. 

Was he to be told that, he wished to know again, by his 
own son, on his own hearth, to his own face? Was that 
humiliation to be put upon him by his own blood? 

“You are putting it on yourself, Father, and getting into all 
this injury of your own accord,” said the young gentleman 
morosely. ‘‘What I have made up my mind about has no- 
thing to do with you. What I said had nothing to do with 
you. Why need you go trying on other people’s hats?” 

“T reply it has everything to do with me,” returned the 
Father. “I point out to you, sir, with indignation, that — 
hum — the — ha — delicacy and peculiarity of your father’s 
‘position should strike you dumb, sir, if nothing else should, 
in laying down such—ha—such unnatural principles 
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Besides, if you are not filial, sir, if you discard that duty, are 
you at least —hum—not a Christian? Are you—ha—an 
Atheist? And is it Christian, let me ask you, to stigmatise 
and denounce an individual for begging to be excused this 
time, when the same individual may — ha — respond with the 
required accommodation next time? Is it the part of a Chris- 
tian not to — hum — not to try him again?” He had worked 
himself into quite a religious glow and fervour. 

““T see precious well,” said Mr. Tip, rising, “that I shall get 
no sensible or fair argument here to-night, and so the best 
thing I can do is to cut. Good night, Amy. Don’t be vexed. 
I am very sorry it happens here, and you here, upon my soul 
Iam; but I can’t altogether part with my spirit, even for your 
sake, old girl.” 

With those words he put on his hat and went out, accom- 
panied by Miss Fanny; who did not consider it spirited on her 
part to take leave of Clennam with any less opposing demon- 
stration than a stare, importing that she had always known 
him for one of the large body of conspirators. 

When they were gone, the Father of the Marshalsea was at 
first inclined to sink into despondency again, and would have 
done so, but that a gentleman opportunely came up within a 
minute or two to attend him to the Snuggery. It was the 
gentleman Clennam had seen on the night of his own acciden- 
tal detention there, who had that impalpable grievance about 
the misappropriated Fund on which the Marshal was supposed 
to batten. He presented himself as a deputation to escort the 
Father to the Chair; it being an occasion on which he had 
promised to preside over the assembled Collegians, in the 
enjoyment of a little Harmony. 

“Such, you see, Mr. Clennam,” said the Father, “are the 
incongruities of my position here. But a public duty! No 
man, I am sure, would more readily recognise a public duty 
than yourself.” 

Clennam besought him not to delay a moment. 

““Amy, my dear, if you can persuade Mr. Clennam to stay 
longer, I can leave the honours of our poor apology for an 
establishment, with confidence in your hands, and perhaps you 
may do something towards erasing from Mr. Clennam’s mind 
the — ha— untoward and unpleasant circumstance which has 
occurred since tea-time.” 
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Clennam assured him that it had made no impression on his 
mind, and therefore required no erasure. | 

‘My dear sir,” said the Father, with a removal of his black 
cap and a grasp of Clennam’s hand, combining to express the 
safe receipt of his note and enclosure that afternoon, “‘ Heaven 
ever bless you! ” . 

So, at last, Clennam’s purpose in remaining was attained, 
and he could speak to Little Dorrit with nobody by. Maggy 
counted as nobody, and she was by. 
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CHAPTER XXXII 
MORE FORTUNE-TELLING 


Maaey sat at her work in her great white cap, with its 
quantity of opaque frilling hiding what profile she had (she 
had none to spare), and her serviceable eye brought to bear 
upon her occupation, on the window side of the room. What 
with her flapping cap, and what with her unserviceable eye, 
she was quite partitioned off from her Little Mother, whose 
seat was opposite the window. The tread and shuffle of feet 
on the pavement of the yard had much diminished since the 
taking of the Chair; the tide of Collegians having set strongly 
in the direction of Harmony. Some few who had no music in 
their souls, or no money in their pockets, dawdled about; and 
the old spectacle of the visitor-wife and the depressed unsea- 
soned prisoner still lingered in corners, as broken cobwebs and 
such unsightly discomforts draggle in corners of other places. 
It was the quietest time the College knew, saving the night 
hours when the Collegians took the benefit of the act of sleep. 
The occasional rattle of applause upon the tables of the Snug- 
gery denoted the successful termination of a morsel of Har- 
mony, or the responsive acceptance, by the united children, of 
some toast or sentiment offered to them by their Father. 
Occasionally, a vocal strain more sonorous than the generality 
informed the listener that some boastful bass was in blue water, 
or in the hunting-field, or with the reindeer, or on the moun- 
tain, or among the heather; but the Marshal of the Marshalsea 
knew better, and had got him hard and fast. 

As Arthur Clennam moved to sit down by the side of Little 
Dorrit, she trembled so that she had much ado to hold her 
needle. Clennam gently put his hand upon her work, and 
said, ‘‘ Dear Little Dorrit, let me lay it down.” 

She yielded it to him, and he put it aside. Her hands were 
then nervously clasping together, but he took one of them, 

“How seldom I have seen you lately, Little Dorrit!” 
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“‘T have been busy, sir.” 

“But I heard only to-day,” said Clennam, “by mere acci- 
dent, of your having been with those good people close by me. 
Why not come to me, then?” 

“T—TJ don’t know. Or rather, I thought you might be 
busy too. You generally are now, are you not?” 

He saw her trembling little form and her downcast face, and 
the eyes that drooped the moment they were raised to his— 
he saw them almost with as much concern as tenderness. 

“My child, your manner is so changed!” 

The trembling was now quite beyond her control. Softly 
withdrawing her hand, and laying it in her other hand, she sat 
before him with her head bent and her whole form trembling. 

“My own Little Dorrit,” said Clennam compassionately. 

She burst into tears. Maggy looked round of a sudden, and 
stared for at least a minute; but did not interpose. Clennam 
waited some little while before he spoke again. 

“‘T cannot bear,” he said then, ‘‘to see you weep; but I 
hope this is a relief to an overcharged heart.” 

“Yes it is, sir. Nothing but that.” 

“Well, well! I feared you would think too much of what 
passed here just now. It is of no moment; not the least. I 
am only unfortunate to have come in the way. Let it go by 
with these tears. It is not worth one of them, One of them? 
Such an idle thing should be repeated, with my glad consent, 
fifty times a day, to save you a moment’s heart-ache, Little 
Dorrit.” 

She had taken courage now, and answered, far more in her 
usual manner, “You are so good! But even if there was 
nothing else in it to be sorry for and ashamed of, it is such a 
bad return to you —” 

“Hush!” said Clennam, smiling and touching her lips with 
his hand. “Forgetfulness in you, who remember so many and 
so much, would be new indeed. Shall I remind you that I 
am not, and that I never was, anything but the friend whom 
you agreed to trust? No. You remember it, don’t you?” 

“T try to do so, or I should have broken the promise just 
now, when my mistaken brother was here. You will consider 
his bringing-up in this place, and will not judge him hardly, 
poor fellow, I know!” In raising her eyes with these words, 
she observed his face more nearly than she had done yet, and 
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said, with a quick change of tone, ‘‘You have not been ill, 
Mr. Clennam ? ” 

No,” 

“Nor tried? Nor hurt?” she asked him anxiously. 

It fell to Clennam, now, to be not quite certain how to 
answer. He said in reply: — 

“To speak the truth, I have been a little troubled, but it is 
over. Do I show it so plainly? I ought to have more forti- 
tude and self-command than that. I thought I had. I must 
learn them of you. Who could teach me better! ” 

He never thought that she saw in him what no one else 
could see. He never thought that in the whole world there 
were no other eyes that looked upon him with the same light 
and strength as hers. 

“But it brings me to something that I wish to say,” he 
continued, “‘and therefore I will not quarrel even with my 
own face for telling tales and being unfaithful to me. 
Besides, it is a privilege and pleasure to confide in my Little 
Dorrit. Let me confess, then, that, forgetting how grave I 
was, and how old I was, and how the time for such things had 
gone by me with the many years of sameness and little happi- 
ness that made up my long life far away, without marking it 
—that, forgetting all this, I fancied I loved some one.” 

“Do I know her, sir?” asked Little Dorrit. 

“No, my child.” 

‘Not the lady who has been kind to me for your sake?” 

“Flora. No, no. Did you think —” 

“JT never quite thought so,” said Little Dorrit, more to her- 
self than him. ‘‘I did wonder at it a little.” 

“Well!” said Clennam, abiding by the feeling that had 
fallen on him in the avenue on the night of the roses, the feel- 
ing that he was an older man, who had done with that tender 
part of life, “I found out my mistake, and I thought about it 
a little —in short, a good deal—and got wiser. Being wiser, 
I counted up my years, and considered what I am, and looked 
back, and looked forward, and found that I should soon be 
grey. I found that I had climbed the hill, and passed the 
level ground upon the top, and was descending quickly.” 

If he had known the sharpness of the pain he caused the 
patient heart, in speaking thus! While doing it, too, with 
the purpose of easing and serving her. 
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“JT found that the day when any such thing would have 
been graceful in me, or good in me, or hopeful or happy for 
me, or any one in connection with me, was gone, and would 
never shine again.” 

Oh! If he had known, if he had known! If he could have 
seen the dagger in his hand, and the cruel wounds it struck in 
the faithful bleeding breast of his Little Dorrit! 

“All that is over, and I have turned my face from it. 
Why do I speak of this to Little Dorrit? Why do I show 
you, my child, the space of years that there is between us, and 
recall to you that I have passed, by the amount of your whole 
life, the time that is present to you?” 

‘Because you trust me, I hope. Because you know that 
nothing can touch you, without touching me; that nothing can 
make you happy or unhappy, but it must make me, who am 
so grateful to you, the same.” 

He heard the thrill in her voice, he saw her earnest face, 
he saw her clear true eyes, he saw the quickened bosom that 
would have joyfully thrown itself before him to receive a 
mortal wound directed at his breast, with the dying cry, “I 
love him!” and the remotest suspicion of the truth never 
dawned upon his mind. No. He saw the devoted little 
creature with her worn shoes, in her common dress, in her 
jail-home; a slender child in body, a strong heroine in soul; 
and the light of her domestic story made all else dark to him. 

“For those reasons assuredly, Little Dorrit, but for another 
too. So far removed, so different, and so much older, I am 
the better fitted for your friend and adviser. I mean, I am 
the more easily to be trusted; and any little constraint that 
you might feel with another may vanish before me. Why 
have you kept so retired from me? ‘Tell me.” 

“T am better here. My place and use are here. I am 
much better here,” said Little Dorrit faintly. 

‘“‘So you said that day, upon the bridge. I thought of it 
much afterwards. Have you no secret you could entrust to 
me, with hope and comfort, if you would?” 

“Secret? No, I have no secret,” said Little Dorrit in some 
trouble. 

They had been speaking in low voices; more because it was 
natural to what they said, to adopt that tone, than with any 
care to reserve it from Maggy at her work. All of a sudden 
Maggy stared again, and this time spoke: — 
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“Tsay! Little Mother!” 

Yes, Maggy.” 

“Tf you ain’t got no secret of your own to tell him, tell him 
that about the Princess. She had a secret, you know.” 

“The Princess had a secret?” said Clennam, in some sur- 
prise. ‘‘ What Princess was that, Maggy?” 

“Lor! How you do go and bother a gal of ten,” said 
Maggy, “catching the poor thing up in that way. Whoever 
said the Princess had a secret? J never said so.” 

“T beg your pardon. I thought you did.” 

“No, I didn’t. How could I, when it was her as wanted 
to find it out? It was the little woman as had the secret, and 
she was always a spinning at her wheel. And so she says to 
her, why do you keep it there? And so, the t’other one says 
to her, no I don’t; and so, the t’other one says to her, yes, 
you do; and then they both goes to the cupboard, and there 
it is. And she wouldn’t go into the Hospital, and so she 
died. You know, Little Mother; tell him that. For it 
was a reg’lar good secret, that was!” cried Maggy, hugging 
herself. 

Arthur looked at Little Dorrit for help to comprehend this, 
and was struck by seeing her so timid and red. But when 
she told him that it was only a Fairy Tale she had one day 
made up for Maggy, and that there was nothing in it which 
she would n’t be ashamed to tell again. to anybody else, even 
if she could remember it, he left the subject where it was. 

However, he returned to his own subject, by first entreating 
her to see him oftener, and to remember that it was impossi- 
ble to have a stronger interest in her welfare than he had, or 
to be more set upon promoting it than he was. When she 
answered fervently, she well knew that, she never forgot it, 
he touched upon his second and more delicate point — the 
suspicion he had formed. 

“Little Dorrit,” he said, taking her hand again, and speak- 
ing lower than he had spoken yet, so that even Maggy in the 
small room could not hear him, ‘‘another word. I have 
wanted very much to say this to you; I have tried for oppor- 
tunities. Don’t mind me, who, for the matter of years, might 
be your father or your uncle. Always think of me as quite an 
old man. I know that all your devotion centres in this room, 
and that nothing to the last will ever tempt you away from the 
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duties you discharge here. If I were not sure of it, I should, 
before now, have implored you, and implored your father, te 
let me make some provision for you in a more suitable place. 
But, you may have an interest-—I will not say, now, though 
even that might be— may have, at another time, an interest 
in some one else; an interest not incompatible with your affec- 
tion here.” 

She was very, very pale, and silently shook her head. 

“Tt may be, dear Little Dorrit.” 

“No. No. No.” She shook her head, after each slow 
repetition of the word, with an air of quiet desolation that 
he remembered long afterwards. The time came when he re- 
membered it well, long afterwards, within those prison walls; 
within that very room. 

“But, if it ever should be, tell me so, my dear child. 
Entrust the truth to me, point out the object of such an inter- 
est to me, and I will try with all the zeal, and honour, and 
friendship, and respect that I feel for you, good Little Dorrit 
of my heart, to do you a lasting service.” 

“Oh, thank you, thank you! But, oh, no, oh, no, oh, no!” 
She said this, looking at him with her work-worn hands folded 
together, and in the same resigned accents as before. 

“T press for no confidence.now. I only ask you to repose 
unhesitating trust in me.” 

“Can I do less than that, when you are so good!” 

“Then you will trust me fully? Will have no secret ei 
piness, or anxiety, concealed from me?” 

“‘ Almost none.” 

‘And you have none now?” 

She shook her head. But she was very pale. 

“When I lie down to-night, and my thoughts come back — 
as they will, for they do every night, even when I have not 
seen you—to this sad place, I may believe that there is no 
grief beyond this room, now, and its usual occupants, which 
preys on Little Dorrit’s mind?” 

She seemed to catch at these words — that he remembered, 
too, long afterwards—and said, more brightly, “Yes, Mr. 
Clennam; yes, you may!” 

The crazy staircase, usually not slow to give notice when 
any one was coming up or down, here creaked under a quick 
tread, and a further sound was heard upon it, as if a little 
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steam-engine, with more steam than it knew what to do with, 
were working towards the room. As it approached, which it 
did very rapidly, it laboured with increased energy; and, after 
knocking at the door, it sounded as if it were stooping down 
and snorting in at the keyhole. | 

Before Maggy could open the door, Mr. Pancks, opening it 
from without, stood without a hat and with his bare head in 
the wildest condition, looking at Clennam and Little Dorrit, 
over her shoulder. He had a lighted cigar in his hand, and 
brought with him airs of ale and tobacco smoke. 

“Pancks the gipsy,” he observed, out of breath, ‘‘fortune- 
telling.” 

He stood dingily smiling, and breathing hard at them, with 
a most curious air. As if, instead of being his proprietor’s 
grubber, he were the triumphant proprietor of the Marshalsea, 
the Marshal, all the turnkeys, and all the Collegians. In his 
great self-satisfaction he put his cigar to his lips (being evi- 
dently no smoker), and took such a pull at it, with his right 
eye shut up tight for the purpose, that he underwent a convul- 
sion of shuddering and choking. But even in the midst of 
that paroxysm, he still essayed to repeat his favourite intro- 
duction of himself, ‘‘ Pa-ancks the gi-ipsy, fortune-telling.” 

“T am spending the evening with the rest of ’em,” said 
Pancks. ‘“‘I’ve been singing. I’ve been taking a part in 
white sand and grey sand. J don’t know anything about it. 
Never mind. I’ll take any part in anything. It’s all the 
same, if you ’re loud enough.” 

At first Clennam supposed him to be intoxicated. But he 
soon perceived that though he might be a little the worse (or 
better) for ale, the staple of his excitement was not brewed 
from malt, or distilled from any grain or berry. 

“How d’ ye do, Miss Dorrit?” said Pancks. ‘I thought 
you would n’t mind my running round, and looking in for a 
moment. Mr. Clennam I heard was here, from Mr. Dorrit. 
How are you, sir?” 

Clennam thanked him, and said he was glad to see him so 

ay. ? 
ays Gay!” said Pancks. ‘I’m in wonderful feather, sir. I 
can’t stop a minute, or I shall be missed, and I don’t want 
?em to miss me. — Eh, Miss Dorrit?” 

He seemed to have an insatiate delight in appealing to her, 
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and looking at her; excitedly sticking his hair up at the same 
moment, like a dark species of cockatoo. 

“‘T haven’t been here half an hour. I knew Mr. Dorrit 
was in the chair, and I said, ‘I’ll go and support him!’ [I 
ought to be down in Bleeding Heart Yard by rights; but I can 
worry them to-morrow. — Eh, Miss Dorrit?” 

His little black eyes sparkled electrically. His very hair 
seemed to sparkle, as he roughened it. He was in that highly 
charged state that one might have expected to draw sparks and 
snaps from him by presenting a knuckle to any part of his 
figure. 

‘Capital company here,” said Pancks. — “Eh, Miss Dorrit ? ” 

She was half afraid of him, and irresolute what to say. He 
laughed, with a nod towards Clennam. 

“Don’t mind him, Miss Dorrit. He’s one of us. We 
agreed that you shouldn’t take on to mind me before people, 
but we didn’t mean Mr. Clennam. He’s one of us. He’s 
in it. Ain’t you, Mr. Clennam ?— Eh, Miss Dorrit?” 

The excitement of this strange creature was fast communi- 
cating itself to Clennam. Little Dorrit, with amazement, saw 
this, and observed that they exchanged quick looks. 

“T was making a remark,” said Pancks, “‘but I declare I 
forget what it was. Oh, I know! Capital company here. 
I’ve been treating ’em all round. — Eh, Miss Dorrit?” 

“Very generous of you,” she returned, noticing another of 
the quick looks between the two. 

“Not at all,” said Pancks. “Don’t mention it. I’m 
coming into my property, that’s the fact. I can afford to be 
liberal. I think I’ll give ’em a treat here. Tables laid in 
the yard. Bread in stacks. Pipes in faggots. Tobacco in 
hayloads. Roast beef and plum pudding for every one. Quart 
of double stout a head. Pint of wine too, if they like it, and 
the authorities give permission. — Eh, Miss Dorrit?” 

She was thrown into such a confusion by his manner, or 
rather by Clennam’s growing understanding of his manner (for 
she looked to him after every fresh appeal and cockatoo demon- 
stration on the part of Mr. Pancks), that she only moved her 
lips in answer, without forming any word. 

“And oh, by the bye!” said Pancks. ‘‘ You were to live ta 
know what was behind us on that little hand of yours. And 
so you shall, you shall, my darling. — Eh, Miss Dorrit?” 
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additional black prongs from, that now flew up all over his 
head, like the myriads of points that break out in the large 
change of a great firework, was a wonderful mystery. 

“But I shall be missed ” —he came back to that — “‘and I 
don’t want ’em to miss me. Mr. Clennam, you and I made a 
bargain. I said you should find me stick to it. You shall 
find me stick to it now, sir, if you’ll step out of the room a 
moment. Miss Dorrit, I wish you good night. Miss Dorrit, 
I wish you good fortune.” 

He rapidly shook her by both hands, and puffed down stairs. 
Arthur followed him with such a hurried step, that he had 
very nearly tumbled over him on the last landing, and’rolled 
him down into the yard. 

“What is it, for Heaven’s sake!” Arthur demanded, when 
they burst out there both together. 

“Stop a moment, sir. Mr. Rugg. Let me introduce him.” 

With those words he presented another man without a hat, 
and also with a cigar, and also surrounded with a halo of ale 
and tobacco smoke, which man, though not so excited as him- 
self, was in a state which would have been akin to lunacy but 
for its fading into sober method when compared with the ram- 
pancy of Mr. Pancks. 

“Mr. Clennam, Mr. Rugg,” said Pancks. ‘Stop a moment, 
Come to the pump.” 

They adjourned to the pump. Mr. Pancks, instantly put- 
ting his head under the spout, requested Mr. Rugg to take a 
good strong turn at the handle. Mr. Rugg complying to the 
letter, Mr. Pancks came forth snorting and blowing to some 
purpose, and dried himself on his handkerchief. 

“T am the clearer for that,” he gasped to Clennam, standing 
astonished. ‘But, upon my soul, to hear her father making 
speeches in that chair, knowing what we know, and to see her 
up in that room in that dress, knowing what we know, is 
enough to—give me a back, Mr. Rugg —a little higher, sir, 
— that ’ll do!” 

Then and there, on that Marshalsea pavement, in the shades 
of evening, did Mr. Pancks, of all mankind, fly over the head 
and shoulders of Mr. Rugg of Pentonville, General Agent, 
Accountant, and Recoverer of Debts. Alighting on his feet, 
he took Clennam by the button-hole, led him behind the 
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pump, and pantingly produced from his pocket a bundle of 
papers. 

Mr. Rugg, also, pantingly produced from his pocket a bundle 
of papers. 

“Stay!” said Clennam in a whisper. ‘“ You have made a 
discovery.” _ 

Mr. Pancks answered, with an unction which there is no 
language to convey, ‘‘ We rather think so.” 

‘Does it implicate any one?” 

‘How implicate, sir?” 

“In any suppression, or wrong dealing of any kind?” 

“Not a bit of it.” 

“Thank God!” said Clennam to himself. “Now show 
me, ”’ 

“You are to understand,” snorted Pancks, feverishly un- 
folding papers, and speaking in short high-pressure blasts of 
sentences — “‘ Where ’s the Pedigree? Where ’s Schedule num- 
ber four, Mr. Rugg? Oh! all right! THere we are. — You 
are to understand that we are this very day virtually complete. 
We shan’t be legally for a day or two. Call it at the outside 
a week. We’ve been at it, night and day, for I don’t know 
how long. Mr. Rugg, you know how long? Never mind. 
Don’t say. You’ll only confuse me. You shall tell her, Mr. 
Clennam. Not till.we give you leave. Where’s that rough 
total, Mr. Rugg? Oh! Here we are! There, sir! That’s 
what you’ll have to break to her. That man’s your Father 
of the Marshalsea!” 
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CHAPTER XXXTII 
MRS. MERDLE’S COMPLAINT 


Resrtentne herself to inevitable fate, by making the best of 
those people the Miggleses, and submitting her philosophy to 
the draught upon it of which she had foreseen the likelihood 
in her interview with Arthur, Mrs. Gowan handsomely resolved 
not to oppose her son’s marriage. In her progress to, and 
happy arrival at, this resolution, she was possibly influenced, 
not only by her maternal affections, but by three politic con- 
siderations, . 

Of these, the first may have been, that her son had never 
signified the smallest intention to ask her consent, or any mis- 
trust of his ability to dispense with it; the second, that the 
pension bestowed upon her by a grateful country (and a Bar- 
nacle) would be freed from any little filial inroads when her 
Henry should be married to the darling only child of a man in 
very easy circumstances; the third, that Henry’s debts must 
clearly be paid down upon the altar-railing by his father-in- 
law. When, to these threefold points of prudence, there is 
added the fact that Mrs. Gowan yielded her consent the mo- 
ment she knew of Mr. Meagles having yielded his, and that 
Mr. Meagles’s objection to the marriage had been the sole 
obstacle in its way all along, it becomes the height of proba- 
bility that the relict of the deceased Commissioner of nothing 
particular turned these ideas in her sagacious mind. 

Among her connections and acquaintances, however, she 
maintained her individual dignity, and the dignity of the blood 
of the Barnacles, by diligently nursing the pretence that it was 
a most unfortunate business; that she was sadly cut up by 
it; that this was a perfect fascination, under which Henry 
laboured; that she had opposed it for a long time, but what 
could a mother do; and the like. She had already called 
Arthur Clennam to bear witness to this fable, as a friend of 
the Meagles family; and she followed up the move by now 
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- impounding the family itself for the same purpose. In the 
first interview she accorded to Mr. Meagles, she slided herself 
into the position of disconsolately but gracefully yielding to 
irresistible pressure. With the utmost politeness and good- 
breeding, she feigned that it was she—not he—who had 
made the difficulty, and who at length gave way; and that the 
sacrifice was hers—not his. The same feint, with the same 
polite dexterity, she foisted on Mrs. Meagles, as a conjuror 
might have forced a card on that innocent lady; and, when her 
future daughter-in-law was presented to her by her son, she 
said, on embracing her, ‘‘My dear, what have you done to 
Henry that has bewitched him so!” at the same time allowing 
a few tears to carry before them, in little pills, the cosmetic 
powder on her nose; as a delicate but touching signal that she 
suffered much inwardly, for the show of composure with which 
she bore her misfortune. 

Among the friends of Mrs. Gowan (who piqued herself at 
once on being Society, and on maintaining intimate and easy 
relations with that Power), Mrs. Merdle occupied a front row. 
True, the Hampton Court Bohemians, without exception, 
turned up their noses at Merdle as an upstart; but they turned 
them down again, by falling flat on their faces to worship his 
wealth. In which compensating adjustment of their noses, 
they were pretty much like Treasury, Bar, and Bishop, and all 
the rest of them. 

To Mrs. Merdle, Mrs. Gowan repaired on a visit of self- 
condolence, after having given the gracious consent aforesaid. 
She drove into town for the purpose, in a one-horse carriage, 
irreverently called, at that period of English history, a pill-box. 
It belonged to a job-master in a small way, who drove it him- 
self, and who jobbed it by the day, or hour, to most of the old 
ladies in Hampton Court Palace; but it was a point of cere- 
mony, in that encampment, that the whole equipage should be 
tacitly regarded as the private property of the jobber for the 
time being, and that the job-master should betray personal 
knowledge of nobody but the jobber in possession. So the 
Circumlocution Barnacles, who were the largest job-masters in 
the universe, always pretended to know of no other job but the 
job immediately in hand. 

Mrs. Merdle was at home, and was in her nest of crimson 
and gold, with the parrot on a neighbouring stem watching her 
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with his head on one side, as if he took her for another splen- 
did parrot of a larger species. To whom entered Mrs. Gowan, 
with her favourite green fan, which softened the light on the 
spots of bloom. 

“My dear soul,” said Mrs. Gowan, prnprae the back of her 
friend’s hand with this fan, after a little indifferent conversa- 
tion, ‘‘you are my only eotntont: That affair of Henry’s that 
I told you of, is to take place. Now, how does it strike you? 
I am dying to know, because you represent and express Society 
so well.” 

Mrs. Merdle reviewed the bosom which Society was accus- 
tomed to review; and having ascertained that show-window of 
Mr. Merdle’s and the London jewellers to be in good order, 
replied : — 

‘““As to marriage on the part of a man, my dear, Society 
requires that he should retrieve his fortunes by marriage. 
Society requires that he should gain by marriage. Society 
requires that he should found a handsome establishment by 
marriage. Society does not see, otherwise, what he has to do 
with marriage. Bird, be quiet!” 

For the parrot on his cage above them, presiding over the 
conference as if he were a Judge (and indeed he looked rather 
like one), had wound up the exposition with a shriek. 

““Cases there are,” said Mrs. Merdle, delicately crooking the 
little finger of her favourite hand, and making her remarks 
neater by that neat action; “‘cases there are where a man is 
not young or elegant, and is rich, and has a handsome estab- 
lishment already. Those are of a different kind. In such 
cases — ” 

Mrs. Merdle shrugged her snowy shoulders and put her hand 
upon the jewel-stand, checking a little cough, as though to 
add, ‘‘why, a man looks out for this sort of thing, my dear.” 
Then the parrot shrieked again, and she put up her glass to 
look at him, and said, “‘ Bird! Do be quiet!” 

“But, young men,” resumed Mrs. Merdle, “and by young 
men you know what I mean, my love —I mean people’s sons 
who have the world before them — they must place themselves 
in a better position towards Society by marriage, or Society 
really will not have any patience with their making fools of them- 
selves. Dreadfully worldly all this sounds,” said Mrs. Merdle, 
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leaning back in her nest and putting up her glass again, “does 
it not?” 

“But it is true,” said Mrs. Gowan, with a highly moral air. 

“My dear, it is not to be disputed for a moment,” returned 
Mrs. Merdle; ‘because Society has made up its mind on the 
subject, and there is nothing more to be said. If we were in 
a more primitive state, if we lived under roofs of leaves, and 
kept cows and sheep and creatures, instead of banker’s accounts 
(which would be delicious; my dear, I am pastoral to a degree, 
by nature), well and good. But we don’t live under leaves, 
and keep cows and sheep and creatures. I perfectly exhaust 
myself sometimes, in pointing out the distinction to Edmund 
Sparkler.” 

Mrs. Gowan, looking over her green fan when this young 
gentleman’s name was mentioned, replied as follows: — 

““My love, you know the wretched state of the country — 


those unfortunate concessions of John Barnacle’s!—and you 
therefore know the reasons for my being as poor as Thing- 
ummy.” 


“A Church mouse?” Mrs. Merdle suggested with a smile. 

“‘T was thinking of the other proverbial Church person — 
Job,” said Mrs. Gowan. ‘Either will do. It would be idle 
to disguise, consequently, that there is a wide difference 
between the position of your son and mine. I may add, too, 
that Henry has talent —” 

“Which Edmund certainly has not,” said Mrs. Merdle, with 
the greatest suavity. 

— “and that his talent, combined with disappointment,” 
Mrs. Gowan went on, “has led him into a pursuit which — 
ah, dear me! You know, my dear. Such being Henry’s 
different position, the question is what is the most inferior 
class of marriage to which I can reconcile myself.” 

Mrs. Merdle was so much engaged with the contemplation of 
her arms (beautifully formed arms, and the very thing for brace- 
lets), that she omitted to reply for a while. Roused at length 
by the silence, she folded the arms, and with admirable pres- 
ence of mind looked her friend full in the face, and said inter- 
rogatively, “‘Ye-es? And then?” 

‘And then, my dear,” said Mrs. Gowan not quite so sweetly 
as before, “‘I should be glad to hear what you have to say to it.” 

Here the parrot, who had been standing on one leg since he 
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screamed last, burst into a fit of laughter, bobbed himself 
derisively up and down on both legs, and finished by standing 
on one leg again, and pausing for a reply, with his head as 
much awry as he could possibly twist it. 

“Sounds mercenary, to ask what the gentleman is to get 
with the lady,” said Mrs. Merdle; “but Society zs perhaps a 
little mercenary you know, my dear.” 

“From what I can make out,” said Mrs. Gowan, “I believe 
I may say that Henry will be relieved from debt —” 

“Much in debt?” asked Mrs. Merdle through her eye-glass, 

“Why, tolerably, I should think,” said Mrs. Gowan. 

“Meaning the usual thing; I understand —just so,” Mrs, 
Merdle observed in a comfortable sort of way. 

“And that the father will make them an allowance of three 
hundred a year, or perhaps altogether something more. 
Which, in Italy —” 

“Oh! Going to Italy?” said Mrs. Merdle. 

“For Henry to study. You need be at no loss to guess 
why, my dear. That dreadful Art —” 

True. Mrs. Merdle hastened to spare the feelings of her 
afflicted friend. She understood. Say no more! 

“And that,” said Mrs. Gowan, shaking her despondent 
head, ‘“‘that’s all. That,” repeated Mrs. Gowan, furling her 
green fan for the moment and tapping her chin with it (it was 
on the way to being a double chin; might be called a chin and 
a half at present), ‘“‘that’s all! On the death of the old 
people, I suppose there will be more to come; but how it may 
be restricted or locked up, I don’t know. And as to that, 
they may live for ever. My dear, they are just the kind of 
people to do it.” 

Now, Mrs. Merdle, who really knew her friend Society 
pretty well, and who knew what Society’s mothers were, and 
what Society’s daughters were, and what Society’s matrimonial 
market was, and how prices ruled in it, and what scheming 
and counter-scheming took place for the high buyers, and what 
bargaining and huckstering went on, thought in the depths of 
her capacious bosom that this was a sufficiently good catch. 
Knowing, however, what was expected of her, and perceiving 
the exact nature of the fiction to be nursed, she took it deli- 
eately in her arms, and put her required contribution of gloss 
upon it. 
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“And that is all, my dear?” said she, heaving a friendly 
sigh. ‘Well, well! The fault is not yours. You have 
nothing to reproach yourself with. You must exercise the 
strength of mind for which you are renowned, and make the 
best of it.” 

“The girl’s family have made,” said Mrs. Gowan, “of 
course, the most strenuous endeavours to—as the lawyers say 
— to have and’to hold Henry.” 

“Of course they have, my dear,” said Mrs. Merdle. 

“‘T have persisted in every possible objection, and have wor- 
ried myself morning, noon, and night, for means to detach 
Henry from the connection.” 

“No doubt you have, my dear,” said Mrs. Merdle. 

“And all of no use. All has broken down beneath me. 
Now tell me, my love. Am I justified in at last yielding my 
most reluctant consent to Henry’s marrying among people not 
in Society; or, have I acted with inexcusable weakness?” 

In answer to this direct appeal, Mrs. Merdle assured Mrs. 
Gowan (speaking as a Priestess of Society) that she was highly 
to be commended, that she was much to be sympathised with, 
that she had taken the highest of parts, and had come out of 
the furnace refined. And Mrs. Gowan, who of course saw 
through her own threadbare blind perfectly, and who knew 
that Mrs. Merdle saw through it perfectly, and who knew that 
Society would see through it perfectly, came out of this form, 
notwithstanding, as she had gone into it, with immense com- 
placency and gravity. 

The conference was held at four or five o’clock in the after- 
noon, when all the region of Harley Street, Cavendish Square, 
was resonant of carriage-wheels and double-knocks. It had 
reached this point when Mr. Merdle came home, from his daily 
occupation of causing the British name to be more and more 
respected in all parts of the civilised globe, capable of the 
appreciation of world-wide commercial enterprise and gigantic 
combinations of skill and capital. For, though nobody knew 
with the least precision what Mr. Merdle’s business was, except 
that it was to coin money, these were the terms in which every- 
body defined it on all ceremonious occasions, and which it was 
the last new polite reading of the parable of the camel and the 
needle’s eye to accept without inquiry. 

For a gentleman who had this splendid work cut out fot 
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him, Mr. Merdle looked a little common, and rather as if, in 
the course of his vast transactions, he had accidentally made an 
interchange of heads with some inferior spirit. He presented 
himself before the two ladies, in the course of a dismal stroll 
through his mansion, which had no apparent object but escape 
from the presence of the chief butler. 

“Tt beg your pardon,” he said, stopping short in confusion. 
“T didn’t know there was anybody here but the parrot.” 

However, as Mrs. Merdle said, ‘‘ You can come in!” and as 
Mrs. Gowan said she was just going, and had already risen to 
take her leave, he came in, and stood looking out ata distant 
window, with his hands crossed under his uneasy coat-cuffs, 
clasping his wrists as if he were taking himself into custody. 
In this attitude he fell directly into a reverie, from which he 
was only aroused by his wife’s calling to him from her ottoman, 
when they had been for some quarter of an hour alone. 

“Eh? Yes?” said Mr. Merdle, turning towards her. 
“What is it?” | 

“What is it?” repeated Mrs. Merdle. ‘It is, I suppose, 
that you have not heard a word of my complaint.” 

“Your complaint, Mrs. Merdle?” said Mr. Merdle. ‘“TI 
did n’t know that you were suffering from a complaint. What 
complaint?” 

“A complaint of you,” said Mrs. Merdle. 

“Oh! A complaint of me,” said Mr. Merdle. ‘‘ What is 
the — what have I— what may you have to complain of in me, 
Mrs. Merdle?” 

In his withdrawing, abstracted, pondering way, it took him 
some time to shape this question. As a kind of faint attempt 
to convince himself that he was the master of the house, he 
concluded by presenting his forefinger to the parrot, who ex- 
pressed his opinion on that subject by instantly driving his bill 
into it. 

“You were saying, Mrs. Merdle,” said Mr. Merdle, with his 
wounded finger in his mouth, “that you had a complaint against 
me?” 

“A complaint which I could scarcely show the justice of 
more emphatically, than by having to repeat it,” said Mrs, 
Merdle. “I might as well have stated it to the wall. I had 
far better have stated it to the bird. He would at least have 
screamed, ” 
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“You don’t want me to scream, Mrs. Merdle, I suppose,” 
said Mr. Merdle, taking a chair. 

“Indeed I don’t know,” retorted Mrs. Merdle, “but that 
you had better do that, than be so moody and distraught. One 
would at least know that you were sensible of what was going 
on around you.” 

““A man might scream, and yet not be that, Mrs. Merdle,” 
said Mr. Merdle heavily. 

““And might be dogged, as you are at present, without 
screaming,” returned Mrs. Merdle. ‘‘That’s very true. If 
you wish to know the complaint I make against you, it is, in 
so many plain words, that you really ought not to go into 
Society, unless you can accommodate yourself to Society.” 

Mr. Merdle, so twisting his hands into what hair he had 
upon his head that he seemed to lft himself up by it as he 
started out of his chair, cried : — 

“Why, in the name of all the infernal powers, Mrs. Merdle, 
who does more for Society than I do? Do you see these prem- 
ises, Mrs. Merdle? Do you see this furniture, Mrs. Merdle? 
Do you look in the glass and see yourself, Mrs. Merdle? Do 
you know the cost of all this, and who it’s all provided for? 
And yet will you tell me that I oughtn’t to go into Society? 
I, who shower money upon it in this way? I, who might be 
almost said to —to — to harness myself to a watering-cart full of 
money, and go about, saturating Society, every day of my life?” 

““Pray don’t be violent, Mr. Merdle,” said Mrs. Merdle. 

“Violent?” said Mr. Merdle. ‘‘You are enough to make 
me desperate. You don’t know half of what I do to accommo- 
date Society. You don’t know anything of the sacrifices I 
make for it.” 

“‘T know,” returned Mrs. Merdle, “that you receive the best 
in the land. I know that you move in the whole Society of 
the country. And I believe I know (indeed, not to make any 
ridiculous pretence about it, I know I know) who sustains you 
in it, Mr. Merdle.” 

“Mrs. Merdle,” retorted that gentleman, wiping his dull red 
and yellow face, “I know that, as well as you do. If you 
were not an ornament to Society, and if I was not a benefactor 
to Society, you and I would never have come together. When 
J say a benefactor to it, I mean a person who provides it with 
all sorts of expensive things to eat and drink and look at 
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But, to tell me that I am not fit for it after all I have done for 
it — after all I have done for it,” repeated Mr. Merdle, with a 
wild emphasis that made his wife lift up her eyelids, ‘after all 
—all!—to tell me I have no right to mix with it after all, is 
a pretty reward.” 

“I say,” answered Mrs. Merdle composedly, ‘“‘that you ought 
to make yourself fit for it by being more dégagé, and less pre- 
occupied. There is a positive vulgarity in carrying your busi- 
ness affairs about with you as you do.” 

““How do I carry them about, Mrs. Merdle?” asked Mr. 
‘Merdle. 

“How do you carry them about?” said Mrs. Merdle. 
‘Look at yourself in the glass,” 

Mr. Merdle involuntarily turned his eyes in the direction of 
the nearest mirror, and asked, with a slow determination of his 
turbid blood to his temples, whether a man was to be called to 
account for his digestion ? 

“You have a physician,” said Mrs. Merdle. 

“He does me no good,” said Mr. Merdle. 

Mrs. Merdle changed her ground. 

“ Besides,”’ said she, “your digestion is nonsense. I don’t 
speak of your digestion. I speak of your manner.” 

“Mrs. Merdle,” returned her husband, “I look to you for 
that. You supply manner, and I supply money.” 

“JT don’t expect you,” said Mrs. Merdle, reposing easily 
among her cushions, ‘‘to captivate people. I don’t want you 
to take any trouble upon yourself, or to try to be fascinating. 
I simply request you to care about nothing—or to seem to 
care about nothing — as everybody else does.” 

“Do I ever say I care about anything?” asked Mr. Merdle. 

“Say? No! Nobody would attend to you if you did. 
But you show it.” 

“Show what? What do I show?” demanded Mr. Merdle 
hurriedly. 

“T have already told you. You show that you carry your 
business cares and projects about, instead of leaving them in 
the City, or wherever else they belong to,” said Mrs. Merdle. 
*‘Or seeming to. Seeming would be quite enough; I ask no 
more. Whereas you couldn’t be more occupied with your 
day’s calculations and combinations than you habitually show 
yourself to be, if you were a carpenter.” 
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“A carpenter!” repeated Mr. Merdle, checking something 
like a groan. ‘I shouldn’t so much mind being a carpenter, 
Mrs. Merdle.” 

“And my complaint is,” pursued the lady, disregarding the 
low remark, “that it is not the tone of Society, and that you 
ought to correct it, Mr. Merdle. If you have any doubt of 
my judgment, ask even Edmund Sparkler.” The door of the 
room had opened, and Mrs. Merdle now surveyed the head of 
her son through her glass. ‘‘Edmund; we want you here.” 

Mr. Sparkler, who had merely put in his head and looked 
round the room without entering (as if he were searching the 
house for that young lady with no nonsense about her), upon 
this followed up his head with his body, and stood before them. 
To whom, in a few easy words adapted to his capacity, Mrs. 
Merdle stated the question at issue. 

The young gentleman, after anxiously feeling his shirt-collar 
as if it were his pulse and he were hypochondriacal, observed, 
“That he had heard it noticed by fellers.” 

“Edmund Sparkler has heard it noticed,” said Mrs. Merdle, 
with languid triumph. “Why, no doubt everybody has heard 
it noticed!” Which in truth was no unreasonable inference; 
seeing that Mr. Sparkler would probably be the last person, in 
any assemblage of the human species, to receive an impression 
from anything that passed in his presence. 

‘And Edmund Sparkler will tell you, I dare say,” said 
Mrs. Merdle, waving her favourite hand towards her husband, 
“how he has heard it noticed.” 

“T couldn’t,” said Mr. Sparkler, after feeling his pulse as 
before, “‘couldn’t undertake to say what led to it— ’cause 
memory desperate loose. But being in company with the 
brother of a doosed fine gal— well educated too— with no 
biggodd nonsense about her — at the period alluded to —” 

“There! Never mind the sister,” remarked Mrs. Merdle, 
a little impatiently. ‘‘ What did the brother say?” 

“Didn’t say a word, ma’am,” answered Mr. Sparkler. 
“As silent a feller as myself. Equally hard up for a re- 
mark,” 

‘Somebody said something,” returned Mrs. Merdle. ‘Never 
mind who it was.” 

(‘Assure you I don’t in the least,” said Mr. Sparkler.) 

* But tell us what it was.” 
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Mr. Sparkler referred to his pulse again, and put himself 
through some severe mental discipline before he replied: — 

“Fellers referring to my Governor — expression not my own 
— occasionally compliment my Governor in a very handsome 
way on being immensely rich and knowing — perfect phenome- 
non of Buyer and Banker and that— but say the Shop sits 
heavily on him. Say he carries the Shop about, on his back 
rather — like Jew clothesman with too much business,” 

“Which,” said Mrs. Merdle rising, with her floating drapery 
about her, “is exactly my complaint. Edmund, give me your 
arm up stairs.” 

Mr. Merdle, left alone to meditate on a better conformation 
of himself to Society, looked out of nine windows in succes- 
sion, and appeared to see nine wastes of space. When he had 
thus entertained himself, he went down stairs, and looked 
intently at all the carpets on the ground floor; and then came 
up stairs again, and looked intently at all the carpets on the 
first floor; as if they were gloomy depths, in unison with his 
oppressed soul. Through all the rooms he wandered, as he 
always did, like the last person on earth who had any business 
to approach them. Let Mrs. Merdle announce, with all her 
might, that she was at Home ever so many nights in a season, 
she could not announce more widely and unmistakably than 
Mr. Merdle did that he was never at home. 

At last he met the chief butler, the sight of which splendid 
retainer always finished him. LExtinguished by this great 
creature, he sneaked to his dressing-room, and there remained 
shut up until he rode out to dinner, with Mrs. Merdle, in her 
own handsome chariot. At dinner, he was envied and flat- 
tered as a being of might, was Treasuried, Barred, and Bish- 
oped, as much as he would; and an hour after midnight came 
home alone, and being instantly put out again in his own hall, 
like a rushlight, by the chief butler, went sighing to bed. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 
A SHOAL OF BARNACLES 


Mr. Henry Gowan and the dog were established frequen- 
ters of the cottage, and the day was fixed for the wedding. 
There was to be a convocation of Barnacles on the occasion; 
in order that that very high and very large family might shed 
as much lustre on the marriage, as so dim an event was capable 
of receiving. 

To have got the whole Barnacle family together, would have 
been impossible for two reasons. Firstly, because no building 
could have held all the members and connections of that illus- 
trious house. Secondly, because wherever there was a square 
yard of ground in British occupation, under the sun or moon, 
with a public post upon it, sticking to that post was a Barna- 
cle. No intrepid navigator could plant a flag-staff upon any 
spot of earth, and take possession of it in the British name, 
but to that spot of earth, so soon as the discovery was known, 
the Circumlocution Office sent out a Barnacle and a despatch- 
box. Thus the Barnacles were all over the world, in every 
direction — despatch-boxing the compass. 

But, while the so-potent art of Prospero himself would have 
failed in summoning the Barnacles from every speck of ocean 
and dry land on which there was nothing (except mischief) to 
be done, and anything to be pocketed, it was perfectly feasi- 
ble to assemble a good many Barnacles. This Mrs. Gowan 
applied herself to do; calling on Mr. Meagles frequently, with 
new additions to the list, and holding conferences with that 
gentleman when he was not engaged (as he generally was at 
this period) in examining and paying the debts of his future 
son-in-law, in the apartment of the scales and scoop. 

One marriage guest there was, in reference to whose presence 
Mr. Meagles felt a nearer interest and concern than in the 
attendance of the most elevated Barnacle expected; though he 
was far from insensible of the honour of having such company. 
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_This guest was Clennam. But Clennam had made a promise 
he held sacred, among the trees that summer night, and, in the 
chivalry of his heart, regarded it as binding him to many im- 
plied obligations. In forgetfulness of himself, and delicate ser- 
vice to her on all occasions, he was never to fail; to begin it, he 
answered Mr. Meagles cheerfully, “‘I shall come, of course.” 

His partner, Daniel Doyce, was something of a stumbling- 
block in Mr. Meagles’s way, the worthy gentleman being not 
at all clear in his own anxious mind but that the mingling 
of Daniel with official Barnacleism might produce some explo- 
sive combination, even at a marriage breakfast. The national 
offender, however, lightened him of his uneasiness by coming 
down to Twickenham to represent that he begged, with the 
freedom of an old friend, and as a favour to one, that he might 
not be invited. ‘‘For,” said he, ‘‘as my business with this 
set of gentlemen was to do a public duty and a public service, 
and as their business with me was to prevent it by wearing my 
soul out, I think we had better not eat and drink together 
with a show of being of one mind.” Mr. Meagles was much 
amused by his friend’s oddity; and patronised him with a 
more protecting air of allowance than usual, when he rejoined: 
“Well, well, Dan, you shall have your own crotchety way.” 

To Mr. Henry Gowan, as the time approached, Clennam 
tried to convey by all quiet and unpretending means, that he 
was frankly and disinterestedly desirous of tendering him any 
friendship he would accept. Mr. Gowan treated him in return 
with his usual ease, and with his usual show of confidence, 
which was no confidence at all. 

“You see, Clennam,” he happened to remark in the course 
of conversation one day, when they were walking near the 
cottage within a week of the marriage, “I am a disappointed 

man. That, you know already.” 

‘ “Upon my word,” said Clennam, a little embarrassed, “TI 
scarcely know how.” 

“Why,” returned Gowan. “I belong to a clan, or a clique, 
or a family, or a connection, or whatever you like to call it, 
that might have provided for me in any one of fifty ways, and 
that took it into its head not to do it at all. So here I am, a 
poor devil of an artist.” 

Clennam was beginning, ‘‘ But on the other hand —” when 
Gowan took him up. 
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“Yes, yes, I know. I have the good fortune of being 
beloved by a beautiful and charming girl whom I love with all 
my heart.” 

(“Is there much of it?” Clennam thought. And as he 
thought it, felt ashamed of himself.) 

“And of finding a father-in-law who is a capital fellow and 
a liberal, good old boy. Still, I had other prospects washed and 
combed into my childish head when it was washed and combed 
for me, and I took them to a public school when I washed and 
combed it for myself, and I am here without them, and thus 
I am a disappointed man.” 

Clennam thought (and as he thought it, again felt ashamed 
of himself), was this notion of being disappointed in life an 
assertion of station which the bridegroom brought into the 
family as his property, having already carried it detrimentally 
into his pursuit? And was it a hopeful or a promising thing 
_ anywhere ? 

‘Not bitterly disappointed, I think,” he said aloud. 

“Hang it, no; not bitterly,” laughed Gowan. ‘“ My people 
are not worth that— though they are charming fellows, and I 
have the greatest affection for them. JBesides, it’s pleasant 
to show them that I can do without them, and that they may 
all go to the Devil. And besides again, most men are disap- 
pointed in life, somehow or other, and influenced by their dis- 
appointment. But it’s a dear good world, and I love it!” 

“It lies fair before you now,” said Arthur. 

‘Fair as this summer river,” cried the other, with enthu- 
siasm, “‘and by Jove I glow with admiration of it, and with 
ardour to run arace init. It’s the best of old worlds! And 
my calling! ‘The best of old callings, isn’t it?” 

‘Full of interest and ambition, I conceive,” said Clennam. 

“And imposition,” added Gowan laughing; “we won’t 
leave out the imposition. I hope I may not break down in 
that; but there, my being a disappointed man may show itself. 
I may not be able to face it out gravely enough. Between 
you and me, I think there is some danger of my being just 
enough soured not to be able tc do that.” 

“To do what?” asked Clennam. 

“To keep it up. To help myself in my turn, as the man 
before me helps himself in his, and pass the bottle of smoke. 
To keep up the pretence as to labour, and study, and patience, 
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and being devoted to my art, and giving up many solitary days 
to it, and abandoning many pleasures for it, and living in it, 
and all the rest of it—in short to pass the bottle of smoke, 
according to rule.” 

“But it is well for a man to respect his own vocation, what- 
ever it is; and to think himself bound to uphold it, and to 
claim for it the respect it deserves; is it not?” Arthur rea- 
soned. “And your vocation, Gowan, may really demand this 
suit and service. I confess I should have thought that all Art 
did.” 

“What a good fellow you are, Clennam!” exclaimed the 
other, stopping to look at him, as if with irrepressible admira- 
tion. ‘‘ What a capital fellow! You have never been disap- 
pointed. That ’s easy to see.” 

. It would have been so cruel if he had meant it, that Clen- 
nam firmly resolved to believe he did not mean it. Gowan, 
without pausing, laid his hand upon his shoulder, and laugh- 
ingly and lightly went on: — 

“Clennam, I don’t like to dispel your generous visions, and 
I would give any money (if I had any) to live in such a rose- 
coloured mist. But what I do in my trade, I do to sell. 
What all we fellows do, we do tosell. If we didn’t want to 
sell it, for the most we can get for it, we shouldn’t do it. 
Being work, it has to be done; but it’s easily enough done. 
All the rest is hocus-pocus. Now here’s one of the advan- 
tages or disadvantages, of knowing a disappointed man. You 
hear the truth.” 

Whatever he had heard, and whether it deserved that name 
or another, it sank into Clennam’s mind, It so took root 
there, that he began to fear Henry Gowan would always be a 
trouble to him, and that so far he had gained little or nothing 
from the dismissal of Nobody, with all his inconsistencies, 
anxieties, and contradictions. He found a contest still always 
going on in his breast, between his promise to keep Gowan in 
none but good aspects before the mind of Mr. Meagles, and his 
enforced observation of Gowan in aspects that had no good in 
them. Nor could he quite support his own conscientious 
nature against misgivings that he distorted and discoloured 
him, by reminding himself that he never sought those discov- 
eries, and that he would have avoided them with willingness 
and great relief. For he never could forget what had been; 
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and he knew that he had once disliked Gowan, for no better 
reason than that he had come in his way. 

Harassed by these thoughts, he now hegan to wish the 
marriage over, Gowan and his young wife gone, and himself 
left to fulfil his promise, and discharge the generous function 
he had accepted. This last week was, in truth, an uneasy 
interval for the whole house. Before Pet, or before Gowan, 
Mr. Meagles was radiant; but Clennam had more than once 
found him alone, with his view of the scales and scoop much 
blurred, and had often seen him look after the lovers, in the 
garden or elsewhere when he was not seen by them, with the 
old clouded face on which Gowan had fallen like a shadow. 
In the arrangement of the house for the great occasion, many 
little reminders of the old travels of the father and mother and 
daughter had to be disturbed, and passed from hand to hand; 
and sometimes, in the midst of these mute witnesses to the life 
they had had together, even Pet herself would yield to lament- 
ing and weeping. Mrs. Meagles, the blithest and busiest of 
mothers, went about singing and cheering everybody; but she, 
honest soul, had her flights into store-rooms, where she would 
cry until her eyes were red, and would then come out, attribu- 
ting that appearance to pickled onions and pepper, and singing 
clearer than ever. Mrs. Tickit, finding no balsam for a 
wounded mind in Buchan’s Domestic Medicine, suffered greatly 
from low spirits, and from moving recollections of Minnie’s 
infancy. When the latter were powerful with her, she usually 
sent up secret messages importing that she was not in parlour 
condition as to her attire, and that she solicited a sight of “‘her 
child” in the kitchen; there, she would bless her child’s face, 
and bless her child’s heart, and hug her child, in a medley 
of tears and congratulations, chopping-boards, rolling-pins, and 
pie-crust, with the tenderness of an attached old servant, which 
is a very pretty tenderness indeed. 

But, all days come that are to be; and the marriage day was 
to be, and it came; and with it came all the Barnacles who 
were bidden to the feast. 

There was Mr. Tite Barnacle, from the Circumlocution Office 
and Mews Street, Grosvenor Square, with the expensive Mrs. 
Tite Barnacle née Stiltstalking, who made the Quarter Days so 
long in coming, and the three expensive Miss Tite Barnacles, 
double-loaded with accomplishments and ready to go off, and 
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‘yet not going off with the sharpness of flash and bang that 
might have been expected, but rather hanging fire. There was 
Barnacle Junior, also from the Circumlocution Office, leaving 
the Tonnage of the country, which he was somehow supposed 
to take under his protection, to look after itself, and sooth to 
say, not at all impairing the efficiency of his protection by 
leaving it alone. There was the engaging Young Barnacle, 
deriving from the sprightly side of the family, also from the 
Circumlocution Office, gaily and agreeably helping the occasion 
along, and treating it, in his sparkling way, as one of the 
official forms and fees of the Church Department of How not 
to do it. There were three other Young Barnacles, from three 
other offices, insipid to all the senses, and terribly in want of 
seasoning, doing the marriage as they would have ‘‘done” the 
Nile, Old Rome, the new singer, or Jerusalem. 

But there was greater game than this. There was Lord 
Decimus Tite Barnacle himself, in the odour of Circumlocution 
—with the very smell of Despatch-Boxes upon him. Yes, 
there was Lord Decimus Tite Barnacle, who had risen to 
official heights on the wings of one indignant idea, and that 
was, My Lords, that I am yet to be told that it behoves a 
Minister of this free country to set bounds to the philanthropy, 
to cramp the charity, to fetter the public spirit, to contract the 
enterprise, to damp the independent self-reliance, of its people. 
That was, in other words, that this great statesman was always 
yet to be told that it behoved the Pilot of the ship to do any- 
thing but prosper in the private loaf and fish trade ashore, the 
crew being able, by dint of hard pumping, to keep the ship 
above water without him. On this sublime discovery, in the 
great art How not to do it, Lord Decimus had long sustained 
the highest glory of the Barnacle family;-and let any ill- 
advised member of either House but try How to do it, by 
bringing in a Bill to do it, that Bill was as good as dead and 
buried when Lord Decimus Tite Barnacle rose up in his place, 
and solemnly said, soaring into indignant majesty as the Cir- 
cumlocution cheering soared around him, that he was yet to be 
told, My Lords, that it behoved him as the Minister of this 
free country, to set bounds to the philanthropy, to cramp the 
charity, to fetter the public spirit, to contract the enterprise, 
to damp the independent self-reliance, of its people. The 
discovery of this Behoving Machine was the discovery of the 
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political perpetual motion. It never wore out, though it was 
always going round and round in all the State Departments, 
And there, with his noble friend and relative Lord Decimus, 
was William Barnacle, who had made the ever-famous coalition 
with Tudor Stiltstalking, and who always kept ready his own 
particular recipe for How not to do it; sometimes tapping the 
Speaker, and drawing it fresh out of him, with a “First, I will 
beg you, sir, to inform the House what Precedent we have for 
the course into which the honourable gentleman would pre- 
cipitate us;” sometimes asking the honourable gentleman to 
favour him with his own version of the Precedent; sometimes 
telling the honourable gentleman that he (William Barnacle) 
would search for a Precedent; and oftentimes crushing the 
honourable gentleman flat on the spot, by telling him there 
was no Precedent. But Precedent and Precipitate were, under 
all circumstances, the well-matched pair of battle-horses of this 
able Circumlocutionist. No matter that the unhappy honour- 
able gentleman had been trying in vain, for twenty-five years, 
to precipitate William Barnacle into this— William Barnacle 
still put it to the House, and (at second-hand or so) to the 
country, whether he was to be precipitated into this. No mat- 
ter that it was utterly irreconcilable with the nature of things 
and course of events, that the wretched honourable gentleman 
could possibly produce a Precedent for this — William Barnacle 
would nevertheless thank the honourable gentleman for that 
ironical cheer, and would close with him upon that issue, and 
would tell him to his teeth that there was no Precedent for 
this. It might perhaps have been objected that the William 
Barnacle wisdom was not high wisdom, or the earth it bam- 
boozled would never have been made, or, if made in a rash 
mistake, would have remained blank mad. But, Precedent and 
Precipitate together frightened all objection out of most people. 
And there, too, was another Barnacle, a lively one, who had 
leaped through twenty places in quick succession, and was 
always in two or three at once, and who was the much- 
respected inventor of an art which he practised with great 
success and admiration in all Barnacle Governments. This 
was, when he was asked a Parliamentary question on any one 
topic, to return an answer on any other. It had done immense 
service, and brought him into high esteem with the Circumlo- 
cution Office. 
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And there too was a sprinkling of less distinguished Parlia- 
mentary Barnacles, who had not as yet got anything snug, and 
were going through their probation to prove their worthiness. 
These Barnacles perched upon staircases and hid in passages, 
waiting their orders to make houses or not to make houses; 
and they did all their hearing, and ohing, and cheering, and 
barking, under directions from the heads of the family; and 
they put dummy motions on the paper in the way of other 
men’s motions, and they stalled disagreeable subjects off until 
late in the night and late in the session, and then with virtu- 
ous patriotism cried out that it was too late; and they went 
down into the country, whenever they were sent, and swore 
that Lord Decimus had revived trade from a swoon and com- 
merce from a fit, and had doubled the harvest of corn, quadru- 
pled the harvest of hay, and prevented no end of gold flying 
out of the Bank. Also these Barnacles were dealt, by the 
heads of the family, like so many cards below the court-cards, 
to public meetings and dinners; where they bore testimony to 
all sorts of services. on the part of their noble and honourable 
relatives, and buttered the Barnacles on all sorts of toasts. 
And they stood, under similar orders, at all sorts of elections; 
and they turned out of their own seats, on the shortest notice 
and the most unreasonable terms, to let in other men; and 
they fetched and carried, and toadied and jobbed, and cor- 
rupted, and ate heaps of dirt, and were indefatigable in the 
public service. And there was not a list, in all the Circumlo- 
cution Office, of places that might fall vacant anywhere within 
half a century, from a lord of the Treasury to a Chinese consul, 
and up again to a governor-general of India, but, as applicants 
for such places, the names of some or of every one of these 
- hungry and adhesive Barnacles were down. 7 

It was necessarily but a sprinkling of any class of Barnacles 
that attended the marriage, for there were not two score in all, 
and what is that substracted from Legion! But the sprinkling 
was a swarm in the Twickenham cottage, and filled it. A 
Barnacle (assisted by a Barnacle) married the happy pair, and 
it behoved Lord Decimus Tite Barnacle himself to conduct 
Mrs. Meagles to breakfast. 

The entertainment was not as agreeable and natural as it 
might have been. Mr. Meagles, hove down by his good com- 
pany while he highly appreciated it, was not himself, Mrs. 
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Gowan was herself, and that did not improve him. The 
fiction that it was not Mr. Meagles who had stood in the way, 
but that it was the Family greatness, and that the Family 
greatness had made a concession, and there was now a soothing 
unanimity, pervaded the affair, though it was never openly 
expressed. Then the Barnacles felt that they for their parts 
would have done with the Meagleses, when the present patron- 
ising occasion was over; and the Meagleses felt the same for 
their parts. Then Gowan asserting his rights as a disappointed 
man who had his grudge against the family, and who perhaps 
had allowed his mother to have them there, as much in the 
hope that it might give them some annoyance as with any 
other benevolent object, aired his pencil and his poverty osten- 
tatiously before them, and told them he hoped. in time to settle 
a crust of bread and cheese on his wife, and that he begged 
such of them as (more fortunate than himself) came in for any 
good thing, and could buy a picture, to please to remember the 
poor painter. Then Lord Decimus, who was a wonder on his 
own Parliamentary pedestal, turned out to be the windiest 
creature here; proposing happiness to the bride and bridegroom 
in a series of platitudes that would have made the hair of any 
sincere disciple and believer stand on end; and trotting, with 
the complacency of an idiotic elephant, among howling laby- 
rinths of sentences which he seemed to take for high roads, 
and never so much as wanted to get out of. Then Mr. Tite 
Barnacle could not but feel that there was a person in com- 
pany, who would have disturbed his life-long sitting to Sir 
Thomas Lawrence in full official character, if such disturbance 
had been possible; while Barnacle Junior did, with indigna- 
tion, communicate to two vapid young gentlemen his relatives, 
that there was a feller here, look here, who had come to our 
Department without an appointment and said he wanted to 
know, you know; and that, look here, if he was to break out 
now, as he might, you know (for you never could tell what an 
ungentlemanly Radical of that sort would be up to next), and 
was to say, look here, that he wanted to know this moment, 
you know, that would be Jolly; would n’t it? 

The pleasantest part of the occasion, by far, to Clennam, 
was the painfullest. When Mr. and Mrs. Meagles at last 
hung about Pet, in the room with the two pictures (where the 
company were not), before going with her to the threshold 
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which she could never recross to be the old Pet and the old 
delight, nothing could be more natural and simple than the 
three were. Gowan himself was touched, and answered Mr. 
Meagles’s “‘O Gowan, take care of her, take care of her!” 
with an earnest “‘ Don’t be so broken-hearted, sir. By Heaven 
I will!” 

And so, with last sobs and last loving words, and a last look 
to Clennam of confidence in his promise, Pet fell back in the 
carriage, and her husband waved his hand, and they were away 
for Dover. Though not until the faithful Mrs. Tickit, in her 
silk gown and jet black curls, had rushed out from some 
hiding-place, and thrown both her shoes after the carriage; an 
apparition which occasioned great surprise to the pes tinguished 
company at the windows. 

The said company being now relieved from further atten- 
dance, and the chief Barnacles being rather hurried (for they 
had it in hand just then to send a mail or two, which was in 
danger of going straight to its destination, beating about the 
seas like the Flying Dutchman, and to arrange with complexity 
for the stoppage of a good deal of important business otherwise 
in peril of being done), went their several ways; with all 
affability conveying to Mr. and Mrs. Meagles that general 
assurance that what they had been doing there they had been 
doing at a sacrifice for Mr. and Mrs. Meagles’s good, which 
they always conveyed to Mr. John Bull in their official conde- 
scension to that most unfortunate creature. 

A miserable blank remained in the house, and in the hearts 
of the father and mother and Clennam. Mr. Meagles called 
only one remembrance to his aid, that really did him good, 

“It’s very gratifying, Arthur,” he said, “‘after all, to look 
back upon.” 

“The past?” said Clennam. 

“Yes — but I mean the company.” 

It had made him. much more low and unhappy at the time, 
but now it really did him good. “It’s very gratifying,” he 
said, often repeating the remark in the course of the evening. 
“Such high company!” 
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CHAPTER XXXV 


WHAT WAS BEHIND MR. PANCKS ON LITTLE DORRIT’S HAND 


Ir was at this time that Mr. Pancks, in discharge of his 
compact with Clennam, revealed to him the whole of his gipsy 
story, and told him Little Dorrit’s fortune. Her father was 
heir-at-law to a great estate that had long lain unknown of, 
unclaimed, and accumulating. His right was now clear, no- 
thing interposed in his way, the Marshalsea gates stood open, 
the Marshalsea walls were down, a few flourishes of his pen 
and he was extremely rich. 

In his tracking out of the claim to its complete establish- 
ment, Mr. Pancks had shown a sagacity that nothing could 
baffle, and a patience and secrecy that nothing could tire. “TI 
little thought, sir,” said Pancks, ‘‘when you and I crossed 
Smithfield that night, and I told you what sort of a Collector 
I was, that this would come of it. I little thought, sir, when 
I told you you were not of the Clennams of Cornwall, that I 
was ever going to tell you who were of the Dorrits of Dorset- 
shire.” He then went on to detail, how, having that name 
recorded in his note-book, he was first attracted by the name 
alone. How, having often found two exactly similar names, 
even belonging to the same place, to involve no traceable con- 
sanguinity, near or distant, he did not at first give much heed 
to this; except in the way of speculation as to what a surprising 
change would be made in the condition of a little seamstress, 
if she could be shown to have any interest in so large a prop- 
erty. How he rather supposed himself to have pursued the 
idea into its next degree, because there was something uncom- 
mon in the quiet little seamstress, which pleased him and 
provoked his curiosity. How he had felt his way inch by 
inch, and “Moled it out, sir” (that was Mr. Pancks’s expres- 
sion), grain by grain. How, in the beginning of the labour 
described by this new verb, and to render which the more 
expressive Mr. Pancks shut his eyes in pronouncing it and 
shook his hair over them, he had alternated from sudden lights 
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and hopes to sudden darkness and no hopes, and back again, 
and back again. How he had made acquaintances in the 
Prison, expressly that he might come and go there as all other 
comers and goers did; and how his first ray of light was uncon- 
sciously given him by Mr. Dorrit himself, and by his son; to 
both of whom he easily became known; with both of whom he 
talked much, casually (“but always Moleing you’ll observe,” 
said Mr. Pancks); and from whom he derived, without being 
at all suspected, two or three little points of family history 
which, as he began to hold clues of his own, suggested others. 
How it had at length become plain to Mr. Pancks, that he had 
made a real discovery of the heir-at-law to a great fortune, and 
that his discovery had but to be ripened to legal fulness and 
perfection. How he had, thereupon, sworn his landlord, Mr. 
Rugg, to secrecy in a solemn manner, and taken him into 
Moleing partnership. How they had. employed John Chivery 
as their sole clerk and agent, seeing to whom he was devoted. 
And how, until the present hour, when authorities mighty in 
the Bank and learned in the law declared their successful 
labours ended, they had confided in no other human being. 

“So if ‘the whole thing had broken down, sir,” concluded 
Pancks, “at the very last, say the day before the other day 
when I showed you our papers in the Prison yard, or say that 
very day, nobody but ourselves would have been cruelly disap- 
pointed, or a penny the worse.” 

Clennam, who had been almost incessantly shaking hands 
with him throughout the narrative, was reminded by this to 
say, in an amazement which even the preparation he had had 
for the main disclosure scarcely smoothed down, “‘ My dear Mr. 
Pancks, this must have cost you a great sum of money.” 

“Pretty well, sir,” said the triumphant Pancks. ‘No trifle, 
though we did it as cheap as it could be done. And the out- 
lay was a difficulty, let me tell you.” 

“A difficulty!” repeated Clennam. “But the difficulties 
you have so wonderfully conquered in the whole business!” 
shaking his hand again. 

“T ll tell you how I did it,” said the delighted Pancks, 
putting his hair into a condition as elevated as himself. 
“First I spent all I had of my own. That wasn’t much.” 

“T am sorry for it,” said Clennam; “‘not that it matters 
now, though. Then, what did you do?” 
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“Then,” answered Pancks, “I borrowed a sum of my pro- 
prietor.”’ 

“Of Mr. Casby?” said Clennam. ‘“He’s a fine old fel- 
low.” 

“Noble old boy; ain’t he?” said Mr. Pancks, entering on 
a series of the dryest of snorts. ‘Generous old buck. Con- 
fiding old boy. Philanthropic old buck. Benevolent old boy! 
Twenty per cent. I engaged to pay him, sir. But we never 
do business for less, at our shop.” 

Arthur felt an awkward consciousness of having, in his 
exultant condition, been a little premature. 

“I said to that — boiling-over old Christian,” Mr. Pancks 
pursued, appearing greatly to relish this descriptive epithet, 
“that I had got a little project on hand; a hopeful one; I told 
him a hopeful one; which wanted a certain small capital. I - 
proposed to him to lend me the money on my note. Which 
he did, at twenty; sticking the twenty on in a business-like 
way, and putting it into the note, to look like a part of the 
principal. If I had broken down after that, I should have 
been his grubber for the next seven years at half wages and 
double grind. But he’s a perfect Patriarch; and it would do 
a man good to serve him on such terms —on any terms.” 

Arthur for his life could not have said with confidence 
whether Pancks really thought so or not. 

“When that was gone, sir,” resumed Pancks, “and it did 
go, though I dribbled it out like so much blood, I had taken 
Mr. Rugg into the secret. I proposed to borrow of Mr. Rugg 
(or of Miss Rugg; it’s the same thing; she made a little 
money by a speculation in the Common Pleas once). He lent 
it at ten, and thought that pretty high. But Mr. Ruge’s a 
red-haired man, sir, and gets his hair cut. And as to the 
crown of his hat, it’s high. . And as to the brim of his hat, 
it’s narrow. And there’s no more benevolence bubbling out 
of him, than out of a ninepin.” 

“Your own recompense for all this, Mr. Pancks,” said Clen- 
nam, ‘‘ought to be a large one.” 

“T don’t mistrust getting it, sir,” said Pancks. “I have 
made no bargain. I owed you one on that score; now, I have 
paid it. Money out of pocket made good, time fairly allowed 
for, and Mr. Rugg’s bill settled, a thousand pounds would be a 
fortune tome. That matter I place in your hands. I author- 
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ise you, now, to break all this to the family in any way you 
think best. Miss Amy Dorrit will be with Mrs. Finching this 
morning. The sooner done the better. Can’t be done too soon.” 

This conversation took place in Clennam’s bedroom, while 
he was yet in bed. For Mr. Pancks had knocked up the 
house and made his way in, very early in the morning; and, 
without once sitting down or standing still, had delivered him- 
self of the whole of his details (illustrated with a variety of 
documents) at the bedside. He now said he would “go and 
look up Mr. Rugg,” from whom his excited state of mind 
appeared to require another back; and bundling up his papers, 
and exchanging one more hearty shake of the hand with Clen- 
nam, he went at full speed down stairs, and steamed off. 

Clennam, of course, resolved to go direct to Mr. Casby’s. 
He dressed and got out so quickly, that he found himself at 
the corner of the patriarchal street nearly an hour before her 
time; but he was not sorry to have the opportunity of calming 
himself with a leisurely walk. 

When he returned to the street, and had knocked at the 
bright brass knocker, he was informed that she had come, and 
was shown up stairs to Flora’s breakfast-room. Little Dorrit 
was not there herself, but Flora was, and testified the greatest 
amazement at seeing him. 

“Good gracious, Arthur — Doyce and Clennam!” cried that 
lady, ‘“‘who would have ever thought of seeing such a sight as 
this and pray excuse a wrapper for upon my word I really 
never and a faded check too which is worse but our little 
friend is making me a, not that I need mind mentioning it to 
you for you must know that there are such things a skirt, and 
having arranged that a trying on should take place after break- 
fast is the reason though I wish not so badly starched.” 

“T ought to make an apology,” said Arthur, “for so early — 
and abrupt a visit; but you will excuse it when I tell you the 
cause,” 

“In times for ever fled Arthur,” returned Mrs. Finching, 
“pray excuse me Doyce and Clennam infinitely more correct 
and though unquestionably distant still ¢tis distance lends 
enchantment to the view, at least I don’t mean that and if I 
did I suppose it would depend considerably on the nature of 
the view, but I’m running on again and you put it all out of 
my head.” 
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She glanced at him tenderly, and resumed: — 

“In times for ever fled I was going to say it would have 
sounded strange indeed for Arthur Clennam — Doyce and 
Clennam naturally quite different— to make apologies for 
coming here at any time, but that is past and what is past can 
never be recalled except in his own case as poor Mr. F. said 
when he was in spirits Cucumber and therefore never ate it.” 

She was making the tea when Arthur came in, and now 
hastily finished that operation. 

‘Papa,’ she said, all mystery and whisper, as she shut 
down the tea-pot lid, “is sitting prosingly breaking his new- 
laid egg in the back parlour over the City article exactly like 
the Woodpecker Tapping and need never know that you are 
here, and our little friend you are well aware may be fully 
trusted when she comes down from cutting out on the large 
table overhead.” 

Arthur then told her, in the fewest words, that it was their 
little friend he came to see; and what he had to announce to 
their little friend. At which astounding intelligence, Flora 
clasped her hands, fell into a tremble, and shed tears of sympa- 
thy and pleasure, like the -good-natured creature she really was. 

“For gracious sake let me get out of the way first,” said 
Flora, putting her hands to her ears, and moving towards the 
door, “‘or I know I shall go off dead and screaming and make 
everybody worse, and the dear little thing only this morning 
looking so nice and neat and good and yet so poor and now a 
fortune is she really and deserves it too! and might I mention 
it to Mr. F.’s aunt Arthur not Doyce and Clennam for this 
once or if objectionable not on any account.” 

Arthur nodded his free permission, since Flora shut out all 
_ verbal communication. Flora nodded in return to thank him, 

and hurried out of the room. 

Little Dorrit’s step was already on the stairs, and in another 
moment she was at the door. Do what he would to compose 
his face, he could not convey so much of an ordinary expres- 
sion into it, but that the moment she saw it she dropped her 
work, and cried, ‘‘Mr. Clennam! What’s the matter?” 

“Nothing, nothing. That is, no misfortune has happened. 
I have come to tell you something, but it is a piece of great 
good fortune.” 

“Good fortune?” 
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“Wonderful fortune!” 

They stood in a window, and her eyes, full of light, were 
fixed upon his face. He put an arm about her, seeing her 
likely to sink down. She put a hand upon that arm, partly to 
rest upon it, and partly so to preserve their relative positions 
as that her intent look at him should be shaken by no change 
of attitude in either of them. Her lips seemed to repeat 
“Wonderful fortune?” He repeated it again, aloud. 

“Dear Little Dorrit! Your father.” 

The ice of the pale face broke at the word, and little lights 
and shoots of expression passed all over it. They were all 
expressions of pain. Her breath was faint and hurried. Her 
heart beat fast. He would have clasped the little figure closer, 
but he saw that the eyes appealed to him not to be moved. 
~ “Your father can be free within this week. He does not 
know it; we must go to him from here, to tell him of it. 
Your father will be free within a few days. Your father will 
be free within a few hours. Remember we must go to him, 
from here, to tell him of it.” 

That brought her back. Her eyes were closing, but they 
opened again. 

“This is not all the good fortune. This is not all the won- 
derful good fortune, my dear Little Dorrit. Shall I tell you 
more ?” 

Her lips shaped ‘“‘ Yes.” 

“Your father will be no beggar when he is free. He will 
want for nothing. Shall I tell you more? Remember! He 
knows nothing of it; we must go to him, from here, to tell 
him of it.” 

She seemed to entreat him for a little time. * He held her 
in his arm, and, after a pause, bent down his ear to listen. 

“Did you ask me to go on?” 

ies.2? 

“He will be arich man. Heisarich man. A great sum 
of money is waiting to be paid over to him as his inheritance ; 
you are all henceforth very wealthy. Bravest and best of 
children, I thank Heaven that you are rewarded! ” 

As he kissed her, she turned her head towards his shoulder, 
and raised her arm towards his neck; cried out ‘Father! 
Father! Father!” and swooned away. 

Upon which, Flora returned to take care of her, and hovered 
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about her on a sofa, intermingling kind offices and incoherent 
scraps of conversation in a manner so confounding, that 
whether she pressed the Marshalsea to take a spoonful of 
unclaimed dividends, for it would do her good; or whether 
she congratulated Little Dorrit’s father on coming into posses- 
sion of a hundred thousand smelling-bottles; or whether she 
explained that she put seventy-five thousand drops of spirits of 
lavender on fifty thousand pounds of lump sugar, and that she 
* entreated Little Dorrit to take that gentle restorative; or 
whether she bathed the foreheads of Doyce and Clennam in 
vinegar, and gave the late Mr. F. more air; no one with any 
sense of responsibility could have undertaken to decide. <A 
tributary stream of confusion, moreover, poured in from an 
adjoining bedroom, where Mr. F.’s Aunt appeared, from the 
sound of her voice, to be in a bated posture, awaiting her 
breakfast; and from which bower that inexorable lady snapped 
off short taunts, whenever she could get a hearing, as, “Don’t 
believe it’s his doing!” and “He need n’t take no credit to 
himself for it!” and “It’ll be long enough, I expect, afore 
he ’ll give up any of his own money!” all designed to dispar- 
age Clennam’s share in the discovery, and to relieve those 
inveterate feelings with which Mr. F.’s Aunt regarded him. 

But Little Dorrit’s solicitude to get to her father, and to 
carry the joyful tidings to him, and not to leave him in his 
jail a moment with this happiness in store for him and still 
unknown to him, did more for her speedy restoration than all 
the skill and attention on earth could have done. ‘‘Come 
with me to my dear father. Pray come and tell my dear 
father!” were the first words she said. Her father, her father. 
She spoke of nothing but him, thought of nothing but him. 
Kneeling down and pouring out her thankfulness with uplifted 
hands, her thanks were for her father. 

Flora’s tenderness was quite overcome by this, and she 
launched out among the cups and saucers into a wonderful flow 
of tears and speech. 

“T declare,” she sobbed, ‘I never was so cut up since your 
mamma and my papa not Doyce and Clennam for this once but 
give the precious little thing a cup of tea and make her put it 
' to her lips at least pray Arthur do, not even Mr. F.’s last 
illness for that was of another kind and gout is not a child’s 
affection though very painful for all parties and Mr. F. a 
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martyr with his leg upon a rest and the wine trade in itself 
inflammatory for they will do it more or less among themselves 
and who can wonder, it seems like a dream I am sure to think 
of nothing at all this morning and now Mines of money is it 
really, but you must you know my darling love because you 
never will be strong enough to tell him all about it upon tea- 
spoons, might n’t it be even best to try the directions of my 
own medical man for though the flavour is anything but agree- 
able still I force myself to do it as a prescription and find the 
benefit, you’d rather not why no my dear I’d rather not but 
still I do it as a duty, everybody will congratulate you some in 
earnest and some not and many will congratulate you with all 
their hearts but none more so I do assure you than from the 
bottom of my own I do myself though sensible of blundering 
and being stupid, and will be judged by Arthur not Doyce and 
Clennam for this once so good-by darling and God bless you 
and may you be very happy and excuse the liberty, vowing 
that the dress shall never be finished by anybody else but shall 
be laid by for a keepsake just as it is and called Little Dorrit 
though why that strangest of denominations at any time I 
never did myself and now I never shall! ” 

Thus Flora, in taking leave of her favourite. Little Dorrit 
thanked her, and embraced her, over and over again; and 
finally came out of the house with Clennam, and took coach 
for the Marshalsea. 

It was a strangely unreal ride through the old squalid 
streets, with a sensation of being raised out of them into an 
airy world of wealth and grandeur. When Arthur told her 
that she would soon ride in her own carriage through very 
different scenes, when all the familiar experiences would have 
vanished away, she looked frightened. But when he substi- 
tuted her father for herself, and told her how he would ride in 
his carriage, and how great and grand he would be, her tears 
of joy and innocent pride fell fast. Seeing that the happiness 
her mind could realise was all shining upon him, Arthur kept 
that single figure before her; and so they rode brightly through 
the poor streets in the prison neighbourhood, to carry him the 
great news. 

When Mr. Chivery, who was on duty, admitted them into 
the Lodge, he saw something in their faces which filled him 
with astonishment. He stood looking after them, when they 
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hurried into the prison, as though he perceived that they had 
come back accompanied by a ghost apiece. Two or three Col- 
legians whom they passed, looked after them too, and presently 
joining Mr. Chivery, formed a little group on the Lodge steps, 
in the midst of which there spontaneously originated a whisper 
that the Father was going to get his discharge. Within a few 
minutes, it was heard in the remotest room in the College. 

Little Dorrit opened the door from without, and they both 
entered. He was sitting in his old grey gown, and his old 
black cap, in the sunlight by the window, reading his news- 
paper. His glasses were in his hand, and he had just looked 
round; surprised at first, no doubt, by her step upon the 
stairs, not expecting her until night; surprised again, by 
seeing Arthur Clennam in her company. As they came in, 
the same unwonted look in both of them which had already 
caught attention in the yard below, struck him. He did not 
rise or speak, but laid down his glasses and his newspaper on 
the table beside him, and looked at them with his mouth a 
hittle open, and his lips trembling. When Arthur put out his 
nand, he touched it, but not with his usual state; and then 
he turned to his daughter, who had sat down close beside him 
with her hands upon his shoulder, and looked attentively in 
her face. 

“Father! I have been made so happy this morning!” 

“You have been made so happy, my dear?” 

“By Mr. Clennam, Father. He brought me such joyful 
and wonderful intelligence about you! If he had not, with 
his great kindness and gentleness, prepared me for it, Father — 
prepared me for it, Father—I think I could not have borne 
1b: 

Her agitation was exceedingly great, and the tears rolled 
down her face. He put his hand suddenly to his heart, and 
looked at Clennam. 

“‘Compose yourself, sir,” said Clennam, ‘‘and take a little 
time to think. To think of the brightest and most fortunate 
accidents of life. We have all heard of great surprises of joy. 
They are not at an end, sir. They are rare, but not at an 
end.” 

“Mr. Clennam? Not at an end? Not at an end for—” 
He touched himself upon the breast, instead of saying ‘‘ me.” 

“No,” returned Clennam. 
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“What surprise,” he asked, keeping his left hand over his 
heart, and there stopping in his speech, while with his right 
hand he put his glasses exactly level on the table; “‘what such 
surprise can be in store for me?” 

“Let me answer with another question. Tell me, Mr. 
Dorrit, what surprise would be the most unlooked for and the 
most acceptable to you. Do not be afraid to imagine it, or to 
say what it would be.” 

He looked steadfastly at Clennam, and, so looking at him, 
seemed to change into a very old haggard man. ‘The sun was 
bright upon the wall beyond the window, and on the spikes at 
top. He slowly stretched out the hand that had been upon 
his heart, and pointed at the wall. 

“Tt is down,” said Clennam. “Gone!” 

He remained in the same attitude, looking steadfastly at 
him. 

“And in its place,” said Clennam, slowly and distinctly, 
‘“‘are the means to possess and enjoy the utmost that they have 
so long shut out. Mr. Dorrit, there is not the smallest doubt 
that within a few days you will be free, and highly prosperous. 
I congratulate you with all my soul on this change of fortune, 
and on the happy future into which you are soon to carry the 
treasure you have been blest with here—the best of all the 
riches you can have elsewhere — the treasure at your side.” 

With those words, he pressed his hand and released it; and 
his daughter, laying her face against his, encircled him in the 
hour of his prosperity with her arms, as she had in the long 
years of his adversity encircled him with her love and toil and 
truth; and poured out her full heart in gratitude, hope, joy, 
blissful ecstasy, and all for him. 

“T shall see him, as I never saw him yet. I shall see my 
dear love, with the dark cloud cleared away. I shall see him, 
as my poor mother saw him long ago. O my dear, my dear! 
O Father, Father! Oh, thank God, thank God!” 

He yielded himself to her kisses and caresses, but did not 
return them, except that he put an arm about her. Neither 
did he say one word. His steadfast look was now divided 
between her and Clennam, and he began to shake as if he 
were very cold. Explaining to Little Dorrit that he would 
run to the coffee-house for a bottle of wine, Arthur fetched it 
with all the haste he could use. While it was being brought 
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from the cellar to the bar, a number of excited people asked 
him what had happened; when he hurriedly informed them 
that Mr. Dorrit had succeeded to a fortune. 

On coming back with the wine in his hand, he found that 
she had placed her father in his easy-chair, and had loosened 
his shirt and neckcloth. They filled a tumbler with wine, and 
held it to his hps. When he had swallowed a little, he took the 
glass himself and emptied it. Soon after that, he leaned back 
in his chair and cried, with his handkerchief before his face. 

After this had lasted a while, Clennam thought it a good 
season for diverting his attention from the main surprise, by 
relating its details. Slowly, therefore, and in a quiet tone of 
voice, he explained them as he best could, and enlarged on the 
nature of Pancks’s service. 

“He shall be—ha—he shall be handsomely recompensed, 
sir,” said the Father, starting up and moving hurriedly about 
the room. ‘‘Assure yourself, Mr. Clennam, that everybody 
concerned shall be—ha-—shall be nobly rewarded. No one, 
my dear sir, shall say that he has an unsatisfied claim against 
me. I shall repay the —hum— the advances I have had from 
you, sir, with peculiar pleasure. I beg to be informed at your 
early convenience, what advances you have made my son.” 

He had no purpose in going about the room, but he was not 
still a moment. ) 

“Everybody,” he said, ‘‘shall be remembered. I will not 
go away from here in anybody’s debt. All the people who 
have been — ha — well behaved towards myself and my family, 
shall be rewarded. Chivery shall be rewarded. Young John 
shall be rewarded. I particularly wish, and intend, to act 
munificently, Mr. Clennam.” 

“Will you allow me,” said Arthur, laying his purse on the 
table, “to supply any present contingencies, Mr. Dorrit? I 
thought it best to bring a sum of money for the purpose.” 

“Thank you, sir, thank you. I accept with readiness, at 
the present moment, what I could not an hour ago have con- 
scientiously taken. I am obliged to you for the temporary 
accommodation. Exceedingly temporary, but well timed — 
well timed.” His hand had closed upon the money, and he 
tarried it about with him. ‘Be so kind, sir, as to add the 
amount to those former advances to which I have already 
referred; being careful, if you please, not to omit advances 
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made to my son. A mere verbal statement of the gross 
amount is all I shall — ha —all I shall require.” 

His eye fell upon his daughter at this point, and he stopped 
for a moment to kiss her, and to pat her head. 

“It will be necessary to find a milliner, my love, and to 
make a speedy and complete change in your very plain dress. 
Something must be done with Maggy too, who at present is 
— ha — barely respectable, barely respectable. And your sis- 
ter, Amy, and your brother. And my brother, your uncle — 
poor soul, I trust this will rouse him— messengers must be 
despatched to fetch them. They must be informed of this. 
We must break it to them cautiously, but they must be in- 
formed directly. We owe it as a duty to them, and to our- 
selves, from this moment, not to let them — hum —not to let 
them do anything.” 

This was the first intimation he had ever given that he was 
privy to the fact that they did something for a livelihood. 

He was still jogging about the room, with the purse clutched 
in his hand, when a great cheering arose in the yard. ‘‘The 
news has spread already,” said Clennam, looking down from 
the window. ‘Will you show yourself to them, Mr. Dorrit? 
They are very earnest, and they evidently wish it.” 

“T — hum — ha—TI confess I could have desired, Amy, my 
dear,” he said, jogging about in a more feverish flutter than 
before, “to have made some change in my dress first, and to 
have bought a—hum-—a watch and chain. But if it must 
be done as it is, it—-_ha—jit must be done. Fasten the collar 
of my shirt, my dear. Mr. Clennam, would you oblige me — 
hum — with a blue neckcloth you will find in that drawer at 
your elbow. Button my coat across at the chest, my love. It 
looks — ha — it looks broader, buttoned.” 

With his trembling hand he pushed his grey hair up, and 
then, taking Clennam and his daughter for supporters, appeared 
at the window leaning on an arm of each. The Collegians 
cheered him very heartily, and he kissed his hand to them 
with great urbanity and protection. When he withdrew into 
the room again, he said ‘‘Poor creatures!” in a tone of much 
pity for their miserable condition. 

Little Dorrit was deeply anxious that he should lie down to 
compose himself. On Arthur’s speaking to her of his going 
to inform Pancks that he might now appear as soon as he 
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would, and pursue the joyful business to its close, she entreated 
him in a whisper to stay with her, until her father should be 
quite calm and at rest. He needed no second entreaty; and 
she prepared her father’s bed, and begged him to he down. 
For another half hour or more he would be persuaded to do 
nothing but go about the room, discussing with himself the 
probabilities for and against the Marshal’s allowing the whole 
of the prisoners to go to the windows of the official residence 
* which commanded the street, to see himself and family depart 
for ever in a carriage — which, he said, he thought would be a 
Sight for them. But, gradually, he began to droop and tire, 
and at last stretched himself upon the bed. 

She took her faithful place beside him, fanning him and 
cooling his forehead; and he seemed to be falling asleep (always 
with the money in his hand), when he unexpectedly sat up and 
said : — 

“Mr. Clennam, I beg your pardon. Am I to understand, 
my dear sir, that I could — ha — could pass through the Lodge 
at this moment, and — hum — take a walk?” 

“T think not, Mr. Dorrit,” was the unwilling reply. 
“There are certain forms to be completed; and although your 
detention here is now in itself a form, I fear it is one that for 
a little ionger has to be observed too.” 

At this he shed tears again. 

“Tt is but a few hours, sir,” Clennam cheerfully urged upon 
hin. 

‘“‘A few hours, sir,” he returned in a sudden passion. “You 
talk very easily of hours, sir! How long do you suppose, sir, 
that an hour is to a man who is choking for want of air?” 

It was his last demonstration for that time; as, after shed- 
ding some more tears and querulously complaining that he 
could n’t breathe, he slowly fell into a slumber. Clennam had 
abundant occupation for his thoughts, as he sat in the quiet 
room watching the father on his bed, and the daughter fanning 
his face. 

Little Dorrit had been thinking too. After softly putting 
his grey hair aside, and touching his forehead with her lips, 
she looked towards Arthur, who came nearer to her, and pur- 
sued in a low whisper the subject of her thoughts. 

“Mr. Clennam, will he pay all his debts before he leaves 
here 7” 
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“No doubt. All.” 

** All the debts for which he has been imprisoned here, all 
my life and longer?” 

“No doubt.” 

There was something of uncertainty and remonstrance in her 
look; something that was not all satisfaction. He wondered to 
detect it, and said: — 

“You are glad that he should do so?” 

“Are you?” asked Little Dorrit wistfully. 

“AmI? Most heartily glad!” 

“Then I know I ought to be.” 

** And are you not? ” 

‘Tt seems to me hard,” said Little Dorrit, ‘that he should 
have lost so many years and suffered so much, and at last pay 
all the debts as well. It seems to me hard that he should pay 
in life and money both.” 

“My dear child” — Clennam was beginning. 

“Yes, I know I am wrong,” she pleaded timidly, ‘don’t 
think any worse of me; it has grown up with me here.” 

The prison, which could spoil so many things, had tainted 
Little Dorrit’s mind no more than this. HEngendered as the 
confusion was, in compassion for the poor prisoner, her father, 
it was the first speck Clennam had ever seen, it was the last 
speck Clennam ever saw, of the prison atmosphere upon her. 

He thought this, and forebore to say another word. With 
the thought, her purity and goodness came before him in their 
brightest light. The little spot made them the more beautiful. 

Worn out with her own emotions, and yielding to the silence 
of the room, her hand slowly slackened and failed in its fan- 
ning movement, and her head dropped down on the pillow at 
her father’s side. Clennam rose softly, opened and closed the 
door without a sound, and passed from the prison, carrying the 
quiet with him into the turbulent streets. 

VOL. I. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 
THE MARSHALSEA BECOMES AN ORPHAN 


Anp now the day arrived, when Mr. Dorrit and his family 
were to leave the prison for ever, and the stones of its much 
trodden pavement were to know them no more. 

The interval had been short, but he had greatly complained 
of its length, and had been imperious with Mr. Rugg touching 
the delay. He had been high with Mr. Rugg, and had threat- 
ened to employ some one else. He had requested Mr. Rugg 
not to presume upon the place in which he found him, but to 
do his duty, sir, and to do it with promptitude. He had told 
Mr. Rugg that he knew what lawyers and agents were, and 
that he would not submit to imposition. On that gentleman’s 
humbly representing that he exerted himself to the utmost, 
Miss Fanny was very short with him; desiring to know what 
less he could do, when he had been told a dozen times that 
money was no object, and. expressing her suspicion that he for- 
got whom he talked to. 

Towards the Marshal, who was a Marshal of many years’ 
standing, and with whom he had never had any previous dif- 
ference, Mr. Dorrit comported himself with severity. That 
- officer, on personally tendering his congratulations, offered the 
free use of two rooms in his house for Mr. Dorrit’s occupation 
until his departure. Mr. Dorrit thanked him at the moment, 
and replied that he would think of it; but the Marshal was no 
sooner gone than he sat down and wrote him a cutting note, in 
which he remarked that he had never on any former occasion 
had the honour of receiving his congratulations (which was 
true, though indeed there had not been anything particular to 
congratulate him upon), and that he begged, on behalf of him- 
self and family, to repudiate the Marshal’s offer, with all those 
thanks which its disinterested character and its perfect indepen- 
dence of all worldly considerations demanded. 

Although his brother showed so dim a glimmering of interest 
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in their altered fortunes, that it was very doubtful whether 
he understood them, Mr. Dorrit caused him to be measured for 
new raiment by the hosiers, tailors, hatters, and bootmakers 
whom he called in for himself; and ordered that his old clothes 
should be taken from him and burned. Miss Fanny and Mr. 
Tip required no direction in making an appearance of great 
fashion and elegance; and the three passed this interval together 
at the best hotel in the neighbourhood — though truly, as Miss 
Fanny said, the best was very indifferent. In connection with 
that establishment, Mr. Tip hired a cabriolet, horse, and groom, 
a very neat turnout, which was usually to be observed for two 
or three hours at a time, gracing the Borough High Street, 
outside the Marshalsea courtyard. A modest little hired chariot 
and pair was also frequently to be seen there; in alighting from 
and entering which vehicle, Miss Fanny fluttered the Marshal’s 
daughters by the display of inaccessible bonnets. 

A great deal of business was transacted in this short period. 
Among other items, Messrs. Peddle and Pool, solicitors, of 
Monument Yard, were instructed by their client Edward Dor- 
rit, Esquire, to address a letter to Mr. Arthur Clennam, enclos- 
ing the sum of twenty-four pounds nine shillings and eight- 
pence, being the amount of principal and interest computed at 
the rate of five per cent. per annum, in which their client 
believed himself to be indebted to Mr. Clennam. In making 
this communication and remittance, Messrs. Peddle and Pool 
were further instructed by their client to remind Mr. Clennam, 
that the favour of the advance now repaid (including gate-fees) 
had not been asked of him, and to inform him that it would 
not have been accepted if it had been openly proffered in his 
name. With which they requested a stamped receipt, and 
remained his obedient servants. A great deal of business had 
likewise to be done, within the so-soon-to-be-orphaned Marshal- 
sea, by Mr. Dorrit so long its Father, chiefly arising out of 
applications made to him by Collegians for small sums of 
money. ‘To these he responded with the greatest liberality, 
and with no lack of formality; always first writing to appoint a 
time at which the applicant might wait upon him in his room, 
and then receiving him in the midst of a vast accumulation of 
documents, and accompanying his donation (for he said in every 
such case, “it is a donation, not a loan”) with a great deal of 
good counsel; tc the effect that he, the expiring Father of the 
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Marshalsea, hoped to be long remembered, as an example that 
a man might preserve his own and the general respect even there. 

The Collegians were not envious. Besides that they had a 
personal and traditional regard for a Collegian of so many 
years’ standing, the event was creditable to the College, and 
made it famous in the newspapers. Perhaps more of them 
thought, too, than were quite aware of it, that the thing might 
in the lottery of chances have happened to themselves, or that 
something of the sort might yet happen to themselves, some 
day or other. They took it very well. A few were low at 
the thought of being left behind, and being left poor; but 
even these did not grudge the family their brilliant reverse. 
There might have been much more envy in politer places. It 
seems probable that mediocrity of fortune would have been 
disposed to be less magnanimous than the Collegians, who 
lived from hand to mouth—from the pawnbroker’s hand to 
the day’s dinner. 

They got up an address to him, which they presented in a 
neat frame and glass (though it was not afterwards displayed 
in the family mansion or preserved among the family papers) ; 
and to which he returned a gracious answer. In that docu- 
ment he assured them, in a Royal manner, that he received 
the profession of their attachment with a full conviction of its 
sincerity; and again generally exhorted them to follow his 
example — which, at least in so far as coming into a great 
property was concerned, there is no doubt they would have 
gladly imitated. He took the same occasion of inviting them 
to a comprehensive entertainment, to be given to the whole 
College in the yard, and at which he signified he would have 
the honour of taking a parting glass to the health and happi- 
ness of all those whom he was about to leave behind. 

He did not in person dine at this public repast (it took 
place at two in the afternoon, and his dinners now came in 
from the hotel at six), but his son was so good as to take the 
head of the principal table, and to be very free and engaging. 
He himself went about among the company, and took notice 
of individuals, and saw that the viands were of the quality he 
had ordered, and that all were served. On the whole, he was 
like a baron of the olden time, in a rare good humour. At 
the conclusion of the repast, he pledged his guests in a bumper 
of old Madeira; and told them that he hoped they had enjoyed 
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themselves, and what was more, that they would enjoy them- 
selves for the rest of the evening; that he wished them well; 
and that he bade them welcome. His health being drunk with © 
acclamations, he was not so baronial after all but that in trying 
to return thanks he broke down, in the manner of a mere serf 
with a heart in his breast, and wept before them all. After 
this great success, which he supposed to be a failure, he gave 
them “‘Mr. Chivery and his brother officers;”? whom he had 
beforehand presented with ten pounds each, and who were all 
in attendance. Mr. Chivery spoke to the toast, saying, What 
you undertake to lock up, lock up; but remember that you 
are, in the words of the fettered African, a man and a brother 
ever. The list of toasts disposed of, Mr. Dorrit urbanely 
went through the motions of playing a game at skittles with 
the Collegian who was the next oldest inhabitant to himself; 
and left the tenantry to their diversions. 

But all these occurrences preceded the final day. And now 
the day arrived when he and his family were to leave the 
prison for ever, and when the stones of its much trodden pave- 
ment were to know them no more. 

Noon was the hour appointed for the departure. As it 
approached, there was not a Collegian within doors, nor a 
turnkey absent. The latter class of gentlemen appeared in 
their Sunday clothes, and the greater part of the Collegians 
were brightened up as much as circumstances allowed. Two 
or three flags were even displayed, and the children put on 
odds and ends of ribbon. Mr. Dorrit himself, at this trying 
time, preserved a serious but graceful dignity. Much of his 
attention was given to his brother, as to whose bearing on the 
great occasion he felt anxious. 

“My dear Frederick,” said he, “if you will give me your 
arm, we will pass among our friends together. I think it is 
right that we should go out arm in arm, my dear Frederick.” 

“Hah!” said Frederick. ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes.” 

“And if, my dear Frederick, —if you could, without put- 
ting any great constraint upon yourself, throw a little (pray 
excuse me, Frederick) a little polish into your usual demean- 
our —” 

“William, William,” said the other, shaking his head, “it’s 
for you to do all that. I don’t know how. All forgotten, 
forgotten! ” 


454 LITTLE DORRIT 


“But, my dear fellow,” returned William, ‘“‘for that very 
reason, if for no other, you must positively try to rouse your- 
self. What you have forgotten you must now begin to recall, 
my dear Frederick. Your position —” 

“Eh?” said Frederick. 

“Your position, my dear Frederick.” 

“Mine?” He looked first at his own figure, and then at 
his brother’s, and then, drawing a long breath, cried, ‘“‘ Hah, 
to be sure! Yes, yes, yes.” 

“Your position, my dear Frederick, is now a fine one. 
Your position as my brother is a very fine one. And I know 
that it belongs to your conscientious nature, to try to become 
worthy of it, my dear Frederick, and to try to adorn it. To 
be no discredit to it, but to adorn it.” 

“William,” said the other weakly, and with a sigh, “I will 
do anything you wish, my brother, provided it lies in my 
power. Pray be so kind as to recollect what a limited power 
mine is. What would you wish me to do to-day, brother? 
Say what it is, only say what it is.” 

“My dearest Frederick, nothing. It is not worth troubling 
so good a heart as yours with.” 

‘Pray trouble it,” returned the other. “It finds it no 
trouble, William, to do anything it can for you.” 

William passed his hand across his eyes, and murmured with 
august satisfaction, “Blessings on your attachment, my poor 
dear fellow!” Then he said aloud, “‘ Well, my dear Freder- 
ick, if you will only try, as we walk out, to show that you are 
alive to the occasion — that you think about it —” 

“What would you advise me to think about it?” returned 
his submissive brother. 

“‘Oh! my dear Frederick, how can I answer you? I can 
only say what, in leaving these good people, I think myself.” 

“That ’s it!” cried his brother. ‘That will help me.” 

“T find that I think, my dear Frederick, and with mixed 
emotions in which a softened compassion predominates, What 
will they do without me!” 

“True,” returned his brother. ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes. Ill 
think that as we go. What will they do without my brother! 
Poor things! What will they do without him!” 

Twelve o’clock having just struck, and the carriage being 
reported ready in the outer courtyard, the brothers proceeded 
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down stairs arm in arm. Edward Dorrit, Esquire (once Tip), 
and his sister Fanny followed, also arm in arm; Mr. Plornish 
and Maggy, to whom had been entrusted the removal of such 
of the family effects as were considered worth removing, fol- 
lowed, bearing bundles and burdens to be packed in a cart. 

In the yard were the Collegians and turnkeys. In the yard 
were Mr. Pancks and Mr. Rugg, come to see the last. touch 
given to their work. In the yard was Young John making a 
new epitaph for himself, on the occasion of his dying of a 
broken heart. In the yard was the Patriarchal Casby, look- 
ing so tremendously benevolent that many enthusiastic Col- 
legians grasped him fervently by the hand, and the wives and 
female relatives of many more Collegians kissed his hand, 
nothing doubting that he had done it all. In the yard was 
the usual chorus of people proper to such a place. In the 
-yard was the man with the shadowy grievance respecting the 
Fund which the Marshal embezzled, who had got up at five in 
the morning to complete the copying of a perfectly unintelligi- 
ble history of that transaction, which he had committed to Mr. 
Dorvit’s care as a document of the last importance, calculated 
to stun the Government and effect the Marshal’s downfall. 
In the yard was the insolvent whose utmost energies were 
always set on getting into debt, who broke into prison with as 
much pains as other men have broken out of it, and who was 
always being cleared and complimented; while the insolvent 
at his elbow —a mere little snivelling, striving tradesman, 
half dead of anxious efforts to keep out of debt —found it a 
hard matter, indeed, to get a Commissioner to release him with 
much reproof and reproach. In the yard was the man of 
many children and many burdens, whose failure astonished 
everybody; in the yard was the man of no children and large 
resources, whose failure astonished nobody. There were the 
people who were always going out to-morrow and always put- 
ting it off; there were the people who had come in yesterday, 
and who were much more jealous and resentful of this freak of 
fortune than the seasoned birds. There were some who, in 
pure meanness of spirit, cringed and bowed before the enriched 
Collegian and his family; there were others who did so really 
because their eyes, accustomed to the gloom of their imprison- 
ment and poverty, could not support the light of such bright 
sunshine. There were many whose shillings had gone into 


456 LITTLE DORRIT 


his pocket to buy him meat and drink; but none who were 
now obtrusively Hail fellow, well met! with him, on the 
strength of that assistance. It was rather to be remarked of 
the caged birds, that they were a little shy of the bird about 
to be so grandly free, and that they had a tendency to with- 
draw themselves towards the bars, and seem a little fluttered 
as he passed, 

Through these spectators, the little procession, headed by 
the two brothers, moved slowly to the gate. Mr. Dorrit, 
yielding to the vast speculation how the poor creatures were to 
get on without him, was great, and sad, but not absorbed. 
He patted children on the head like Sir Roger de Coverley 
going to church, he spoke to people in the background by their 
Christian names, he condescended to all present, and seemed 
for their consolation to walk encircled by the legend in golden 
characters, “Be comforted, my people! Bear it!” 

At last three honest cheers announced that he had passed 
the gate, and that the Marshalsea was an orphan. Before they 
had ceased to ring in the echoes of the prison walls, the family 
had got into their carriage, and the attendant had the steps in 
his hand. 

Then, and not before, ‘Good Gracious!” cried Miss Fanny 
all at once, ‘where ’s Amy?” 

Her father had thought she was with her sister. Her sister 
had thought she was ‘somewhere or other.” They had all 
trusted to finding her, as they had always done, quietly in the 
right place at the right moment. This going away was per- 
haps the very first action of their joint lives that they had got 
through without her. 

A minute might have been consumed in the ascertaining of 
these points, when Miss Fanny, who, from her seat in the 
carriage, commanded the long narrow passage leading to the 
Lodge, flushed indignantly. 

“Now I do say, Pa,” cried she, “that this is disgraceful! ” 

“What is disgraceful, Fanny ?” 

“T do say,” she repeated, “this is perfectly infamous! 
Really almost.enough, even at such a time as this, to make 
one wish one was c2ad!_ Here is that child Amy, in her ugly 
old shabby dress, which she was so obstinate about, Pa, which 
I over and over again begged and prayed her to change, and 
which she over and over again objected to, and promised to 
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change to-day, saying she wished to wear it as long as ever she 
remained in there with you—-which was absolutely romantic 
nonsense of the lowest kind — here is that child Amy disgra- 
cing us, to the last moment and at the last moment, by being 
carried out in that dress after all. And by that Mr. Clennam 
too!” 

The offence was proved, as she delivered the indictment. 
Clennam appeared at the carriage-door, bearing the little insen- 
sible figure in his arms. 

“‘She has been forgotten,” he said, in a tone of pity not free 
from reproach. ‘I ran up to her room (which Mr. Chivery 
showed me), and found the door open, and that she had 
fainted on the floor, dear child. She appeared to have gone to 
change her dress, and to have sunk down overpowered. It 
may have been the cheering, or it may have happened sooner. 
Take care of this poor cold hand, Miss Dorrit. Don’t let it 
fall.” 

“Thank you, sir,” returned Miss Dorrit, bursting into tears, 
“T believe I know what to do, if you’ll give me leave. Dear 
Amy, open your eyes, that’s a love! O Amy, Amy, I 
really am so vexed and ashamed! Do rouse yourself, darling! 
Oh, why are they not driving on? fray, Pa, do drive on!” 

The attendant, getting between Clennam and the carriage- 
door, with a sharp ‘‘By your leave, sir!” bundled up the 
steps, and they drove away 
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